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OP 

WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH. 

Fï LAMAN BLANCHARD. 



A BECEKT review in a leading journal of France bears 
testimony to the great popularity whicli bas been obtained in 
tbat romance-reading nation by tbe writer of whom we are 
now to ofEer some account. The estimation in whicb he is 
held by his own countrymen is evinced by the large sale 
which each new production of his pen successively commanda. 
In America his writings hâve been extensively read. They hâve 
aU been translated into German, and some of them into Dutch 
and Spanish. Dramas hâve been founded upon them ; their 
more striking passages hâve become as famifiar as household 
words; and their subjects, in some important instances at least, 
are associated with the most mémorable features of English 
history. The biography of a writer who has secured so pro- 
minent a position may be supposed calculated to awaken a 
more than ordinary curiosity; not merely with respect to 
those early dawnings of intellect, and those traits of personal 
character, to which a deep interest always attaches, but in 
relation to the family from which he has sprimg. Happily, 
in the présent instance, we are able to gratify the reader's 
curiositv. 

William Harrison Ainsworth unités in his own name 
the names of two families which in the eminent success of 
varions members of them,'had obtained celebrity long prior 
to.the présent génération. Amongst hispaternal ancestot^ 
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are Eobert Ainsworth, the well-kndwn scholar and autlior of 
tlie Latin Dictionary, and Henry Ainswortli, thé Brownist, 
who flourislied at thé commencement of the seventeenth 
century. The latter was one of the most profound Hebrew 
scholars of his time, and author of " Annotations npon the 
Old Testament," and of a translation of the Pentateuch. 
From thèse we come to the father of the living descendant 
from the leamed stock, Thomas Ainsworth, of Manchester, a 
soliciter in very extensire practice. 

This gentleman, though descended from a family resid- 
ing at Plessington, in Lancashire, was born at Eosthorne, 
in Cheshire, a village which he always remembered with 
affection, and where, dying in June, 1824, he was interred. 
Manchester, however, the stage on which his active life was 
passed, benefited most largely by the ardour and zeal with 
which he devoted himself to the promotion of public improve- 
ments. He was one of the main instruments in causing the 
rebuilding and widening of one of the principal thoroughf ares 
— ^Market-street ; and though he did not live to see the work 
accompHshed, his name must always be honourably connected 
with it. Of rather an irritable tempérament, perhaps he was 
known extensively for a singular Hberality of character and 
generosity of disposition. He was a man of taste and virtu ; 
uniting, with a fair degree of classical scholarship, considér- 
able proficiency inbotany, and a gênerai fondness for scientific 
pursuits; and thus the excellent library he possessed was 
throughout life a source of pleasure and récréation that 
lightened the graver duties he so faithfully discharged. 

Thomas Ainsworth married, in 1802, Ann, daughter of the 
Eev. Ralph Harrison, a Presbyterian divine, and Ain Touchet. 
This divine, himself the son of a minister, and great-grandson 
to the Rev. Cuthbert Harrison, who, as a f amous Nonconf ormist 
teacher, is noticed in Dr. Calamy's account of ejected minis- 
ters, attained a high réputation in Manchester as a preacher, 
an author, and a scholar. In the Academy there, he was 
appointed professer of the Greek and Latin languages, and of 
poUte literature. He produced many able works of an educa- 
tional character ; and left behind him a volume of discourses 
that fully bear out his claim to the afEectionate regard in 
which his character and ministrations were held. Of thèse 
sermons, which, with a biographical memoir, were first printed 
in 1813, a new édition appeared in 1827. It may hère be 
mentioned, as a somewhat rare occurrence in the life of a 
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Presbyteriaoïi mimstery that tbis révérend person, the gprand- 
father of the subject of tbia sketch, realiaed, by fortunate 
spéculations in land and building, a large fortune, leaving 
behind him upwarda of 60,000^. Of tlus union, two ions 
were born ; the elder named William Harrison, the younger 
Thomas Gilbert, who distinguished himself at Cambridge, 
and taking a scholarship there, unfortimately fell into iU- 
health from over-studj, which so affected his nervous System 
that he never took his degree, and his intention of going ii^to 
the Church was therefore abandoned.* 

William Harrison Ainsworth was born on the 4th of 
February, 1805, at the house of his father, in £ing-street, 
Manchester; but not long after, the family removed to a 
very commodious and pleasantly-situated country-house, 
called Beech-hill, about two miles from the town, on the 
Ohetham side. Hère was a very extensive garden ; and hère 
ail the time that could be spared by its possessor &om pro< 
f essional pursuits was devoted to the studies and récréations 
of which ne was so passionately fond. The grounds were laid 
out under his own eye, and several of the trees were planted 
by the young brothers. 

To the éducation of the elder of thèse it is now necessary 
to refer. The early part of it was undertaken by his uncle, 
the Rev. William Harrison ; and then, while still very young, 
he was placed at the free grammar-school in Manchester, in 
one of the classes of the Rev. Robinson Elsdale. 

In this school, which was foimded early in the six- 
teenth century, many persons eminent for science and leam- 
ing hâve been educated. The list extends as far back as 
the reign of Mary, opening with the well-known name of John 
Bradf ord, who suffered martyrdom in 1555. Reginald Heber 
(the father of the bishop) was hère, Cyril Jackson, and 
his brother the Bishop of Oxford, the first Lord Alvanley, 
Mr. Morritt of Rokeby, David Latouche, the celebrated 
banker, Mr. Justice Williams, and many others. Hère our 
youthful student so far distinguished himself as to hâve 
received very flattering testimonials from Dr. Smith (the then 
head-master of the school), and his coUeague, Dr. Elsdale. 
He wrote several translations from the Latin and Q-reek 
poets, which obtained their approbation. In this school he 
remained, gathering honour and advantage, until he reaehed 

• ThonuM Gilbert AinBworth died on tlie 9th of April, 1876, at HiU View 
Lodge, Beigate, and was interred in the Eensal Green Cemetery. 
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the first form, when his father, who designed his son to be 
his successor, placed him as a clerk with an eminent solicitor 
in the town. 

It had been his father* s wish, when the period of the 
youth's law-studies commenced, that he should dévote him- 
seK chiefly to that branch of the profession which it was 
intended he should practise — conveyancing ; but no great 
progress was made in this study. Byron, Scott, and Shelley 
nad charms that title-deeds could never boast ; writing 
▼erses was far more attractive than making abstracts, and 
drawing drafts bore no comparison to sketching for maga- 
zines. It was the old story — he was literally 

A yonth foredoom'd his fatlier*s hopes to cross, 
Wno pexm'd a stanza when he shoiud engross. 

The nameless editor of a magazine was, in his enchanted view, 
greater by far than the greatest of the whole tribe of lawyers ; 
and the occupation of the editorial chair appeared in his 
fanciful dream an object worthier of a loftier ambition than 
a seat on the woolsack. 

On his father* s death, which occurred, as we hâve said, 
in 1824, he awakened to a sensé of the expediency of com- 
pleting his term as a conveyancer, and qualifying himself for 
assuming the professional responsibility which this bereave- 
ment devolved upon him. With this view he repaired to 
London, to finish his term with Mr. Jacob Phillips, of the 
Inner Temple. Yet it does not appear that he devoted 
himself with the adéquate diligence and zeal to professional 
study. The literary enthusiasm was still the stronger feel- 
ing, though less productive in its immédiate results than 
before; for the metropolis was a novel scène, and some 
time was spent in acquainting himseU with its amuse- 
ments. 

Not long before the completion of his appointed stay in 
town, he commenced an acquaintance with Mr. Ebers, at that 
time the manager of the Opéra House, and a constant attend - 
ance there was, of course, included among the young law- 
student's London pleasures. 

We now hâve to record an important event in life — the 
marriage of Mr. Ainsworth to Fanny, the youngest daughter 
of Mr. Ebers. This çvent occurred in the autumn of 1826. 
Three daughters, still living, were the offspring of this 
union. They lost their mother in the spring of 1838. 
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The connexion thus f ormed with Mr. Ebers had a material 
influence in deciding the young man as to the course he 
should pursue. His répugnance to " conveyancing" being 
insuperable, and his tastes and inclinations being decidedly 
literary, he readily listened to the suggestions of Mr. Ebers, 
to make an expenment as a publisher. The sacrifice, to be 
sure, was considérable. It involved the relinquishment of 
his share in his father's lucrative business, which had been 
carried on, meanwhile, by two partners, at the head of whom 
he would necessarily be placed; it was the exchanging a 
certainty for a chance. Yet, on the other hand, he was to 
secure the advantage of Mr. Ebers's extensive connexion, and 
of his practical knowledge of business, which as yet was a 
" book sealed" to him. There were other tempta^bions, not 
unworthy of a high literary ambition, and a gênerons zeal for 
the interests of authors. The period, that of 1828-9, was the 
season of the (exclusively) " fashionable novels," when what 
was most ephemeral was most triumphant, and when works 
of a more enduring though less winning character had fewer 
charms than usual in a publisher* s eye. Let us hère pause 
for a moment to consider what his aims were, and, at the same 
time, what were his qualifications for giving effect to them. 

Mr. Aînsworth entered upon his spéculation doubtless with 
literary feelings not very dissimilar to those with which he 
may be supposed to hâve recently originated his Magazine. 
His was not the spéculation of an ordinary publisher : his 
aim was to promote the interests of literature, to advance his 
own réputation as a writer, and to surround himself with 
such authors as it was alike honourable to serve and to be 
associated with; he thought that he might bring forward 
sterling works, rejected, perhaps, as not " fashionable,'* and 
assist writers of a better class than those who aspired to a 
merely fleeting popularity ; in any case, he should succeed in 
showing that such an enterprise might be conducted on 
libéral and gentlemanlike principles. Thèse, as we believe, 
were his objects; but he mistook the practicability of the 
scheme, and misconceived.his own qualifications f or conduct- 
ing it. He had great liberality, a highly cultivated literary 
taste, ripe scholarship, and popular manners ; he was borne 
up by the spirit of youth, and the love of book s for their own 
sake, to make an experiment, and his entering upon it was 
the best proof of the sacrifices he could cheerf ully incur, and 
that he thought of no selfish or mercenary bargain. But with 
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thèse fine qualities he wanted some that are not always f ound 
in their company and in that of youth — forethought, délibé- 
ration, patience under disappointment, submission to repug- 
nant tasks, and indifférence to tbe trifling circumstanœ of 
being always imtbanked and generally misapprebended. 
Wbat young man of one-and-twenty understands bis own 
ebaracter sufficiently to justify sucb an attempt ? His prin- 
ciples were but partially recognised by tbe writers witb wbom 
be was brougbt into connexion, and be was of too impatient 
a tempérament to afford tbem time to understand bim. His 
pride speedily revolted from tbe position be bad voluntarily 
ebosen, and at tbe expiration of about a year and a balf be 
abandoned tbe experiment ; tbe resuit was — neitber good nor 
barm, beyond loss of time. During tbis period, and up to 
tbe year 1830, a few trifles bad been written ; a tragedy on 
tbe subject of Pbilip van Artevelde was planned, and two 
acts composed ; a mélodrame or two, never acted, swelled tbe 
stock ; but notbing was publisbed. A cbange of scène was 
now resolved upon : in tbe summer of tbat year Mr. Ains- 
wortb started on a tour in Switzerland and Italy. 

It was in tbe f ollowing year, during a visit to Cbesterfield, 
tbat be first tbougbt of writing a tbree-volimied taie, and tbe 
idea of "Rookwood" arose. He bas told us bis object. 
" Wisbing,*' be says, " to describe somewbat minutely tbe 
trim gardens, tbe picturesque domains, tbe rook»baunted 
groves, tbe gloomy cbambers, and gloomier galleries of an 
ancient bail witb wbicb I was acquainted, I resolved to 
attempt a story in tbe bygone style of Mrs. BadclifEe ; sub- 
stituting an old Englisb squire, an old manorial résidence, 
and an old Englisb bigbwayman, for tbe Italian marcbese, 
tbe castle, and tbe brigand of tbat great mistress of romance." 

** Eookwood" was commenced, but many and serions pauses 
occurred in tbe completion of tbe story ; nor was it until 
May, 1834, tbat it was publisbed ; but tbe power witb wbicb 
tbe design was worked out, tbe success witb wbicb it was 
accomplisbed, was instantaneously recognised. Tbe '^ Edin- 
burgb Review" ^ described tbe novel acbievement — ** Wbat 
Mr. Ainswortb bas ventured to do, and successfully, was to 
revive tbe almost exploded interest afforded by tbe super- 
natural ; and to préserve tbis, too, not in connexion witb days 
long gone by, but side by side witb tbe sober realities of 
1737, witb tbe convivialities of Yorksbire squires and country 
attomeys, witb tbe bumours of justices of tbe peace and tbe 
feats 01 Dick Turpin tbe bigbwayman." Tbe same writer 
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describes, also, the influences of ail this upon the reader. 
" Stmnge as it may seem, the author has contiived to présent 
the terrors of burial vaults and the blood-stained mysteries of 
f amily crime side by side with the most f amiliar scènes of the 
every-day life of the eighteenth century, without eiciting 
the slightest feeling of the ludicrous — ^nay, more, with a 
character of earnestness and solemnity with which, à priori, 
we should hare hardly thought snch subjects could hâve been 
invested." 

But the truth is, as the critic seems to hâve felt, that tho 
reader is never allowed to pause for an instant to think at 
alL The famous picture of the ride to York, now as well 
knoivn as the name of Turpin himself , is but an image of the 
reader's course as he leaps the abrupt gaps and tums the pic- 
turesque corners of this singular taie. He goes through it 
hurried, yet noting everything, and with breathless interest ; 
and it is not until after a pause at the close that he bethinks 
him of the songs and ballads whose lively or solemn chimes 
struck his ear as he passed rapidly ; when he is sure to turn 
back to read them leisurely over one by one, enjoying the 
true spirit of the old minstrelsy with which they are embued, 
and wishing for a Whole volume of such tuneful rarities. The 
effect of this publication was to place Mr. Ainsworth in the 
first rank of writers of romantic fiction. The first édition was 
speedily sold off ; a second followed. In 1836 Mr. Macroiie 
issued a beautiful volume with designs by Cruikshank. 

" Crichton** was the next work meditated ; and as soon as 
projected Mr. Macrone offered 350^. for the manuscript. It 
appeared in the spring of 1837, and a rapid sale betokened 
the now established réputation of the writer. This historical 
romance afforded, in some respects, indications of a higher 
aim and more elaborate finish than the happiest pictures of 
the preceding work. Extensive and curions reading — a minute 
aequaintance with the modes, usages, intrigue, and philosophy 
of the time — a capacity at once to analyse and combine — an 
ey© for grand effects as well as the smaUest détails-— were 
everywhere recognised. Many rare qualities united in the 
composition of this work. Its pictures of the times and per- 
Bons it treats of are " finished sketches," the effect of which, 
by a truly artist-like skill, is heightened instead of diminished 
by the Bmall fine touches that dénote a thorough familiarity 
with evety incidental particular of the subject. Thus, not 
only are the king's j ester and the king's cook as vividly set. 
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before us as Henri himself ; but Henri's linéaments are not 
more accuratelj painted than is the quaint figure of a pièce 
of embroidery, the fashion of a jewel, or the eut of a garmeut. 
In spite of a most hurried and effect-marring termination, this 
romance has in it the seeds of life, and contains some of its 
author's soundest and most brillmnt writing. Hère, again, 
we see a Ijrical genius in full flow ; some of the songs are of 
a most dainty fashion, and charm equally by their structure 
and their fancy. 

The "Admirable Crichton" was y et winning admiration 
when his imtired historian commenced another romance, 
which he originally intended to call " Thames Darrell," and 
imder that name it was announced by its publisher. After 
considérable delays, the opening chapters of the work made 
their appearance in " Bentley*s Miscellany," under the title 
of "Jack Sheppard." This was in January, 1839. Two 
months afterwards, on the retirement of Mr. Dickens, the 
author of the new romance was installed as éditer of the 
" Miscellany" — the terms agreed upon being 51Z. per month. 

As the story month by month developed itseff, the circle 
of its success widened ; not an audible objection to its hero 
or to its author — to his plot, scenery, or persons — ^their life, 
character, or behaviour — was raised, as far as we are aware, 
in the most f astidious coterie ; but, on the contrary, many 
established critics of high character, fully cognisant of the 
significant fact that the hero of the taie was the véritable 
housebreaker, welcomed him with winged pens as he broke 
limb by limb out of the Magazine, and shook him heartily by 
the hand as a legitimate historical acquaintance. When he 
stood before them, whole, in the autumn of the same year, 
he met with astonishing success, and became the " rage" for 
months. The -three volumes were produced in a dramatic 
f orm simultaneously at eight différent théâtres ; and Q-eorge 
Cruikshank*s inimitable designs became set scènes east and 
west. At last, however, the prison-breaker*s popularity 
became ail at once an offence in people's eyes greater than 
any of which he was ever convicted. He was denounced as 
something worse than the monster in " Frankenstein." 
Critics, who had always a passion for heroes in fetters before, 
now f ound out that housebreakers are disreputable characters. 
They were in raptures with the old-established brigand still, 
and the freebooter of foreign extraction ; they could hug 
Eobin Hood as fondly as ever, and dwell with unhurt morals 
on the little peccadiUoes of Bob Roy; nay, they had no 
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objection to ride behind Turpin to York any day, and would 
never f eel ashamed of their company ; but they shook their 
heads at Sheppard, because low people began to run after him 
at the théâtres ; he was a housebreaker ! 

We are hère recording facts, and hâve smaU space for 
opinions. It may be observed, however, that the outcry, to 
hâve served any moral end, should hâve been raised much 
sooner. Why did it not break ont when the housebreaker 
first broke out in January amidst public plaudits ? Why was 
it silent for a whole twelvemonth ? But this is not the only 
question. Why was not that moral outcry raised long before 
this culprit ever made a literary appearance at ail ? He had 
some remarkably suspicions precursors — ^heroes selected only 
for their ruffianism; yet the storm falls on this offender, 
probably because he comes late in the field. In answer to 
the charge of choosing a Kewgate hero, the romancer is siurely 
entitled to say, " I did not sélect him because he was a house- 
breaker, but because he was a frison-hreaker,** And if mis- 
chief arise from the delineation of the characters of such 
criminals — which is a separate question, and would lead us 
as far afield as the "Eobbers" of Schiller led the young 
reprobate nobles who tumed thieves in imitation, and might 
suggest a committee of inquiry concerning Bardolph and 
Company, amongst a crowd of others ; but if mischief arise, 
which course has the directest tendency to produce it — ^that 
which introduces the criminal into the story to play off his 
brutalities unrestricted, and, as it were, under cover of false 
dates and places — or that which avows the heroship on the 
title-page, and wams off those of timid tastes and trembling 
morals ? People seem to object to no atrocity, no vulgarity, 
so that it be unexpected, and not concentrated in the hero. 
We take up the most innocent-looking Arcadian sort of books, 
and find ourselves in the heart of Kewgate. Of this we may 
hâve some cause to complain; but we cannot complain of 
going tô Tybum, when the hero*s very name tells us we shall 
be taken there in the end, wheresoever the story may pre- 
viously wind. 

Gay has been libelled for his "Beggar's Opéra," and 
Fielding has been abused for his "Jonathan Wild the 
Great" (excellent company wherein to sin or to suffer mar- 
tyrdom !) ; but those exquisite satires, if liable to be misun- 
^rstood by the duU, are as innocent of evil as they are brave 
in purpose and profound in wit. They are what they profess 
to be, and do not cheat the reader with a promise of «otci!^- 



xvi LAMAN BLANCHARD'S MEMOIB OF 

thing difEerent. It is so, in its degree, with the romance tio 
wlii<3i we hâve referred. It can hâve injured or impoied 
upon no f amily on earth, except the Fudge Family. 

We now approach the considération of works on wbich 
their auliior has unquestionablj emplojed his best powers, 
and in which at least he has not sinned in point of subject. 
With the new year he commenced two new romances. " Q^uy 
Fawkes" appeared in the " Miscellany," and was completed 
in eighteen monthly numbers, when it was reprinted in three 
volumes. The sum received during this period from the 
publisher exceeded 1600/. Of the several romances that 
hâve been founded partly or entirely upon the same subject, 
it is by far the most stnking. The bold and simple paint- 
ing of character» the félicitons description, tho hair^breadth 
'scapes which the reader follows with an interest tremblingly 
alive, the constant fertility of invention, while the stream of 
historical trutii flows on in the midst of ail, dénote the 
abundance of the resources which this writer always brings 
to his task. The time and subject seem new in lus hands, 
because his manner and his materials (save the simple truth 
upon and around which he works them) are entirely his own. 

The " Tower of London** — ^the twin-bom romance, running 
ehapt^ by chapter with the foregoing — ^is a work of yet more 
remarkable power, because it is more f ully and consistently 
sustained to the close. It had been the author's wish — ^if we 
are not misinf ormed — ^from the hour when he first saw the 
old fortress, to write a romance on one of the thousand almost 
incredible truths with which the memory that sanctifies it is 
peopled. The companion*thought to this was the hope to 
connect another historical legend with the Castle of Windsor 
— ^both so picturesque in themselves, and both so surpas- 
singly rich in historical recollections. The one object is 
accomplished, the other is on the eve of commencement. 

The project of the " Tower" brought together author and 
artist — ^Ainsworth and Cruikshank — in partnership, on equal 
terms, and on their own responsibility. Considérations, how- 
ever, connected with publication, led to an arrangement with 
Mr. Bentley, who was appointed to publish the work in 
monthly parts. It is still as popular as ever, as it must long 
remain. "Désirons," .says Mr. Ainsworth, "of exhibiting 
the Tower in its triple light of a palace, a prison, and a 
fork*ess, the author has shaped his story with référence to 
that end ; and he has also contrived such a séries of incidents 
as «hould naturally introduce every relie of the old pile — its 



WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH. XVll 

towerSy chapels, halls, chambers, gateways, arches, and draw- 
bridges, so that no part of it shonld remain unillustrated." 
It is curions to observe how this purpose is worked ont in 
entire consistency with an unbroken and uninterrupted narra- 
tive. With every necessity imposed upon the historian for 
going out of his way in order to realise previously resolved 
upon effects, there is no appearance of his ever doing so, and, 
indeed, the scène being circumscribed and the locality fixed, 
there is in this work fewer abrupt tums and changes than in 
the majority of its predecessors. The historical events chosen 
for illustration are happily suited for the design : they admit 
of every variety of agency, and embrace an enormous field 
in a small space ; they involve the throne and the block, the 
siège and the stake, the secret plot and the fiery storm of 
revolt; — "the mad battle and the ghastly grave." They 
comprise the cold, insidious foreign bigot, wily as a serpent, 
and the hot-gospeller, frantic in his fanaticism ; the haughty, 
daring noble and the brutal gaoler ; the courtly knight and 
the headsman — a goodly company, with an infuiite train of 
" dwarf and giant auxiliaries." The characters are extremely 
numerous; but they are not more skilfully grouped than 
they are artfuUy discriminated. Two of them seem to us of 
first-rate rank in that grand human gallery to which this 
author has now contributed several noble portraitures ; thèse 
are, Mary the queen, and the subtle Spaniard, Simon Éenard. 
But the whole space allotted to this Memoir would not be too 
wide a limit for a comprehensive review of the characteristics 
of this admirable romance. 

One remark may be allowed. Mr. Ainsworth, in his intro- 
ductory observations, says — " Opposite the matchless White 
Tower — ^WiUiam of Orange by the side of William the Con- 
queror — is that frightful architectural abomination, the Q-rand 
Store-House. It may not be impossible to remove this ugly 
and incongruous structure." Not long after this was written 
the abused building was bumt down. Should not cant or 
préjudice, when it traces robberies to novels, hâve traced the 
conflagration to this romance ? 

In the first week of 1841, " Old Saint Paul* s" was com- 
menced. The proprietors of the Sunday Times newspaper 
had proposed to Mr. Ainsworth to write a romance to be pub- 
Hshed in their journal weekly throughout the year, for which 
they very liberally offered 1000/. ^is was a new feature in 
newspaper management and romance-writing. The ofEer was 
aooepted : the Taie appeared in successive numbera,3Lav!9L«b\»>i^^ 

h 
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close of the year (the copyright reverting to Mr. Ainsworth) 
it was re-issued in three bândsome Yolumes, lavishlj iUustrated 
hj Franklin. A large édition was disposed of . This work, 
'^ a taie of the Plague and the Fire/' abounds, as this ex* 
planation dénotes, in the terrible and the sublime. T^e time 
extends fronj April, 1665, to September in the f ollowing year, 
embracing the two most fearful and fatal calamities that ever 
London was visited with. With what grasping power Mr. 
Ainsworth has seized upon the prominent pointa arising (mt 
of thèse scènes of dévastation and dismay, those best may 
judge who can most vividly reeall past examples of his art in 
fitirring men*s blood and lifting the imagination to a point of 
horror ; but they may not so readily surmise with what a 
gentle and reconciling humanity he has detained us amidst 
what was loathsome, to exhibit to us, as it were, the lily in 
the chamel-house ; and carried us through the pestil^ace and 
the fiame, to vindicate the severity of human trials, to incul- 
cate salutary lessons of exertion and endurance, and track 
the course of faith, and courage, and happiness, through 
ail. From the insupportable and unredeemed ghastHness of 
Defoe's astonishing narrative, we tum to this peopled story, 
and discover a vitality amidst the shadows of death, and hope 
steaHng silently on through the désolation and the ruin. 

Mr. Ainsworth's engagement as editor of " Bentley's Mis- 
cellany" terminated with the year 1841, aod in February, 
1842, appeared the first number of ** Ainsworth's Magazine*,** 
a Journal of Eomance, Literature, and Art. Its success, 
measured by the sale of the first volume, now completed, 
surpasses, it is said, by many degrees, that of any similar 
penodical that ever made its appearance. Its editor had 
surrounded himself by many able writers, but his reliance, 
perhaps, was upon a new taie from his own pen, ** The Miseras 
Daughter." Public opinion seems to hâve set its seal upon 
this fine-toned and charmingly-coloured story, as " the 
favourite and the flower ;" but Mr. Ainsworth, it seems, 
purposes to keep the imagination of a second artist employed, 
for in July he opens, in his Magazine, a new taie, entitled 
" Windsor Castle,'* for which the celebrated Tony Johannot 
is to furnish steel engravings, and AKred Delamotte wood- 
cuts. 

Hère we draw to a close, with the observation, that, should 
thèse new romances, now in a state of progress, share the 
good fortune of their predecessors, they will not only be ex- 
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tensively read, but dramas will be founded upon them in this 
coiintry ; the Paris press will give them a new sliape ; America 
will spread them over her surface ; the Q^rman translater 
will insure them a wide circulation in that land of the 
mjsteries ; and even the Dutch, as in the case of '' Book- 
wood" and " Crichton," will mark them for their own. 

There is one event of a domestic nature that should be men- 
tioned in a more saddened tone at the close. On the 15th of 
March, 1842, it was Mr. Ainsworth's affiction to lose his 
surviving parent — the revered mother who had taken pride in 
his rising famé, and had found joj in his constant affection. 
A beautiful monumental tribute to both parents has just been 
erected in the cemetery at Kensal Q-reen. 

What hâve we to aÎÂd to what we hâve hère ventured to 
record, which the engraving that accompanies this Memoir 
will not more happily embody ? Should that fail to do justice 
to our author's face — to its regularity and deHcacy of feature, 
its manly glow of health, and the cordial nature which 
lightens it up, we must refer the dissatisfied beholder to Mr. 
PickersgiU's masterly f ull-length portrait, exhibitedlast year ; 
in which the author of "The Miseras Daughter" may be seen, 
not as some pale, worn, pining scholar — some fagging, haK- 
exhausted, perix)dical romancer — but, as an English gentle- 
man, of goodly stature and well-set limb, with a fine head 
on his shoulders, and a heart to match.* 

If to this we add a word, it must be to observe, that, 
though the temper of our popular author may be marked by 
impatience on some occasions, it has never been upon any 
occasion marked by a want of generosity, whether in con- 
ferring benefits or atoning for errors. His friands regard 
him as a man with as few failings, blended with fine qualities, 
as most people ; and his enemies know nothing at ail about 
him. He is libéral towards bis contemporaries, and quick 
to feel a kindness rendered to himself. He writes rapidly, 
and finds leisure, we are told, for a full portion of social en- 
joyment and relaxation; so that, at Kensal Manor-House, 
hospitality is a virtue that is always at home. 

* Pickeregill's portrait has recently been presented by Mr. Ainsworth 
to the Ohetham Hospital, Manchester, and is placed ia the library. 1878. 
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WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH. 

BT JAMES CROSSLET, ES^ F.S.A., 
Président of the Chetham Sûoety. 

William Habbison Ainswobth was bom in King-street, 
Manchester, at the house of his father, who was a soliciter of 
high standing and extensive practice, on the 4th February, 
1805. His patemal grandfather was Jeremiah Ainsworth, 
one of the founders of the Lancashire School of Gkoinetry. 
By the side of his mother, Ann, the daughter of the Eev. 
Ealph Harrison, he was descended from a line of Koncon- 
formists, some of whom Calamy has embalmed in his pages. 

William Harrison, who was gifted by nature with a fine 
constitution, high spirits, and a most joyous tempérament, 
after receiving elementary tuition from his imcle, the Eev. 
William Harrison, who held a highly respectable rank as 
a teacher, became on the 20th March, 1817, a scholar of 
the Manchester Free Grammar School, where he remained 
for some years. A vivid sketch, in which he has brought 
the school and its masters with such life and spirit before 
ns, appears in Mervyn Clitheroe, At the annual recitations 
he appeared to great advantage, and his remarkably hand- 
some face, excellent delivery, and perfect self-possession are 
still recoUected by the surviving attenders of those interest- 
ing occasions, and never failed to bring down plaudits from 
the audience. Of Dr. Smith he was always a great favourite, 
and that sagacious master well tuiderstood that he was no 
common boy. While at school and afterwards he went 
through a large amount of miscellaneous- reading, in which, 
beside recourse to his father's collection, which was a good 
one, he had the advantage, a benefit which Thomas de 
Quincey had availed himself of before him, of the old Ei- 
change Circulating Library, now broken up and dispersed, 
in which there was an ample if not sélect table provided 
with dishes of ail sorts, from Amadia of Oaul and Paîmerin 
of England to Bryant's Mythology, and Cudworth's InteUec- 
tuai System. On leaving the Free Grammar School he was 
placed by his father with Mr. Alexander Kay, an able and ex- 
perienced solicitor, afterwards Mayor of Manchester, with a 
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yiew to his succeeding to the well-established business which 
his father carried on in partnership with his son's earlj and 
intimate friend, the présent Président of the Chetham Society. 
Mr. Thomas Ainsworth, the father, to whose energy and 
public spirit the improvements in Manchester were materiall j 
indebted, died at a comparatiyelj speaking earlj âge, in 1824. 
His son, William Harrison, went through the regular légal 
curriculum, and from Mr. Kaj's office in Manchester pro- 
oeeded to Mr. Jacob PhiUips's chambers in King*s Bench 
Walk, to be perfected in the higher mysteries of conveyanc- 
ing. Hère he copied précédents, and we hâve a folio volume 
in which his labours are embodied, but the rule in Shelley*s 
case and Feame's contingent remainders had no charms for 
him. His aspirations were of another kind — to give new 
associations to the name of Ainsworth unconnected with 
Law, Mathematics, or Lexicography — ^in short, to enter 
upon a literary career ; and to know and be known by the 
leading authors of the day, exchanging Manchester with ail 
its prospects for the great metropolis. In this résolve he 
was conârmed by marrying (October, 1826) Ann Frances, 
the beautiful daughter of Mr. John Ebers, of Old Bond-street, 
then lessee of the Opéra House, whose London connexions 
were large and extensive ; and the young man accordingly be- 
came settled in the midst of the world of letters and fashion. 
For some time he carried on the business of a publisher, and 
several works of interest and value may be f ound with his 
name attached ; but this, after giving it a f ull and f air trial, he 
thought fit for wise reasons to discontinue ; having, however, 
acquired an expérience from his publishing opérations which 
was afterwards undoubtedly bénéficiai to him. During ail 
this period — at school, while going through his professional 
éducation in Manchester and London, and the years which 
immediately followed — ^he devoted the greater part of his 
leisure to contributing, sometimes solely, sometimes with a 
friendly collaborateur, to varions periodicals; commencing 
with Arliss's little but elegantly illustrated magazine, and 
proceeding onward to those of larger size and greater pre- 
tensions. But, leaving thèse prolusions, as well as the 
separate works in poetry and prose, of what we may style 
the prœ-Bookwoodîan Era, to be indicated and enumerated 
by ms future biographer — and biography has nothing more 
interesting than the examination of the early works of suc- 
cessful writers — ^we must come to the production which first 
gave Mr. Ainsworth a solid footing as an author. This was 
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the striking story of Rooikwood, which contained what was at 
once acknowledged to be a masterpiece of descriptiTe power; 
we need not add that we refer to Turpin's celebrated &ide to 
York, which at once, delighting the yotmg and the old, 
established the wrîter as a favonrite of the reading public. 

Bookwood was followed by Crichton, which stistained, if it 
did not increase, the réputation Mr. Ainsworth had acquired. 
Most of the Works which succeeded appeared originally in 
a sériai form either in Bentley*8 MisceUany^ AinswortWs 
Magazine, the Sunday Times, or in monthly numbers, and 
were afterwards collected into volumes. The first of thèse 
was the wonderfully popular and much calumniated Jack 
Sheppard, which, admirably illustrated by Gkorge Cruik- 
shank, was universally read ; and, by its extraordinary suc- 
cess, called forth attacks on ail sides, and a spirit which, to 
loyers of f air play, looked very much like persécution. On 
this subject, we cannot do better than refer to Laman 
Blanchard' s very sensible remarks in his Memoir, 

The storm which Jack Shejppard had evoked was in a great 
measure appeased by the Tower of London, which deals with 
a higher class of criminals, and must always be placed 
amongst the best, if it be not indeed the best of the author's 
historical novels. During nearly forty years it has cer- 
tainly lost none of its origmal popularity. Its great success 
gave occasion to a large dinner, which we well remember, in 
which were présent, by Mr. Ainsworth* s invitation, the lead- 
in^g authors, critics, artists, and publishers of London, at 
which Serjeant Talfourd presided. We doubt much whether, 
amongst the many similar célébrations which bave since oc- 
curred in London, there has been any which went off more 
brilliantly, or with which the author, in compliment of whom 
the gathering took place, had better reason to be satisfied. 

The narrow Hmits of this sketch necessarily prevent more 
than a simple enumeration of the titles of the novels which 
Mr. Ainsworth's créative power and extraordinary fertility 
hâve produced, from the date of Bookwood (18^) to the 
présent time. One of them we nrast not, however, omit 
to single out from the rest — Mervyn Cliiheroe—2^ it gives 
many graphie sketches of the friends and scènes with 
which he was f amiliar in boyhood. Another, The Laneashire 
Wiiches, dedicated to his old friend, the Président of the 
Chetham Society, in which, with great artistic skill, be hâe 
worked up the materials contained in two works in the Cbet- 
bam séries of very différent ehaxucter— Potts's Di$eotery and 
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Nicùlcui AëshêtorCs Journal — ^will always haye a peculiar interest 
as a powerful and striking delineation of the grand supersti- 
tion of bis native connty. Nor should it be omitted that to 
the very pleasing story, the Flitch of Bacon , we owe, nnder the 
auspices of Mr. Ainsworth, the temporary revival of one of 
the most curions and interesting of the old customs of Eng- 
land, the giving of the FHtch at Great Dunmow. We proceed 
to the list : 



Bookwood, 1884. 

Crichton, 1837.' 

Jack Sheppard, 1839. 

Tower of London, 1840. 

Owy FcmkeSf 1841. 

Old 8t. PauVs, a Taie of the 

Plague and the Fire of 

London, 1841. 
The Mùer'ê Daughter, 1842. 
Windsor Caêtle, 1843. 
8t, Ja/me8*$, or the Court of 

Queen Anne, 1844. 
La/ncashire Witchea, 1848. 
Star-Chamber, 1854. 
The Flitch of Bacon, or the 

Cuêtom of BunmoWy 1854. 
Spendtkrift, 1866. 
Mervyn Clitheroe, 1857. 
Ovingdean Orange, a Taie of 

the South Bowns, 1860. 
Constahle of the Tower, 1861. 
The Lord Mayor of London, 

1862. 
Cardinal Pôle, 1863. 



John Law the Projector, 1864. 

The Spanish Match, or Charles 
Stuart in Madrid, 1866. 

Myddleton Pomfret, 1866. 

The Constahle de Bourbon, 
1866. 

Old Court, 1867. 

The South Sea Bubhle, 1868. 

Hilary St. Ives, 1869. 

Talbot Harland, 1870. 

Tower Bill, 1871. 

Boscohel, 1872. 

The Manchester Behels of the 
Fatal '45, 1873 

Merry England, 1874. 

The Goldsmith's Wife, 1874. 

Preston Fight, or the Insur- 
rection of 1715, 1875. 

Chetwynd Calverley, 1876. 

The Leaguer of Lathom, a 
Taie of the Civil War in 
Lancashire, 1876. 

The FaU of Somerset, 1877. 

Béatrice Tyldeeley, 1878. 



That in so long a séries, and dealing with scènes and 
periods and subjects so diversified, Mr. Ainsworth should 
still hâve retained his hold upon public favour, as is suffi- 
dently evidenced by the continually repeated impressions of 
his Works both hère, on the Continent, in America, and our 
colonial dependencies, and the translations of them into most 
of the languages of Europe, is an ample proof that he pos- 
sesBes those sterling qi:^ties, as a writer of fiction, which 
wîll ensure permanence to his name as an author. To con- 
tinue to please the public by successive productions during 
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a period of more than forty years is a distinction accorded 
to few. 

We nmst not forget to notice the collection of Mr. Âins- 
worth's ballads, published in 1855, which makes ns regret 
that he has not continued to cultivate a species of composi- 
tion f or which he seems to hâve a pecnliar talent. Kor can 
we pass by The Combat of the Thirty, from an old Breton Lay 
of the 14sth Century, 1859, 8vo, a most spirited and excellent 
version which we should be glad to see in an iUustrated 
form, which is ail that is needed to give it an extensive 
popularity. 

Mr. Forster, in his Life of Charles Dickens, has referred 
with évident pleasure to the kindly interconrse which 
existed between the far-famed Boz, himself, and Mr. Ains« 
worth, in the days gone by. We believe there is no one 
connected with fiterature, who has been brought within 
the range of the génial sympathy, the considerate feeling, 
and hearty and libéral hospitality of the subject of this 
sketch, who will not hâve eqnal pleasure in looking back 
to the occasions when they met. We are sure there are no 
réminiscences that dwell more agreeably on our minds than 
of the days when Kensal Manor House, on the Harrow Boad, 
where Mr. Ainsworth resided for many years, was a central 
point for literary men; and when, after sitting under an 
admirable host and enjoying the conversation of men whom 
it was always a delight to meet, the guests were serenaded 
on those fine summer evenings as they went homewards by 
the nightingales which had not then deserted that part of 
the suburbs of London. 

One of the advantages of the eminent authors of the 
présent day is the admirable manner in which, as a rule, 
they hâve been represented pictorially. The portraits by 
Pickersgill and Maclise will always give, as far as painting 
can, to those unacquainted with the original, a perfect idea 
of the author of Bookwood when in the full bloom of âge and 
authorship. 

Mr. Ainsworth was présent at the grand banquet in 
October, 1871, commemorating the new érections of the 
Manchester IVee Grammar School, the Earl of Derby 
presiding; and, in an interesting and very appropriate 
speech, from which, if our space had aUowed, we should 
hâve given some extracts, took a review of the alumni, who 
in former days had done honour to the School, 
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TO MT MOTHER. 

When I inscribed this Romance to you, my dear Mother, 
on its first appearance, I was satisfied that, whatever récep- 
tion it might meet with elsewhere, at your hands it would be 
sure of indulgence. 

Since then, the approbation your partiality would scarcely 
bave witbbeld, bas been libersJly accorded by the public; 
and I bave tbe satisfaction of reflecting, tbat in f oUowing tbe 
dictâtes of affection, wbicb prompted me to sélect tbe dearest 
friend I bad in tbe world as tbe subject of a Dedication, I 
bave not overstepped tbe limits of prudence ; nor, in Connect- 
ing your bonoured name witb tbis trifling production, involved 
you in a failure wbicb, bad it occurred, would bave given you 
infinitely more concern tban myself . 

After a lapse of tbree years, during wbicb my little bark, 
fanned by pleasant and prospérons breezes, bas sailed, more 
tban once, securely into port, I again commit it to tbe 
waters, witb more confidence tban heretofore, and witb a 
firmer reliance tbat, if it sbould be found " after many days," 
it may prove a sligbt mémorial of tbe warmest filial regard. 

Exposed to trials of no ordinary difîiculty, and visited by 
domestic afliiction of no common severity, you, my dear 
Motber, bave borne up against tbe ills of life witb a f ortitude 
and résignation wbicb tbose wbo kuew you best can best 
appreciate, but wbicb none can so well understand, or so 
thorougbly appreciate, as myself. Suffering is tbe lot of ail. 
Submission under tbe dispensation is permitted to few. And 
it is my fervent bope tbat my own cbildren may emulate 
your virtues, if tbey are bappily spared your sorrows. 

Hereafter, if I sbould reaUse a design, wbicb I bave always 
entertained, of iUustrating tbe early manners and customs, as 
weU as tbe local peculiarities, of tbe great commercial town to 
wbicb I owe my birtb, I would inscribe tbat book to my Fatber 
— "tmc pauvre feuille de papier ^ tout ce que fai^ en regrettant 
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de n^ avoir pas de granit ;" — as a fit tribute to the memory of 
one whose énergies were so unremittingly and so successfully 
directed towards the promotion of the public improvements 
in Manchester, that his name may, with propriety, be asso- 
ciated with its annals. Would that he had lived to see the 
good work he so well began entirely accompli shed ! 

But the présent Dedication, and that which I meditate, are 
inseparably connected together in my mind by the same ties 
of révérence and love. I would offer one to both, and both 
to one. 

The tenderness lavished on my childhood, the guidance 
bestowed npon my youth, and the counsel afforded me in 
maturer years, 

Ail thèse, still legible in memory^s page, 

And still to be so to my latest âge, 

Add joy to dnty, make me glad to pay 

Snch bonoars to thee as mv nnmbers may : 

Perhaps a frail mémorial, ont sincère, 

Not Bcomed in heayen, though little noticed bere ! 

That you may be long spared to him* is the eamest wish of 

Your very affectionate son, 

WILLIAM HABEISON AINSWORTH. 
OcioUf 18, 1837. 



* The prayer was not granted. My venerated Mother was lost to me in 
little more than four years from the date of this dedication. She died 15th 
Mareh, 1842. 
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DuBiNG a visit to Chesterfleld, in the autumn of the year 
1831^ I first conceived the notion of writing this story. Wish- 
ing to describe, somewhat minutely, the trim gardens, the 
pictturesque domains, the rook-haunted grèves, the gloomy 
chambers, and gloomier galleries, of an aneient hall with 
which I was acquainted, I resolved to attempt a story in 
the bygone style of Mrs. EadclifEe (which had always inex- 
pressible eharms for me), substituting an old English squire, 
an old English manorial résidence, and an old English high- 
wayman, for the Italian marchese, the castle, and the brigand 
of the great mistress of Eomance. 

While revolving this subject, I happened, one evening, to 
enter the spacious cemetery attached to the church with the 
queer, twisted steeple, which, like the uplifted tail of the re- 
nowned Dragon of Wantley, to whom " houses and churches 
were as capons and turkeys," seems to menace the good 
town of Chesterfield with destruction. Hère an incident 
occurred, on the opening of a vault, which it is needless to 
relate, but which supplied me with a hint for the commence- 
ment of my romance, as well as for the ballad entitled " The 
CoflBbi." TJpon this hint I immediately acted ; and the earlier 
chapters of the book, together with the description of the 
ancestral mansion of the Eookwoods, were completed before 
I quitted Chesterfield. 

Another and much larger portion of the work was written 
during a résidence at Eottingdean, in Sussex, in the latter 
part of 1833, and owes its inspiration to many delightful 
walks over the Downs adjoining the sea-coast. Bomance- 
writing was pleasant occupation then. 

The Bide to York was completed in one day and one night. 
This leat— f or a feat it was, being the composition of a htm- 
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dred ordinary novel pages in less than twenty-four hours— 
was achieved at "The Elms" — a house I then occupied at 
Kilbum. Well do I remember the fever into which I was 
thrown during the time of composition. My pen literally 
scoured over the pages. So thoroughly did I identify myseÛ 
with the flying highwayman, that, once started, I found it 
impossible to hait. Animated by kindred enthusiasm, I 
cleared every obstacle in my path with as much facility as 
Turpin disposed of the impediments that beset his flight. In 
his Company, I mounted the hill-side, dashed through the 
bustling village, swept over the desolate heath, threaded the 
silent street, plunged into the eddying stream, and kept an 
onward course, without pause, without hindrance, without 
fatigue. With him I shouted, sang, laughed, exulted, wept. 
Nor did I retire to rest till, in imagination, I heard the bell 
of York Minster toU forth the knell of poor Black Bess. 

The supematural occurrence, forming the groundwork of 
one of the ballads which I hâve made the harbinger of doom 
to the house of Rookwood, is ascribed, by popular supersti- 
tion, to a f amily résident in Sussex ; upon whose estate the 
fatal tree (a gigantic lime, with mighty arms and huge girth 
of trnnk, as described in the song) is still caref uUy preserved. 
Cuckfield Place, to which this singular pièce of timber is 
attached, is, I may state, for the benefit of the curions, the 
real Eookwood Hall ; for I hâve not drawn upon imagination, 
but upon memory, in describing the seat and domains of that 
fated family. The gênerai features of the vénérable struc- 
ture, several of its chambers, the old garden, and, in par- 
tieuLir, the noble park, with its spreading prospects, its 
picturesque views of the haU, " like bits of Mrs. Eadcliffe" 
(as the poet Shelley once observed of the same scène), its 
deep glades, through which the deer corne lightly tripping 
down, its uplands, slopes, brooks, brakes, coverts, and groves, 
are caref uUy delineated. 

The superstition of a fallen branch affording a présage of 
approaching death is not peculiar to the family I hâve men- 
tioned. Many other old houses hâve been equally f avoured ; 
in fact, there is scarcely an ancient family in the kingdom 
without a boding sign. For instance, the Breretons of Bre- 
reton, in Cheshire, were warned by the appearance of stocks 
of trees floating, like the swollen bodies of long-drowned 
men, upon the surface of a sombre lake (called Blackmere, 
from the inky colour of its waters) adjoining their résidence ; 
and numerous other examples might be given. The death- 
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présage of the Breretons is alluded to by Drayton in the 
'' Folyolbionr 

It lias been well observed by Barry Comwall, " that the 
songs that occur in dramas are more natural than those 
which proeeed from the author in person." With equal 
force does the reasoning apply to the romance, which may be 
termed the drama of the closet. It wonld seem strange, on a 
first yiew, that an author should be more at home in an 
assimied character than his own. But expérience shows the 
position to be correct. Conscious he is no longer individually 
associated with his work, the writer proceeds with ail the 
freedom of irresponsibility. His idiosyncrasy is merged in 
that of the personages he represents. He thinks with their 
thoughts ; sees with their eyes ; speaks with their tongues. 
His strains are such as he himself {per se) would not — ^per- 
haps could not — ^have originated. In this light he may be 
said to bring to his subject not one mind, but several ; he 
becomes not one poet, but many ; for each actor in his drama 
has a share, and an important share, in the lyrical estro to 
which he gives birth. This it is which has imparted any verve, 
variety, or dramatic character they possess, to the ballads 
contamed in this production. Tm'pin I look upon as the real 
songster of " Black Bess ;" to Jerry Juniper I am unques- 
tionably indebted for a flash melody which, without his hint, 
would never bave been written ; while to the Sexton I owe the 
solitary gleam of light I hâve been enabled to throw upon 
the horrors and mystery of the churchyard. 

As I hâve casually alluded to the flash song of Jerry 
Juniper, I may, perhaps, be allowed to make a few obser- 
vations upon this branch of versification. It is somewhat 
curions, with a dialect so racy, idiomatic, and plastic as our 
own cant, that its metrical capabilities should hâve been so 
little essayed. The French hâve numerous chansons d'argot, 
ranging from the time of Charles Bourdigné and ViUon down 
to that of Vidocq and Victor Hugo, the last of whom has en- 
livened the horrors of his " Dernier Jour (Tun Condamné** by 
a festive song of this class. The Spaniards possess a large 
collection of JRomances de Oermania, by varions authors, 
amongst whom Quevedo holds a distinguished place. We, 
on the contrary, hâve scarcely any slang songs of merit. 
With a race of depredators so melodious and convivial as our 
highwaymen, this is the more to be admired. Had they no 
bards amonst their bands ? Was there no minstrel at hand 
to record their exploits ? I can only call to mind one robber 
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who was a poet — Delany, and he was an Irishman. This 
barrenness, I hâve shown, is not attributable to the poverty 
of the Boil, but to the want of due cultivation. Materials are 
at hand in abundance, but there hâve been few operators. 
Dekker, Beaumont and Fletcher, and Ben Jonson, hâve ail 
dealt largely in this jargon, but not lyrically ; and one of 
the earliest and best spécimens of a canting-song occurs in 
Brome's ^^ Jovial Orew ;*' and in the *' Adventures of Bamu 
fylde Moore Garew " there is a solitary ode, addressed by the 
mendicant fratemity to their newly-elected monarch ; but it 
has little humour, and can scarcely be called a genuine cant- 
ing-song. This ode brings us down to our own time ; to the 
effusions of the illustrions Pierce Egan; to Tom Moore's 
Mights of " Fancy ;" to John Jackson' s famous chant, " On 
the High Tohy Spice flash the Muzzle,*' cited by Lord Byron 
in a note to ^^ Don Juan;^^ and to the glorious Irish ballad, 
worth them ail put together, entitled " The Night hefore 
Larry was stretchedr This facetious performance is attri- 
buted to the late Dean Burrowes, of Cork. It is worthy of note, 
that almost ail modem aspirants to the grâces of the Musa 
JPedestris are Irishmen. Of ail rhymesters of the " Boad," 
however, Dean Burrowes is, as yet, most fully entitled to the 
laurel. Larry is quite " the potato !" 

And hère, as the candidates are so few, and their preten- 
sions so humble, 

I can't help putting in my claim for praise. 

I venture to affirm that I hâve donc something more than 
has been accomplished by my predecessors, or contempo- 
raries, with the significant language under considération. I 
hâve written a purely flash song; of which the great and 
peculiar merit consists in its being utterly incompréhensible 
to the uninf ormed understanding, while its meaning must be 
perfectly clear and perspicuous to the practised patterer of 
Eomany, or Pedlar's French. I hâve, moreover, been the 
first to introduce and naturalise amongst us a measure which, 
though common enough in the Argotic minstrelsy of France, 
has been hitherto utterly unknown to our pedestrian poetry. 
Some years afterwards the song alluded to, better known 
under the title of " Nix my doUy, pals,—fake away r sprang 
into extraordinary popularity, being set to music by Rodwell, 
and chanted by glorious Paul Bedford and clever little Mrs, 
Keeley. 

Turpin was the hero of my boyhood. I had always a 
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strauge passion for highwajmen, and hâve listened bj tba 
liour to tbieir exploits, as narrated bj my fatber, and espe- 
ciallj to tbose of " Dauntless Dick," that " chief minion o£ 
tbe moon." One of Turpin's adventures in particular, tbd 
ride to Hougb Green, wbich took deep hold of my fancj, I 
bave recorded in son g. Wben a boy, I bave often lingered 
by tbe side of tbe deep old road ^diere tbis robbery was con» 
mitted, to cast wistful glances into its mysterious windings ; 
and wben nigbt deepened tbe sbadows of tbe trees, bave 
nrged my borse on bis joumey, from a vague apprebension of 
a visit from tbe gbostly bigbwayman. And tben tbere was 
tbe Bollin, witb its sbelving banks, tbat Turpin cleared at a 
boiind ; tbe broad meadows over wbicb be winged bis fligbt ; 
tbe pleasant bowling-green of tbe pleasant old inn at Hougb, 
wbere be produced bis watcb to tbe Cbesbire squires, witb 
wbom be was upon terms of intimacy ; ail brougbt sometbing 
of tbe gallant robber to nûnd. No wonder, in after-years, in 
selecting a bigbwayman for a cbaractér in a taie, I sbould 
cboose my old favourite, Dick Turpin. 

In référence to two of tbe cbaracters bere introduced, and 
drawn from personages living at tbe time tbe taie was writt^i, 
it may be mention^J tbat poor Jerry Juniper met bis deatb 
from an accident at Cbicbester, wbile be was proceeding to 
Groodwood races ; and tbat tbe knigbt of Malta (Mr. Tom, a 
brewer of Truro, tbe self-styled Sir William Courtenay, wbo 
played tbe strange tricks at Canterbury cbronicled in a song 
given in tbese pages), after bis release from Barming Heatb 
Asylum, was sbot tbrougb tbe bead wbile leading on a mob 
of riotous Kentisb yeomen, wbom be bad persuaded tbat be 
was tbe Messiab ! 

If tbe design of Romance be, wbat it bas been beld, tbe 
exposition of an useful trutb by means of an interesting 
story, I fear I bave but imperfectly f ulfilled tbe office imposed 
upon me ; baving, as I will freely confess, bad, tbrougbout, 
an eye ratber to tbe reader's amusement tban bis édification. 
One wbolesome moral, bowever, may, I trust, be gatbered 
from a perusal of tbis Taie ; namely, tbat, witbout due 
govemance of tbe passions, bigb aspirations and gênerons 
émotions will Httle avail tbeir possessor. Tbe impersonations 
of tbe Tempter, tbe Tempted, and tbe Better Influence, may 
be respectively discovered, by tbose wbo care to cull tbe 
boney from tbe flower, in tbe Sexton, in Luke, and in Sybil. 
But tbe cbief object I bad in view in making tbe présent 



XXXU PREFACE. 

essay, was to see how far the infusion of a warmer and more 
génial current into the veins of old Bomance would succeed in 
reviving her fluttering and feeble puises. The attempt has 
succeeded beyond my most sanguine expectation. Eomance, 
if I am not mistaken, is destined shortly to undergo an 
important change. Modified by the G^rman and !FVench 
writers — by Hofenan, Tieck, Victor Hugo, Alexandre Dumas, 
Balzac, and Paul Lacroix — the structure commenced in our 
own land by Horace Walpole, Monk Lewis, Mrs. Eadcliffe, 
and Maturin, but lef t imperfect and inharmonious, requires, 
now that the rubbish which choked up its approach is removed, 
only the hand of the skilful architect to its entire rénovation 
and perfection. 

And now, having said my say, I must bid you, worthy 
reader, farewell, beseeching you, in the words of old Babe- 
lais, " to interpret ail my sayings and doings in the perfectest 
sensé. Eeverence thç cheese-like brain that feeds you with 
ail thèse joUy maggots ; and do what lies in you to keep me 
always merry. Be froHc now, my lads ! Cheer up your 
hearts, and joyfully read the rest, with ail ease of your body, 
and comfort of your reins." 

Kensal Manob Hou se, 
Decemher 15, 1849. 
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THE WEDDING RING. 

It lias been obserred, and I am apt to believe it is an obeenration whicb 
will generally bè fonnd tme, that bef ore a terrible tratb cornes to liffht, there 
are certain mnrmùring whispers fly before it, and prépare the minas of men 
for the réception of thetratnitself.— GaZîicA; Reports, Qaae of the Qùunt 
Bavnt Qeran, 

I. 

THE VATTLT. 

Let me know, therefore, f ollj tbe intent 

Of this thy dismal préparation— 

Tbis talk fit for a charnel. Webster. 

WiTHiN a sepulchral vault, and at midnight, two persons 
were seated. The chamber was of singular construction and 
considérable extent. The roof was of solid stone masonry, 
and rose in a wide semicircular arch to the height of about 
seventeen feet, measured from the centre of the ceiling to the 
ground floor, while the sides were divided by slight partition- 
walls into ranges of low narrow catacombs. The entrance to 
cach cavity was surmounted by an obtusely-pointed arch, 
rèsting upon slender granité pillars ; and the intervening 
space was . filled up with a variety of tablets, escutcheons, 
shields, and inscriptions, recording the titles and heraldic 
hononrs of the departed. There were no doors to the niches ; 
and within might be seen piles of coffins, packed one upon 
another, till the floor groaned with the weight of lead. 
Against one of the pillars, upon a hook, hung a rack of tat- 
tered, time-out-of-mind hatchments ; and in the centre of 
the tomb might be seen the effigies of Sir Ranulph de Roke- 
wode, the builder of the mausoleum, and the founder of the 
race who slept within its walls. This statue, wrought in 
black marble, differed from most monumental carved-work, 
in that its posture wa% erect and lif e-hke. Sir Eanulph was 
represented as ^heathe^ in a complète suit of mail, decorated 
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with. his emblazoned and gilded surcoat, his arm leaning upon 
the pommel of a weightj curtal-axe. The attitude was that 
of stern repose. A conically-formed helmet rested upon the 
brow ; the beaver was raised, and revealed harsh, but com- 
manding features. The golden spur of knighthood was fixed 
upon the heel ; and, at the feet, enshrined in a costly sarco- 
phagus of marble, dug from the same quarry as the statue, 
rested the mortal remains of one of " the stemest knights to 
his mortal foe that ever put speare in the rest." 

Streaming in a wavering line upon the roof, the sickly 
flame of the candie partially fell upon the human figures 
bef ore alluded to, throwing them into darkest relief, an4 c^t- 
ing their opaque and fantastical shadows along the ground. 
An old cofl5.n upon a hier, we hâve said, served the mysterious 
twain for a seat. Between them stood a bottle and a glass j 
évidences that, whatever might be the ulterior object of their 
stealthy communion, the immédiate comfort of the créature 
had not been altogether overlooked. At the feet of one of 
the personages were laid a mattock, a hom lantern (from 
which the candie had been removed), a crowbar, and a bunch 
of keys. Near to thèse implements of a vocation which the 
reader will readily surmise, rested a strange superannuated 
terrier, with a wiry back and frosted muzzle, a head minus 
an ear, and a leg wanting a paw. His master, for such we 
shaU suppose him, was an old man, with a lofty forehead, 
covered with a singularly-shaped nightcap, and clothed, as 
to his lower limbs, with tight, ribbed, grey worsted hose, 
ascending extemaUy, after a bygone fashion, considerably 
above the knee. The old man's elbow rested upon the handle 
of his spade, his wrist supported his chin, and his grey, 
glassy eyes, glimmering like marsh-meteors in the candle- 
Hght, were fixed upon lus companion with a glance of search- 
ing scrutiny. 

The object of his investigation, a much more youthful and 
interesting person, seemed lost in rêverie, and alike insen- 
sible to time, place, and the object of the meeting. With 
both hands grasped round the barrel of a fowling-piece, and 
his face leaning upon the same support, the features were 
entirely concealed from view ; the light, too, being to the 
back, and shedding its rays over, rather than upon his person, 
aided his disguise. Yet, even thus imperfectly defined, the 
outline of the head and the proportions of the figure were 
eminently striking and symmetrical. Attired in a rough 
forester*s costume, of the mode of 1737, and of the roughest 
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texture and rudest mate, his wild garb would hâve deter- 
mined his rank as suf&ciently humble in the scale of society, 
had not a certain loftiness of manner, and bold, though 
reckless deportment, argued pretensions on the part of the 
wearer to a more elevated station in lif e, and contradicted, in 
a great measure, the impression produced by the homely 
appearance of his habiliments. A cap of shaggy, brown fur, 
fancifully, but not ungracefully fashioned, covered his head, 
from beneath which, dropping, in natural clusters, over his 
neck and shoulders, a cloud of raven hair escaped. Sub- 
sequently, when his face was more fully revealed, it proved 
to be that of a young njan, of dark aspect, and grave, 
melancholy expression of countenance, approaching even to 
the stem, when at rest ; though sufficiently animated and 
eamest when engaged in conversation, or otherwise excited. 
His features were regular, delicately formed, and might be 
characterised as singularly handsome, were it not for a want 
of rpundness in the contour of the face, which gave the linéa- 
ments a thin, worn look, totally distinct, however, from 
haggardness or emaciation. The nose was délicate and fine, 
the nostril especially so ; the upper lip was short, curling, 
graceful, and haiightily expressive. As to complexion, his 
skin had a truly Spanish warmth and intensity of colouring. 
His figure, Tvhen raised, was tall and masculine, and though 
slight, exhibited great personal vigour. 

We will now turn to his companion, the old man with the 
great grey glittering eyes. Beter Bradley, of Eookwood 
(comitatû Ebor), where he had exercised the vocation of 
sexton for the best part of a life already drawn out to the 
full span ordinarily allotted to mortality, was an odd carica- 
ture of humanity. His figure was lean, and almost as lank 
as a skeleton. His bald head reminded one of a bleached 
skull, allowing for the overhanging and hoary brows. Deep- 
seated, and sunken within their sockets, his grey orbs 
gleamed with intolérable lustre. Few could endure his gaze ; 
and, awaro of his power. Peter seldom failed to exercise it. 
He had likewise another habit, which, as it savoured of in- 
sanity, made him an object of commisération with some, 
while it rendered him yet more obnoxious to others. The 
habit we allude to was the indulgence of wild screaming 
laughter at times when ail merriment should be checked, 
q^nd when the exhibition of levity must proceed from utter 
disregard of human grief and suJBEering, or from mental 
aliénation. 

B 2 M 
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Wearied with the prolonged silence, Peter at length con- 
descended to speak. His voice was harsh and grating as a 
rusty hinge. 

" Another glass ?" said he, pouring out a modicum of tlie 
pale fluid. 

His companion shook his head. 

" It will keep out the cold," continued the sexton, pressing 
the liquid upon him ; " and y ou, who are not so much accus- 
tomed as I am to the damps of a vault, may suffer from 
them. Besides," added he, sneeringly, " it will give you 
courage." 

His companion answered not. But the flash of his eye 
resented the implied reproach. 

" Nay, never stare at me so hard, Luke," continued the 
sexton; "I doubt neither your courage nor your firmness. 
But if you won't drink, I will. Hère' s to the rest eternal 
of Sir Piers Eookwood ! You'U say amen to that pledge, 
or you are neither grandson of mine, nor offspring of his 
loins." 

" Why should I révérence his memory," answered Luke, 
bitterly, refusing the proffered potion, **who showed no 
fatherly love for me ? He disowned me in life ; in death I 
disown liim. Sir Piers Rookwood was no father of mine." 

" He was as certainly your father, as Susan Bradley, your 
mother, was my daughter," rejoined the sexton. 

" And, surely," cried Luke, impetuously, "yow need not 
boast of the connection L 'Tis not for you, old man, to couple 
thcir names together — to exult in your daughter's disgrâce 
and your own dishonour. Shame ! shame ! Spcak not of 
them in the same breath, if you would not hâve me invoke 
curses on the dead ! I hâve no révérence (whatever you may 
hâve) for the seducer — for the murderer of my mother." 

" You hâve choice store of epithets, in sooth, good grand- 
son," rejoined Peter, with a chuckling laugh. " Sir Piers a 
murderer !" 

** Tush !" exclaimed Luke, indignantly, " affect not igno- 
rance. You hâve better knowledge than I hâve of the truth 
or falsehood of the dark taie that has gone abroad respecting 
my mother's fate ; and unless report has belied you foully, 
had substantial reasons for keeping sealed lips on the occa- 
sion. But to change this painful subject," added he, with a 
sudden altération of manner, " at what hour did Sir Pier^ 
Jtookwood die ?" 
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" On Thursday last in the night-time. The exact hour I 
know not," replied the sexton. 

" Of what aUment ?" 

" Neither do I know that. His énd was sudden, yet not 
without a waming sign." 

" What waming ?" inquired Luke. 

" Neither more nor less than the death omen of the house. 
You look astonished. Is it possible you hâve never heard of 
the ominous Lime-Tree and the Fatal Bough ? Why, 'tis a 
common taie hereabouts, and has been for centuries. Any 
old crone would tell it you. Peradventure, you hâve seen 
the old avenue of lime-trees leading to the hall, nearly a 
quarter of a mile in length, and as noble a row of timber as 
any in the West Eiding of Yorkshire. WeU, there is one 
tree — ^the last on the left hand bef ore you come to the clock- 
house — larger than ail the rest — ^a huge pièce of timber, with 
broad spreading branches, and of I know not what girth in 
the trunk. The tree is, in some mysterious manner, con- 
nected with the f amily of Rookwood, and imïnediately préviens 
to the death of one of that line, a branch is sure to be shed 
from the parent stem, prognosticating his doom. But you 
shall hear the legend. And in a strange sepulchral tone, not 
inappropriate, however, to his subject, Peter chanted the 
following ballad : 

THE LEGEND OF THE LIME-TBEE. 

Amid the grove o'er-arched above with lime-trees old and tall 

g^^he avenne that leads nnto the Bookwood's ancient hall), 
igh o'er the rest its towering crest one tree rears to the sky, 
And wide out-flings, like mighty wings, its arms nmbrageously. 

Seven yards its base wonld scarce embrace~a goodly tree I ween, 
With silyer bark, and f oliage dark of melancholy green ; 
And mid its bonghs two ravens honse, and bnild from vear to year, 
Their black brood hatch— their black brood watch— tnen screaming dia- 
appear. 

In that old tree when playfally the snmmer breezes sigh, 
lis leaves are stirred, and there is heard a low and plaintive cry ; 
And when in shrieks the storm blast speaks its révérend bonghs among, 
Sad wailing moans, like hnman groans, the concert harsh prolong. 

Bnt whether gale or calm prevail) or threatening clond hath fled, 
By hand of Fate, predestinate, a limb that tree will shed : 
A yerdant bongh— untonched, I trow, by axe or temijest's breath — 
To Sookwood's head an omen dread of fast-approaching death. 

Some think that tree instinct mnst be with preternatural power, 
Like 'larom bell Death's note to knell at Fate*s appointed hour ; 
While Bome avow that on its bongh are fearfnl traces seen, 
Bed as the stains from hnman veins commingling with the green. 
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Others, agAÏn, there are maitiiain that on the sbatieired bark, 
A print is made, where ficnds haye laid their scatfaing talons dark ; 
Tnat, ère it falls, the raven calls thrice from that wizard bongh ; 
And that each cry doth signify what space the Fates allow. 

In olden days, the legend says, as grim Sir Eannlph view'd 

A wretched hag her footsteps drag beneath his lordly wood, 

His blood-honnds twain he called amain, and straightway gave her chase ; 

Was neyer seen in forest green, so fierce, so fleet a race ! 

With eyes of flame to Eannlph came each red and rtithlesô honnd, 
While mangled, tom— a sight forlom !— the hag lay on the gronnd j 
E'en where she lay was tnmed the clay, and limb and reeking bono 
Within the earth, with ribald mirth, by Ranulph grim were thrown. 

And while as yet the soil was wet with that poor witch's gorc, 
A lime-tree stake did Eannlph take, and pierced her bosom's corc ; 
And, strange td tell, what next befel !— that branch at once took root, 
And rioÛy fed, within its bed, strong snckers forfch did shoot. 

From year to year fresh bonghs appear — it waxes hnge in sizo ; 
And, with wild glee, this prodigy Sir Eannlph grim espies. 
Ohe day, when né, beneath that tree, reclined in joy and prido, 
A branoh was fonnd npon the gronnd — the next, Sir Eannlph dicd I 

And from that honr a fatal power has mled that Wizard Tree, 
To Eannlph's line a waming sign of doom and destiny : 
For wîien a bough is fonnd, I trow, beneath its shade to lie, 
Ere Bnns shall riso thrice iH the skies a Eookwood sure shall die I 

" And such an omen preceded Sir Piers's démise ?" said 
Lnke, who had listened with some attention to his grand- 
sire's song. 

" Fnquestionably," replied the sexton. " Not longer ago 
than Tuesday moming, I happened to be sauntering down 
the avenue I haye just described. I know not what took me 
thither at that early honr, but I wandered leisurely on till I 
came nigh the Wizard Lime-Tree. Great Heaven! what a 
surprise awaited me ! a huge branch lày right across the path. 
It had evidently just fallen ; for the leaves were green and 
unwithered ; the sap still oozed from the splintered wood ; 
and there was neither trace of knife nor hatchet on the bark. 
I looked up among the boughs to mark the spot from whence 
it had been tom by the hand of Fate — for no hunian hand 
had done it — and saw the pair of ancestral ravens perched 
amid the foliage, and croaMng as those carrion f owl are wont 
to do when they scent a carcase afar off. Just then a liyelier 
Sound saluted my ears. The cheering cry of a pack of 
hounds resounded from the courts, and the great gâtes being 
thrown open, ont issued Sir Piers, attended by a troop of his 
roystering companions, ail on horseback, and ail making the 
welkin ring with their vociférations. Sir Piers laughed as 
loudly as the rest, but his mirth was ^peedily checked. No 
Booner had his horse (old Eook, his f avourite steed, who never 
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sWetred ai stake or pale bef ofe) set eyes upon this accursed 
bfancili, titan he started as if the fiend stood before him, and, 
rearing backwards, dttng bis rider from his saddle. At this 
moment, witb loud scteatns, tbe wizard ravens took fligbt. 
Sir Piers -^as sotnewbat burt by tbe fall, but be was more 
frigbtened than bnrt ; and tboiigb be tried to put a bold face 
otL tbe matter, it was plain tbat bis efforts to recover bimself 
were fruitless. Doctor Titus Tyrconnel and tbat wild f ellow 
Jack Palmer (wbo bas lately corne to tbe bail, and of wbom 
you know sometbing) tried to rally bim. But it would not 
^do. He broke up tbe day's sport, and retumed dejectedly 
to tbe bail. Before departing, bowever, be addressed a word 
to me, in private, respecting you ; and pointed, witb a me- 
lancboly sbake of tbe bead, to tbe fatal brancb. * It is my 
death-warrant,^ said be, gloomily. And so it proved; two 
days afterwards bis doom was accomplisbed." 

" And do you .place faitb in tbis idle legend ?" asked Luke, 
witb affected indifférence, altbougb it was évident, from bis 
manner, tbat be bimself was not so entirely free from a 
superstitions feeling of credulity as be would bave it appear. 

" Certes," replied tbe sexton. " I were more difflcult to 
be convinced tban tbe unbelieving disciple else. Tbrice batb 
it occurred to my own knowledge, and ever witb tbe same 
resuit ; firstly, witb Sir Eeginald ; secondly, witb tby own 
motber ; and lastly, as I bave just told tbee, witb Sir 
Piers." 

" I tbougbt you said, even now, tbat tbis deatb-omen, if 
sucb it be, was always confined to tbe immédiate family of 
Bookwood, and not to mère inmates of tbe mansion." 

" To tbe beads only of tbat bouse, be tbey maie or f emale." 

" Tben bow could it apply to my motber ? Was she of 
tbat bouse ? Was she a wife ?" 

"Wbo sball say sbe was not f" rejoined tbe sexton. 

" Wbo sball say sbe was so ?" cried Luke, repeating tbe 
words witb indignant empbasis — " wbo will avoucb thaï f" 

A smile, cold as wintry sunbeam, played upon tbe sexton's 
rigid lips. 

" I will bear tbis no longer," cried Luke ; " anger me not, 
or look to yourself . In a word, bave you anytbing to tell me 
respecting ber ? if not, let me begone." 

" I bave. But I wiU not be burried by a boy like you," 
replied Peter, doggedly. " G-o, if you will, and take tbe con- 
séquences. My lips are sealed for ever, and I bave mucb to 
say — ^mucb tbat it beboves you to know." 



8 ROOKWOOD. 

" Be brief , then. When you sought me out this moming, 
in my retreat with the gipsy gang at Dayenham Wood, you 
bade me meet you in the porch of Eookwood Church at mid- 
night. I was true to my appointment." 

" And I will keep my promise/* replied the sexton. " Draw 
doser, that I may whisper in thine ear. Of every Rookwood 
who lies around us — and ail that eyer bore the name, except 
Sir Piers himself (who lies in state at the hall), are hère — not 
one — mark what I say — not one maie branch of the house 
but has been suspected *' 

" Of what ?" 

" Of murder !" returned the sexton, in a hissing whisper. 

"Murder!" echoed Luke, recoiling. 

" There is one dark stain — one foui blot on ail. Blood — 
blood hath been spilt." 

« By aU ?" 

" Ay, and such blood ! theirs was no common crime. Eyen 
murder hath its degrees. Theirs was of the first class." 

" Their wives ! — you cannot mean that ?" 

" Ay, their wives ! — I do. You hâve heard it, then. Ha ! 
ha ! 'tis a trick they had. Did you ever hear the old saying ? 

No mate evr r brook wonld 
A Book of the Eookwood ! 

A merry saying it is, and true. No woman ever stood in a 
Eookwood's way but she was speedily removed — that's 
certain. They had ail, save poor Sir Piers, the knack of 
stopping a troublesome woman*s tonguc, and practised it to 
perfection. A rare art, eh?" 

" What hâve the misdeeds of his ancestry to do with Sir 
Piers," muttered Luke, " much less with my mother ?" 

" Everything. If he could not rid himself of his wife (and 
she is a match for the devil himself), the mistress might be 
more readily set aside." 

" Hâve you absolute knowledge of aught ?" asked Luke, 
his voice tremulous with émotion, 

" Nay, I but hinted." 

" Such hints are worse than open speech. Let me know 
the worst. Did he kill her ?" And Luke glared at the sex- 
ton as if he would hâve penetrated his secret soûl. 

But Peter was not easily fathomed. His cold, bright ej^ 
returned Luke's gaze steadfastly, as he answerei coi 
posedly : 

" I hâve said ail I know.** 
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" But not ail you think." 

" Thoughts should not always find utterance, else we might 
often endanger our own safetj, and that of otliers." 

" An idle subterfuge — and, from you, worse than idle. I 
will hâve an answer, yea or nay. Was it poison — ^was it 
Steel ?" 

" Enough — she died." 

" No, it is not enough. When ? where ?" 

" In her sleep — in her bed." 

" Why, that was natural." 

A wrinkling smile crossed the sexton's brow. 

" What means that horrible gleam of laughter ?" exclaimed 
Luke, grasping the shoulder of the man of graves with such 
force as nearly to annihilate him. " Speak, or I will strangle 
you. She died, you say, in her sleep ?" 

" She did so," replied the sexton, shaking off Luke's hold. 

" And was it to tell me that I had a mother's murder to 
avenge, that you brought me to the tomb of her destroyer — 
when he is beyond the reach of my vengeance ?" 

Luke exhibited so much frantic violence of manner and 
gestiu^e, that the sexton entertained some little appréhension 
that his intellects were unsettled by the shock of the 
intelligence. It was, therefore, in what he intended for a 
soothing tone that he attempted to solicit his grandson's 
attention. 

"I wiU hear nothing more," interrupted Luke, and the 
vaulted chamber rang with his passionate lamentations. " Am 
I the sport of this mocking fiend ?" cried he, " to whom my 
agony is dérision — my despair a source of enjoyment — ^be- 
neath whose withering glance my spirit shrinks — who, with 
half-expressed insinuations, tortures my soûl, awakening 
fancies that goad me on to dark and desperate deeds ? Dead 
mother ! upon thee I call. If in thy grave thou canst hear 
the cry of thy most wretched son, yeaming to avenge thee — 
answer me, if thou hast the power. Let me hâve some token 
of the truth or falsity of thèse wild suppositions, that I may 
wrestle against this démon. But no," added he, in accents 
of despair, "no ear listens to me, save his to whom my 
wretchedness is food for mockery." 

" Could the dead hear thee, thy mother might do so," re- 
tumed the sexton. " She lies within this space." 

Luke staggered back, as if struck by a sudden shot. He 
spoke not, but fell with a violent shock against a pile of 
coffînS; at which he caught for support. 
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" What hâve I done !" he exclaimed, recoiling. 

A thundering crash resoTinded through the vault. One of 
the coffins, dislodged from its position by his fall, tnmbled 
to the ground, and, alighting npon its side, split asunder. 

"Great Heavens! what is this?" cried Luke, as a dead 
body, clothed in ail the hideous apparel of the tomb, roUed 
forth to his feet. 

" It is your mother's corpse," answeted the sexton, coldly ; 
" I brought you hither to behold it. But yon hâve àntici- 
pated my intentions." 

" This my mother ?" shrieked Luke, dtopping npon his 
knees by the body, and seizing one of its chilly hands, as it 
lay upon the floor, with the face tipwards. 

The sexton took the candie from the sconce. 

" Can this be death ?" shouted Luke. " Impossible ! Oh, 
God ! she stirs — she moves. The light ! — quick. I see her 
stir ! This is dreadf ul t" 

" Do not deceive yourself ," said the sexton, in a tone which 
betrayed more émotion than was his wont. "'Tis the 
bewilderment of fancy. She will never stir again." 

And he shaded the candie with his hand, so as to throw 
the light full upon the face of the corpse. It was motionless 
as that of an image carved in stone. No trace of corruption 
was visible upon the rigid, yet exquisite tracery of its f eathres. 
A profuse cloud of raven hair, escaped from its swathements 
in the fall, hung like a dark veil over the bosom and person 
of the dead, and presented a startling contrast to the waxlike 
hue of the skin and the pallid cereclothes. Flesh still ad- 
hered to the hand, though it mouldered into dust within the 
gripe of Luké, as he pressed the fingers to his lips. The 
shroud was disposed Hke night-gear about her person, and 
from without its f olds a few withered flowers had fallen. A 
strong aromatic odour, of a pungent nature, was diffused 
around ; giving évidence that the art by which the ancient 
Egyptians endeavoured to rescue their kmdred from décom- 
position had been resorted to, to préserve the fleeting charms 
of the unf ortunato Susan Bradley. 

A pause of awful silence succeeded, broken only by the 
conviilsive respiration of Luke. The sexton stood by, appa- 
rently an indiffèrent spectator of the scène of horror. His 
eye wandered from the dead to the living, and gleamed with 
a peculiar amd indefinable expression, half apathy, half ab- 
straction. For one single instant, as he scrutinised the 
features of his daughter^ his brow, contraeted by anger, 
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immediately afterwatds was eleyatod in scorn. But other- 
wise you would hâve sought iii vain to read the purport of 
tliat cold, insensible glance, which dwelt for a brief space on 
the face of the mother, and settled eventually upon her son. 
At lengtb the withered flowers attracted his attention. He 
stooped to pick up one of them. 

" Faded as the hand that gathered ye — as the bosom on 
which ye were strewn !" he mtirmured. " No sweet smell 
left — ^bnt — faugh !" Holding the dry leaves to the flame of 
the candie, they were instantly ignited, and the momentarr 
brilliance played like a smile npon the features of the dead. 
Peter observed the effect. " Snch was thy life," he exclaimed ; 
"a brief, bright sparkle, followed by dark, utter extinc^ 
tion !" 

Saying which, he flung the expiring ashes of the floweret 
from his hand. 



n. 

THÈ SKELETON HAWD. 



Duch. You are very cold. 

I féar yon are not wcll after yonr travel. 

Ha ! lights. — Oh horriblo ! 
Fer, Let her hâve lights enough. 
JDuch. What witchcraft doth he practisc, that he hath left 

A dead hand hère ? Duchess 0/ Malfy, 

The sexton's waning candie now warned him of the progress 
of time, and having completed his arrangements, he addressed 
hiniself to Luke, intimating his intention of departing. But 
receiving no answer, and remarking no signs of life about his 
grandson, he began to be apprehensive that he had fallen 
into a swoôn. Drawing near to Luke, he took him gently by 
the arm. Thus disturbed, Luke groaned aloud. 

" I am glad to find you can breathe, if it be only after that 
melancholy fashion," said the sexton; "but come, I hâve 
wasted time enough already. You must indulge your grief 
elsewhere." 

" Leave me/' sighed Luke. 

"What, hère? It wero as much as my office is worth. 
Tou can relmrn some other night. But go you must, now — 
at least, if you tako on thus. I never calculated upon a 
scène like this, or it had been long ère I brought you luther. 
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So corne away ; yet, stay ; but first lend me a hand to replace 
the body in the coffin." 

" Touch it not," exclaimed Luke ; " she shall not rest 
another hour within thèse accursed walls. I will bear her 
bence myself." And, sobbing bysterically, be relapsed into 
bis former insensibility, 

" Pob ! tbis is worse tban midsummer madness," said 
Peter ; " the lad is crazy witb grief, and ail about a motber 
wbo bas been f onr-and-twenty years in ber grave. I will e'en 
put ber out of tbe way myself." 

Saying wbicb, be proceeded, as noiselessly as possible, to 
raise tbe corpse in bis arms, and deposited it softly witbin its 
former tenement. Caref ully as be executed bis task, be could 
not accomplisb it witbout occasioning a sligbt accident to tbe 
fragile frame. Insensible as be was, Luke bad not rebn- 
quisbed tbe bold be maintained of bis motber' s band. And 
wben Peter lifted tbe body, tbe ligaments Connecting tbe 
band witb tbe arm were suddenly snapped asunder. It would 
appear afterwards, tbat tbis joint bad been tampered witb, 
and partially dislocated. Witbout, bowever, entering into 
furtber particulars in tbis place, it may be sufficient to ob- 
serve tbat tbe band, detacbed from tbe socket at tbe wrist, 
remained witbin tbe gripe of Luke ; wbile, ignorant of tbe 
miscbief be bad occasioned, tbe sexton continued bis labours 
unconsciously, until tbe noise, wbicb be of necessity made in 
stamping witb bis beel upon tbe plank, recalled bis grandson 
to sensibibty. Tbe first tbing tbat tbe latter perceived, upon 
coUecting bis f aculties, were tbe skeleton fingers twined witbÎQ 
bis own. 

" Wbat bave you donc witb tbe body ? Wby bave y ou 
left tbis witb me ?" demanded be. 

" It was not my intention to bave donc so," answered tbe 
sexton, suspending bis occupation. " I bave just made fast 
tbe lid, but it is easily undone. You bad better restore it." 

" Never," returned Luke, staring at tbe bony fragment. 

" Psbaw ! of wbat advantage is a dead band ? 'Tis an un- 
lucky keepsake, and will lead to miscbief. Tbe only use I 
ever beard of sucb a tbing being tumed to, was in tbe case 
of Bowlegged Ben, wbo was banged in irons for murder, on 
Hardcbase Heatb, on tbe York Éoad, and wbose band was 
eut off at tbe wrist tbe first nigbt to make a Hand of Glory, 
or Dead Man's Candie. Hast ne ver beard wbat^be old song 
says ?" And witbout awaiting bis grandson's response, Peter 
broke into tbe f ollowing wild strain ; 
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THE HAND OF GLORY* 

Frcm tho corse that hangs on tbe roadside treô 

(A murderer's corse it necds mnst bo), 

Sever the right band carefully : — 

Sever tlie hand that the deed hath donc, 
* Ere the flesh that clings to the bones be gone, 

I In its dry veins mnst blood be nonc. 

î Those gnastly fingers white and cold, 

4 Wîthin a winding-sheet enfold ; 

j Count the mystic count of seyen ; 

) Name the Grovemors of heaven.f 

Then in earthen yessel place them, 

And with dragon-wort encase them, 

Bleach them in the noonday sun, 

Till the marrow melt and run, 

Till the flesh is pale and wan, 

As a moon-ensilvered clond, 

As an nnpollnted shroud. 

Next within their chill embrace 

The dead man's Awfnl Candie place ; 

Of mnrderer's fat mnst that candie be 

(Ton may scoop it beneath the roadside tree), 

Of wax, and of Lapland sisamc. 

Its wick mnst be twisted of hair of the dcad, 

By the crow and her brood on the wild wasto shed. 

Wherever that terrible light shall burn 

Vainly the sleeper may toss and tum ; 

His leaden lids shall he ne'er nnclose 

So long as that magical taper glows. 

Life and treasure shall he command 

Who knoweth the charm of the Glbrions Hand ! 

Bnt of black cat's gall let him aye hâve care, 

And of screech-owl's venomous blood beware ! 

"Peace!" thundered Luke, extending his motlier's liand 
towards the sexton. " What seest thou ?" 

" I see something shine. Hold it nigher the light. Ha ! 
that is strange, tri^y. How came that ring there ?" 

" Ask of Sir Piers ! ask of her hishand I" shouted Luke, 
with a wild burst of exulting laughter. " Ha ! ha ! ha ! 'tis 
a wedding-ring ! And look! the finger is bent. It must 
hâve been placed upon it in her lifetime. There is no décep- 
tion in this — no trickery — ha !" 

" It would seem not ; the sinew must hâve been contracted 
in life. The tendons are pulled down so tightly, that the ring 
could not be withdrawn without breaking the finger.* 

" You are sure that cofiBn contains her body ?" 

" As sure as I am that this carcase is my own." 

" The hand — 'tis hers. Can any doubt exist ?" 



)) 



* See tho celebrated recipe for the Hand of Glory in " Les Secrets ào. 
Petit Albert." 
f The sevei^ planets, so called by Merçurins Trismegistos, 



" Wherefore should it ? It was broken from the arm by 
accident withîn tbis moment. I noticed not tbe occurrence, 
but it must hâve been so." 

" Tben it foUows tbat sl;e was wedd^d, and I am not ** 

" Illegitimate. For your own sake I am glad of it." 

" My beart will burst. Oh ! could I but establish the fact 
of tbis marriage, her wrongs would be indepd a,ypnged." 

" Listen to me, Luke," said the sexton, solemnly. " I told 
you, wben I appointed tbis midnight interview, I had a 
secret to communicate. That secret is now revealed — tbat 
secret was your motber's marriage." 

" And was it known to you during her lifetime ?" 

" It was. But I was sworn to secrecy." 

" You bave proofs tben ?" 

" I bave notbing beyond Sir Piers's word — ^and he is silent 



now." 



« 



By whom was tbe ceremony performed ?" 

" By a Komisb priest — a Jesuit — ojie Father Cbeckley, at 
tbat time an inmate of tbe hall ; for Sir Piers, tbougb be 
afterwards abjured it, at that time professed the Catbolic 
faith ; and tbis Cbeckley officiated as bis confesser and 
coimsellor ; as the partner of bis pleasures, aud tbe prompter 
of bis iniquities. He was your fatber's evil genius.'* 

" Is be still alive ?" 

" I know not. After your motber's deatb he left tbe hall. 
I bave said he was a Jesuit, and I may add, tbat be was 
mixed up in dark political intrigues, in which your father 
was too feeble a character to take much share. But tbougb 
too weak to guide, be was a pliant instrument, and tbis 
Cbeckley knew. He moulded him according to bis wishes. 
I cannot tell you wbat was the nature of their plots. Suffice 
it, tbey were such as, if discovered, would bave involved your 
father in ruin. He was saved, however, by bis wife." 

" And her reward ^' groaned Luke. 

"Was deatb,*' replied Peter, coldly. "Wbat Jesuit ever 
forgave a wrong — real or imaginary ? Tour mother, I ought 
to bave said, was a Protestant. Hence, there was a différence 
of religions opinion (the worst of différences tbat can exist 
between busband and wife.) Cbeckley vowed her destruc- 
tion, and he kept bis vow. He was enamoured of her 
beauty. But while he bumt witb adidterous désire, he was 
consumed by fiercest bâte — contending, and yet strangely- 
reconcileable passions — ^as you may bave reason, bereaf ter, to 
discover." 
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" Go on," said Luke, giinding his teeth. 

" I hâve done," retumed Peter. " From that hour your 
father's love for his supposed mistress, and unacknowledged 
wife, declined ; and with his waning love declined her health. 
I will not waste words in describing the catastrophe that 
awaited her union. It will be enough to say, she was found 
one moming a corpse within her bed. Whatever suspicions 
were attached to Sir Piers were quieted by Checldey, who 
distributed gold, largely and discreetly. The body was em- 
balmed by Barbara Lovel, the Gipsy Queen." 

" My foster-mother !" exclaimed Jjuke, in a tone of extrême 
astonishment. 

" Ay," replied Peter, " from her you may leam ail par- 
ticulars. You hâve now seen what remains of your mother. 
You are in possession of the secret of your birth. The path 
is before you, and if you would arrive at honour you must 

Eursue it steadily, turning neither to the right nor to the 
îft. Opposition you wiU meet at each step. But fresh 
lights may be thrown upon this difficult case. It is in 
vain to hope for Checldey 's évidence, even should the caitiff 
priest be Éving. He is himself too deeply implicated — ^ha!" 

Peter stopped, for at this moment the flame of the candie 
suddenly expired, and the speakers were left in total dark- 
ness. Something like a groan foUowed the conclusion of the 
sexton's discourse. It was évident that it proceeded not 
from his grandson, as an exclamation burst from him at the 
same instant. Luke stretched out his arm. A cold hand 
seemed to press against his own, communicating a chill like 
death to his frame. 

" Who is between us ?" he ejaculated. 

"The devill" cried the sexton, leaping from the coffin-lid 
with an agility that did him honour. " Is aught between us ?" 

** I will discharge my gun. Its flash will light us." 

"Do so," hastily rejoined Peter. "But not in this 
direction." 

"Get behind me," cried Luke. And he pulled the 
trigger. 

A blaze of vivid light iUumined the darkness. Still 
nothing was visible, save the warrior figure, which was seen 
for a moment, and then vanished like a ghost. The buck- 
ehot rattled against the further end of the vault. 

" Let us go hence," ejaculated the sexton, who had rushed 
to the door and thrown it wide open. " Mole ! Mole !" cried 
he, and the dog sprang after him. 
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" I could hâve swom I felt something," said Luke ; " whence 
issued tbat groan ?" 

" Ask not whence,*' replied Peter. "Eeacli me my mat- 
tock and spade, and the lantem ; they are behind you. And 
stay, it were better to bring away the bottle/* 

" Take them, and leave me hère." 

" Alone in the vault — no, no, Luke, I hâve not told you 
half I know conceming that mystic statue. It is said to 
move — to walk — ^to raise its axe — ^be warned, I pray." 

" Leave me, or abide, if you will, my coming in the church. 
If there is aught that may be revealed to my ear alone, I will 
not shrink from it, though the dead themselves should arise 
to proclaim the mystery. It may be — ^but — go — ^there are 
yoiu* tools.*' And he shut the door with a jar that shook 
the sexton's frame. 

Peter, after some muttered murmurings at the hardihood 
and madness, as he termed it, of his grandson, disposed his 
lanky limbs to repose upon a cushioned bench without the 
communion railing. As the pale moonlight fell upon his 
gaunt and cadaverous visage, he looked like some imholy 
thing suddenly annihilated by the presiding influence of that 
sacred spot. Mole crouched himself in a ring at his master's 
feet. Peter had not dozed many minutes when he was 
aroused by Luke's retiu'n. The latter was very pale, and 
the damp stood in big drops upon his brow. 

" Hâve you made fast the door ?" inquired the sexton. 

" Hère is the key." 

" What hâve you seen ?" he next demanded. 

Luke made no answer. At that moment the church clock 
struck two, breaking the stillness with an iron clang. Luke 
raised his eyes. A ray of moonlight, streaming obliquely 
through the painted window, fell upon the gilt lettering of a 
black mural entablature. The lower part of the inscription 
was in the shade, but the emblazonment and the words — 

Drate $to anima laegtnalDi HootoooD tqmtifi autati, 

were clear and distinct. Luke trembled, he knew not why, 
as the sexton pointed to it. 

" You hâve heard of the handwriting upon the wall," said 
Peter. " Look there ! — * His kingdom hath been taken from 
him.' Ha, ha ! Listen to me. Of ail thy monster race — of 
ail the race of Eookwood I should say — no démon ever 
stalked the earth more terrible than him whose tablet you 
now behold. By him a brother wag betrayed; by him a 
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brother's wife was dishonoured. Love, honour, friendship, 
were with him as words. He regarded no ties ; he defied 
and set at naught ail hmnan laws and obligations — and yet 
he was religions, or esteemed so — reeeived the [vtaticum, and 
died full of years and honours, hugging salvation to his 
sinfnl heart. And after death he bas yon lying epitaph to 
record his virtues. His virtues ! ha ! ha ! Ask him who 
preaches to the kneeling throng gathering within this holy 
place, what shall be the murderer's portion — and he wiU 
answer — Death I And yet Sir Eeginald was long-hved. The 
awful question, ' Gain, where is thy brother ?* broke not his 
tranquil slumbers. Luke, I hâve told you much — ^but not 
ail. You know not, as yet — ^nor shall you know your destiny ; 
but you shall be the avenger of infamy and blood. I bave a 
sacred charge committed to my keeping, which, hereafter, I 
may delegate to you. You shall be Sir Luke Rookwood, but 
the conditions it must be mine to propose." 

" No more," said Luke ; " my brain réels. I am faint. 
Let us quit this place, and get into the fresh air." And 
striding past his grandsire, he traversed the aisles with hasty 
steps. Peter was not slow to foUow. The key was applied, 
and they emerged into the churchyard. The giassy mounds 
were bathed in the moonbeams, and the two yew-trees, 
throwing their black, jagged shadows over the grave-hills, 
looked like evil spirits brooding over the repose of the 
righteous. 

The sexton noticed the deathly paleness of Luke' s coun- 
tenance, but he fancied it might proceed from the tinge of 
the sallow moonlight. 

" I will be with you at your cottage, ère daybreak," said 
Luke. And tuming an angle of the church, he disappeared 
from view. 

" So," exclaimed Peter, gazing after him, "the train is 
laid ; the spark bas been applied ; the explosion will soon 
follow. The hour is fast approaching when I shall behold 
this accursed house shaken to dust, and when my long- 
delayed vengeance will be gratified. Li that hope I am con- 
tent to drag on the brief remuant of my days. Meanwhile, I 
must not omit the stimulant. In a sbort time I may not 
require it." Draining the bottle to the last drop, he flung it 
from him, and commenced chanting, in a high key and 
cracked voice, a wild ditty, the words of which ran as 
follow: 
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THE CAERION CROW.« 

Tlio Carrion Crow is a sexton bold, 

He raketh the dead from ont of the moald ; 

He dclveth tbe ground like a miser old, 

Stealthily hiding his store of gold. Caw ! Caw I 

The Carrion Crow hath a coat of black, 

Silkj and sleck like a priest's to his back ; 

like a lawyer he grubbeth - no matter what way -- 

The fonlor the offal, the richer his prey. 

Caw ! Caw ! the Carrion Crow I 
ÎHg ! Dig ! in ihe ground helow ! 

The Carrion Crow hath a dainty maw, 
With savory pickings he crammeth hia craw ; 
Kept méat from the gibbet it pleaseth his wLim, 
It never can hang too lonsf for him ! Caw ! Caw ! 

The Carrion Crow smelleth powder, 'tis said, 
Like a soldier escheweth the taste of cold lead ; 
No jester, or mime, hath more marvellous wit, 
For, wherevor he lighteth, he maketh a hit ! 

Caiv ! Caw î the Carrion Crow ! 

IHg ! Dig ! in the ground helow ! 

Shouldering his spade, and whistling to his dog, the sexton 
quitted the churchyard. 

Peter had not been gone many seconds, when a dark figure, 
muffled in a wide black mantle, emerged from among the 
tombs surrounding the chnrch; gazed after him for a few 
seconds, and then, with a menacing gestnre, retreated behind 
the ivied buttresses of the grey old pile. 



m. 

THE PAEK. 

Brian. Kalph ! hearcst thongh any stirring? 

Ralph. 1 heard one speak hère, hard by, in the hollow. Peace I master, 
spcak low. Nonns ! if I do not hear a bow go ojff, and the buck bray, I ncver 
heard deer in my life. 

Bri. Stand, or l'il shoot. 

8ir Arthur. Who's there ? 

Bri. I am the keeper, and do charge yon stand. 

You hâve stolen my deer. Merry Demi of Edmonion, 

Luke's first impulse had been to free himseK from the 
restraint imposed by his grandsire's society. He longed to 
commune with himself . Leaping the small boundary-waH, 
which defended the churchyard from a deep green lane, he 
hurried along in a direction contrary to that taken by the 

* Set to music by Mr. F. Borner. 
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sexton, making the best of his way until he arrived at a gap 
in the high-banked liazel hedge, which overhung the road. 
Heedless of the impediments thrown in his wajt by the ♦ 
undergrowth of a rough ring-fence, he struck through the 
opening that presented itself, and, climbing over the moss- 
grown paling, trod presently upon the elastic sward of Eook- 
wood Park. 

A few minutes' rapid walking brought him to the summit 
of a rising ground crowned with aged oaks, and, as he passed 
beneath their broad shadows, his troubled spirit, soothed by 
the quiétude of the scène, in part resumed its serenity. 

liuke yielded to the gentle influence of the time and hour. 
The stilhiess of the spot allayed the irritation of his frame, 
and the dewy chilliness cooled the f ever of his brow. Leaning 
for support against the gnarled trunk of one of the trees, he 
gave himself up to contemplation. The events of the last 
hour — of his whole existence — passed in rapid review before 
him. The thought of the wayward, vagabond lif e he had led ; 
of the wild adventures of his youth ; of ail he had been ; of 
ail he had done ; of ail he had endured — crowded his mind ; 
and then, like the passing of a cloud flitting across the 
autumnal moon, and occasionally obscuring the smiling land- 
scape before him, his soûl was shadowed by the remembrance 
of the awful révélations of the last hour, and the fearful 
knowledge he had acquired of his mother*s fate — of his 
father's guilt. 

The eminence on which he stood was one of the highest 
points of the park, and commanded a view of the hall, which 
might be a quarter of a mile distant, discernible through a 
broken vista of trees, its whitened walls glimmering in the 
moonlight; and its tall chimney spiring far from out the 
round masses of wood in which it lay embosomed. The 
ground gradually sloped in that direction, occasionally rising 
into gweUs, studded with magnificent timber — dipping into 
smooth dells, or stretching out into level glades, until it sud- 
denly sank into a deep declivity, that formed an effectuai 
division, without the intervention of a haw-haw, or other 
barrier, between the chase and the home -park. A slender 
gtream strayed through this ravine, having foimd its way 
thither from a small réservoir, hidden in the higher planta- 
tionB to the left ; and further on, in the open ground, and in 
a liaç with the hall, though, of course, much below the level 
of the building, assisted by many local springs, and restrained 
hj a variety of natural and artiflcial embankmentS; thia 

c 2 
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brook spread out into an expansive sheet of water. Crossed 
by a rustic bridge, the only communication between tbe 
parks, the pool found its outlet into the meads below ; and 
even at that distance, and in that still hour, you might almost 
catch the sound of the brawling waters, as they dashed down 
the weir in a f oaming cascade ; while, far away, in the spread- 
ing valley, the serpentine meanderings of the slender current 
might be traced, glittering like silvery threads in the moon- 
shine. The mild beams of the queen of night, then in her 
meridian, trembled npon the topmost branjphes of the tall 
timber, quivering hke diamond spray upon the outer f oliage ; 
and, penetrating through the interstices of the trees, fell 
upon the light wreaths of vapour, then beginning to arise 
from the surface of the pool, steeping them in misty splen- 
dour, and lending to this part of the picture a character of 
dreamy and unearthly beauty. 

AU else was in unison. No sound interrupted the silence 
of Luke's solitude, except the hooting of a large grey owl, 
that, scared at his approach, or in search of prey, winged its 
spectral flight in continuons and mazy circles round his 
head, uttering at each wheel its startling whoop ; or a deep 
distant bay, that ever and anon boomed upon the ear, pro- 
ceeding from a pack of hounds kennelled in a shed adjoining 
the pool before mentioned, but which was shrouded from 
view by the rising mist. No living objects presented them- 
selves, save a herd of deer, crouched in a covert of brown 
fem beneath the shadow of a few stunted trees, immediately 
below the point of land on which Luke stood ; and although 
their branching antlers could scarcely be detected from the 
ramifications of the wood itself, they escaped not his prac- 
tised ken. 

" How often," murmured Luke, " in years gone by, hâve I 
traversed thèse moonlit glades, and wandered amidst thèse 
woodlands, on nights heavenly as this — ay, and to some pur- 
pose, as yon thinned herd might testify ! Every dingle, 
eyery dell, every rising brow, every bosky vale and ^helving 
covert, hâve been as familiar to my track as to that of the 
fleetest and f reest of their number : scarce a tree amidst the 
thickest of yon outstretching forest with which I cannot 
claim acquaintance ; 'tis long since I hâve seen them. By 
heavens ! *tis beautif ul ! and it is ail my own ! Can I forget 
that it was hère I first emancipated myseK from thraldom ? 
Can I forget the boundless feeling of delight that danced 
within my veins when I first threw off the yoke of servitude, 
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and roved unshackled, unrestrained, amidst thèse woods? 
The wild intoxicating bliss still tingles to my heart. And 
they are ail my own — my own ! Softly, what hâve we 
there!'» 

Luke's attention was arrested by an object which conld not 
fail to interest him, sportsman as he was. A snorting bray 
was heard, and a lordly stag stalked slowly and majestically 
from ont the copse. Lnke watched the actions of the noble 
animal with great interest, drawing back into the shade. A 
hundred yards, or thereabonts, might be between him and 
the bnck. It was within range of bail. Luke mechanically 
grasped his gun ; yet his hand had scarcely raised the pièce 
half way to his shoulder, when he dropped it again to its 
rest. 

"What am I about to do ?" he mentally ejaculated. 
" Why, for mère pastime, should I take away yon noble 
creatnre's life, when his carcase would be utterly useless to 
me ? Yet such is the force of habit, that I can scarce resist 
the impulse that tempted me to fire ; and I hâve known the 
time, and that not long since, when I should hâve shown no 
such self-control." 

Unconscious of the danger it had escaped, the animal 
moved forward with the same stately step. Suddenly it 
stopped with ears pricked, as if some sound had smote them. 
At that instant the click of a gun-lock was heard, at a little 
distance to the right. The pièce had missed fire. An instan- 
taneous report from another gun succeeded ; and, with a 
bound high in air, the buck fell upon his back, struggling in 
the agonies of death. Luke had at once divined the cause ; 
he was aware that poachers were at hand. He fancied that 
he knew the parties ; nor was he deceived in his conjecture. 
Two figures issued instantly from a covert on the right, and 
making to the spot, the first who reached it put an end to 
the animal*s struggles by plunging a knife into its throat. 
The affrighted herd took to their heels, and were seen darting 
swiftly down the chase. 

One of the twain, meantime, was occupied in f eeling for the 
deer's fat, when he was approached by the other, who pointed 
in the direction of the house. The former raised himself 
from his kneeling posture, and both appeared to listen atten- 
tively. Luke fancied he heard a slight soimd in the distance ; 
whatever the noise proceeded from, it was évident the deer- 
stealers were alarmed. They laid hold of the buck, and, 
dragging it along, concealed the carcase among the tall f em \ 
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they then retreated, halting for an instant to deliberate, 
within a few yards of Luke, who "was concëaled from their 
view by the trunk of the tree, behind "wliicli he had ensconced 
Lis person. They were so near, tliat he lost not a word of 
their muttered conférence. 

" The ganie*s spoiled this time, Eob Enst, anyhow," 
growled one, in an angry tone ; " the hawks are upon us, and 
we must leave this brave buck to take care of himself . Curse 
him ! — ^who*d a' thought of Hugh Badger*s qtdtting his bed 
to-night ? Eespect for his late master might hâve kept him 
quiet the night before the funeral. But look out, lad. Dost 
see'em?" 

" Ay, thanks to old Oliver — ^yonder they are," retumed the 
other. '^ One — two — three — and a muzzled bouser to boot. 
There's Hugh at the head on 'em. Shall we stand and show 
fight. I hâve half a mind for it." 

" No, no," replied the first speaker ; " that will never do, 
Rob — no fighting. Why run the risk of being grabb'd for a 
haunch of venison ? Had Luke Bradley or Jack Palmer been 
with us, it might hâve been another affair. As it is, it won*t 
pay. Besides, weVe that to do at the hall to-morrow night 
that may make men of us for the rest of our nat*ral lives. 
We've pledged ôurselves to Jack Palmer, and we can't be off 
in honour. ït won*t do to be snabbled in the nick of it. So 
let's make for the prad in the lane. Keep in the shade as 
much as you can. Come along, my hearty." And away the 
two worthies scampered down the hill-side. 

" Shall I follow,'' thought Luke, " and run the risk of 
falling into the keeper's hand, just at this crisis, too ? No, 
but if I am f ound hère, I shall be taken for one of the gang. 
Something must be done — ^ha! — de vil take them, hère they 
are already." 

Further time was not allowed him for reflection. A hoarse 
baying was heard, foUowed by a loud cry from the keepers. 
The do g had scented out the game; and, as secrecy was no 
longer necessary, his muzzle had been removed. To rush 
forth now were certain betrayal; to remain was almost 
equally assured détection ; and, doubting whether he should 
obtain credence if he delivered himself over in that garb and 
armed, Luke at once rejected the idea. Just then it flashed 
across his recollection that his gun had remained unloaded, 
and he applied himself eagerly to repair this négligence, when 
he heard the dog in full cry, making swiftly in his direction. 
He threw himself upon the ground, where the fern was 
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tliickest ; but this seemed insufficient to baffle the sagacîty 
of the hound — ^the animal had got his scent, and was baying 
close at hand. The keepcrs were drawing nigh. Luke gave 
himself np for lost. The dog, however, stopped where the 
two poachers had halted, and was there completely at fault : 
snuffing the ground, he bayed, wheeled round, and then set 
off with renewed barking upon their track. Hngh Badger 
and his comrades loitered an instant at the same place, 
looked warily round, and then, as Luke conjectnred, fol- 
lowed the course taken by the hound. 

Swift as thought, Luke arose, and keeping as much as 
possible under cover of the trees, started in a cross line for 
the lane. Eapid as was his flight, it was not without a wit- 
ness ; one of the keeper's assistants, who had lagged behind, 
gave the view-halloa in a loud voice. Luke pressed forward 
with redoubled energy, endeavouring to gain the shelter of 
the plantation, and this he could readily hâve accompliseed 
had no impediment been in his way. But his rage and vex- 
ation were boundless, when he heard the keeper's cry echoed 
by shouts immediately below him, and the tongue of the 
hound resounding in the hoUow. He turned sharply round, 
steering a middle course, and still aiming at the fence. It 
was évident from the cheers of his pursuers, that he was 
in full view, and he heard them encouraging and directing 
the dog. 

Luke had gained the park palings, along which he rushed, 
in the vain quest of some practicable point of egress, for the 
fence was higher in this part of the park than elsewhere, 
owing to the inequality of the ground. He had cast away 
his gun as useless. But even without that incumbrance he 
dared not hazard the delay of climbing the palings. At this 
juncture a deep breathing was heard close behind him. He 
threw a glance over his shoulder. Within a few yards was a 
ferocious bloodhound, with whose savage nature Luke was 
well acquainted ; the breed, some of which he had already 
seen, having been maintained at the hall ever since the days 
of grim old Sir Eanulph. The eyes of the hound were 
glaring, blood-red ; his tongue was hangiug out, and a row of 
keen white fangs were displayed, like the teeth of a shark. 
There was a growl — a leap — and the dog was close upon 
him. 

Luke's courage was undoubted. But his heart failed him 
as he heard the roar of the remorseless brute, and felt that 
he cotdd not avoid an encounter with the animal. His reso- 
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lution was instantly taken ; lue stopped short with such sud- 
denness, that the dog, when in the act of springing, flew past 
hiTn with great violence, and the time, momentaiy as it was, 
occupied by the animal in recovering himself , enabled Luke 
to drop on his knee, and to place one arm, like a buckler, 
bef ore his face, while he held the other in readiness to grapple 
his adversary. TJttering a fierce yell, the hound retumed to 
the charge, darting at Luke, who received the assault without 
flinching ; and in spite of a severe lacération of the arm, he 
seized his foe by the throat, and hurling him upon the 
gronnd, jmnped with ail his force upon his belly. There was 
a yell of agony — the contest was ended, and Luke was at 
liberty to pursue his flight unmolested. 

Brief as had been the interval required for this combat, it 
had been sufficient to bring the pursuers within sight of the 
fugitive. Hugh Badger, who from the acclivity had witnessed 
the fate of his favourite, with a loud oath discharged the 
contents of his gun at the head of its destroyer. It was 
fortunate for Luke, that at this instant he stumbled over the 
root of a tree — the shot rattled in the leaves as he f ell, and 
the keeper, concluding that he had at least winged his bird, 
descended more leisurely towards him. As he lay upon the 
ground, Luke f elt that he was wounded ; whether by the teeth 
of the dog, from a stray shot, or from bruises inflicted by the 
fall, he could not détermine. But, smarting with pain, he 
resolved to wreak his vengeance upon the first person who 
approached him. He vowed not to be taken with life — to 
strangle any one who should lay hands upon him. At that 
moment he felt a pressure at his breast. It was the dead 
hand of his mother ! 

Luke shuddered. The fire of revenge quenched. He 
mentally cancelled his rash oath ; yet he could not bring 
himself to surrender at discrétion, and without further effort. 
The keeper and his assistants were approaching the spot 
where he lay, and searching for his body. Hugh Badger was 
foremost, and within a yard of him. 

" Confound the rascal," cried Hugh, " he's not half killed ; 
he seems to breathe." 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth ère the speaker 
was dashed backwards, and lay sprawling upon the sod. 
Suddenly and unexpectedly, as an Indian chief might rush 
upon his f oes, Luke arose, dashing himself with great violence 
agarnst Hugh, who happened to stand in his way, and bef ore 
the etartled assistants, who were either too much taken by 
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surprise, or unwilling to draw a trigger, could in any way lay 
hands upon him, exerting ail the remarkable activity which 
lue possessed, he caught • hold of a projecting branch of a 
tree, and swiing himself , at a single bound, f airly over the 
paling. 

Hugb Badger was shortly on his legs., swearing lustily at 
his defeat. Directing his men to skirt alongside the fence, 
and make for a particular part of the plantation, which he 
named, and snatching a loaded fowling-piece from one of 
them, he elambered over the pales, and guided by the crash- 
ing branches, and other soiinds conveyed to his quick ear, he 
was speedily upon Luke*s track. 

The plantation through which the chase now took place 
was not, as might be supposed, a continuation of the ring- 
fence which Luke had originally crossed, on his entrance into 
the park, thongh girded by the same line of paling, but, in 
reality, a close pheasant préserve, occupying the banks of a 
ravine, which, after a deep and tortuous course, terminated 
in the declivity heretofore described as forming the park 
boundary. Luke plunged into the heart of this défile, 
fighting his way downwards, in the direction of the brook. 
His progress was impeded by a thick undergrowth of brier, 
and other matted végétation, as well as by the entanglements 
thrown in his way by the taller bushes of thorn and hazel, 
the entwined and elastic branches of which, in their recoil, 
galled and fretted him, by inflicting smart blows on his face 
and hands. This was a hardship he usually little regarded. 
But, upon the présent occasion, it had the effect, by irritating 
his temper, of increasing the thirst of vengeance raging in 
his bosom. 

Through the depths of the ravine welled the shallow 
stream before alluded to, and Hugh Badger had no sooner 
reached its sedgy margin than he lost ail trace of the fugitive. 
He looked cautiously round, listened intently, and inclined 
his ear to catch the f aintest écho. Ail was still : not a branch 
shook, nor a leaf rustled. Hugh looked aghast. He had 
made sure of getting a glimpse, and, perhaps, a stray shot 
at the " poaching rascal," as he termed him, " in the open 
space, which he was sure the fellow was aiming to reach ; 
and now, ail at once, he had disappeared, like a will-o^the- 
wisp, or a boggart of the clough.'* However, he could not 
be far off, and Hugh endeavoured to obtain some due to 
guide him in his quest. He was not long in detecting récent 
marks deeply indented in the mud on the opposite bank. 
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Hugli leaped thitîier at once. Further on, some mshes were 
trodden down, and there were other indications of the conrse 
thé fagitiye had taken. 

** Hark forward !" sliouted Hngh, in the joy of his heart 
at this discovery ; and, like a well-trained dog, he foUowed 
up, with alacrity, the scent he had opened. The brook pre- 
sented still fewer impediments to expédition than the thick 
copse, and the keeper pursued the wanderings of the petty 
current, occasionally splashing into the stream. Hère and 
there, the print of a foot on the sod satisfied him he was 
in the right path. At length he became aware, from the 
crumbling soil, that the object of his pursuit had scaled 
the bank, and he f orthwith moderated his pace. Halting, he 
perceived what he took to be a face peeping at him from 
behind a knot of alders that overhnng the steep and shelving 
bank immediately above him. His gnn was instantly at his 
shoulder. 

" Corne down,you infernal deer-stealing scoimdrel," cried 
Hngh, " or l'U blow y ou to shivers." 

No answer was retumed : expostulation was vain ; and, 
fearful of placing himself at a disadvantage if he attempted 
to scale the bank, Hugh fired without further parley. The 
sharp discharge rolled in echoes down the ravine ; and a 
pheasant, scared at the sound, answered the challenge from 
a neighbouring tree. Hugh was an unerring marksman, and 
on this occasion his aim had been steadily taken. The resuit 
was not precisely such as he had anticipated. A fur cap, 
shaken by the shot from the bough on which it hung, came 
rolling down the bank, proclaiming the ruse that had been 
practised upon the keeper. Little time was allowed him for 
reficction. Before he could reload, he felt himself coUared 
by the iron arm of Luke. 

Hugh Badger was a man of great personal strength — 
square-set, bandy-legged, with a prodigious width of chest, 
and a frame like a Hercules ; and, energetic as was Luke's 
âssault, he maintained his ground without flinching. The 
struggle was desperate. Luke was of slighter proportion,' 
though exceeding the keeper in stature by the head and 
shoulders. This superiority availed him little. It was rather 
a disadvantage in the conflict that ensued. The gripe f astened 
upon Hugh's throat was like that of a clenched vice. But Luke 
might as well hâve grappled the neck of a buU as that of the 
stalwart keeper. Defending himself with his hobnail boots, 
with which he inflicted several severe blows upon Luke*s 
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sbins/and straggling vehemently, Hugh succcedod in extri- 
catiiig himself fix)m his throttling grasp ; he thon closed with 
hifl foe, and they were locked together like a couple of bears 
at play. Straîning, tugging, and practising every sleight and 
stratagem coming within the scope of feet, knoos, and thighs 
— ^now tripping, now jerking, novr advancing, now retreating, 
they continued the strife, but ail with donbtful rcsult. 
Victory, at lengtli, seemed to déclare itself in faveur of the 
stTirdy keeper. Aware of his opponcnt's strength, it was 
Lttke's chief endeàvonr to keep his lower limbs disengaged, 
and to trust more to skill than force for ultimate sncccss. 
To prevent this was Hugh's grand object. Guarding himself 
against every feint, he nltimately succeeded in firmly grap- 
pling his agile assailant. Lnke's spine was almost broken by 
the shock, when he suddenly gave way ; and, withont losing 
his balance, drew his adversary forward, kicking his right 
leg froin under him. With a crash like that of an uprooted 
oak, Hugh fell, with his foe upon him, into the bed of the 
rivulet. 

Not a Word had been spoken during the conflict. A con- 
vnlsive groan burst from Hngh's hardy breast. His hand 
songht lus girdle, but in vain ; his knife was gone. Gazing 
upwards, his dancing vision encountered the glimmer of the 
blade. The weapon had dropped from its case in the fall. 
Luke brandished it before his eyes. 

" ViUain !" gasped Hugh, ineffectuaUy struggling to free 
himself, "you will not murder me?" And his efforts to 
release himself became desperate. 

" No," answered Luke, flinging the uplifted knife into the 
brook. " I will not do tkaf, though thou hast twice aimed at 
my Kfe to-night. But I will silence thee, at ail events." 
Saying which, he dealt the keeper a blow on the head that 
terminated ail f urther résistance on his part. 

Leaving the inert mass to choke up the current, with whose 
waters the blood, oozing from the wound, began to commingle, 
Luke prepared to départ. His périls were not yet past. 
Guided by the firing, the report of which alarmed them, the 
keeper's assistants hastened in the direction «of the Sound, 
presenting themselves directly in the path Luke was about to 
take. He had either to retrace his steps, or face a double 
enemy. His élection was made at once — he turned and fled. 

For an instant the men tarried with their bleeding com- 
panion ; they then dragged him from the brook, and with 
loud oaths folio wed in pursuit. 
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Threading, for a second time, the bosky labyrinth, Luke 
sought the source of the stream. This was precisely the 
course his enemies would hâve desired him to pursue ; and 
when they beheld him take it, they felt confident of his 
capture. 

The sides of the hollow became more and more abrupt as 
they advanced, though they were less covered with brushwood. 
The fugitive made no attempt to climb the bank, but still 
pressed forward. The road was tortuous, and wound round a 
jutting point of rock. Now he was a fair mark — ^no, he had 
swept swiftly by, and was out of sight bef ore a gun could be 
raised. They reached the same point. He was still before 
them, but his race was nearly run. Steep, slippery rocks, 
shelving down to the edges of a small, deep pool of water, the 
source of the stream f ormed an apparently insurmountable 
barrier in that direction. Rooted (Heaven knows how !) in 
some reft or fissure of the rock, grew a wild ash, throwing out 
a few boughs over the solitary pool ; this was aU the support 
Luke could hope for, should he attempt to scale the rock. 
The rock was sheer — the pool deep — yet still he hurried on. 
He reached the muddy embankment, mounted its sides, and 
seemed to hesitate. The keepers were now within a hundred 
yards of him. Both guns were discharged ; and, sudden as 
the reports, with a dead splashless plunge, like a diving otter, 
the fugitive dropped into the water. 

The pursuers were at the brink. They gazed at the pool. 
A few bubbles floated upon its surface, and burst. The water 
was slightly discoloured with sand. No ruddier stain crim- 
soned the tide ; no figure rested on the naked rock ; no hand 
clung to tho motionless tree. 

" Devil take tho rascal," growled one ; " I hope he har'n't 
escapod us, artor ail.'* 

"Noa, noa, he be fast enough, never fear," rejoined the 
othor, ** fiticking like a snig at the bottom o' the pond ; and 
dang him he deserves it, for he's slipp'd out of our fingers 
like a snig often enough to-night. But come, let's be stump- 
ing, and give poor Hugh Badger a helping hand." 

Whereupon, they returned to the assistance of the wounded 
and discomfited keeper. 
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IV. 

THE HALL. 

1 am rîgîit against my hoaso — seat of my ancestors. — Toricahire Tragedy. 

RooKwooD Place was a fine, old, irregular pile, of consi- 
dérable size, presenting a rich, picturesque outline, with its 
innmnerable gable ends, its fantastical coigns, and tall crest 
of twisted chimneys. There was no unifonnity of style 
about tbe building, y et tbe gênerai effect was pleasing and 
beautiful. Its very irregularity constituted a charm. No- 
thing except convenience had been consulted in its construc- 
tion : additions bad f rom time to time been made to it, but 
everything dropped into its proper place, and, without appa- 
rent effort or design, grew into an ornament, and heightened 
the beauty of the whole. It was, in short, one of those 
glorious manorial houses that sometimes unexpectedly greet 
us in our wanderings, and gladden us like the discovery of a 
hidden treasure. Some such ancestral hall we hâve occasion- 
ally encountered, in unlooked-for quarters, in our native 
county of Lancaster, or in its smiling sister shire ; and never 
without feelings of intense delight, rejoicing to behold the 
freshness of its antiquity, and the greenness of its old âge. 
For, be it observed in passing, a Cheshire or Lancashire hall, 
time-honoured though it be, with its often-renovated black 
and white squares, fancifully fiUed up with trefoils and 
quatrefoils, rosettes, and other figures, seems to bear its 
years so lightly, that its âge, so far from detracting from 
its beauty, only lends it a grâce ; and the same mansion, to 
aU outward appearance, fresh and perfect as it existed in the 
days of good Queen Bess, may be seen in admirable pré- 
servation in the days of the youthful Victoria. Such is 
Bramall — such Moreton, and many another we might 
instance ; the former of thèse houses may, perhaps, be in- 
stanced as the best spécimen of its class (and its class, in our 
opinion, is the best) to be met with in Cheshire, considered 
with référence either to the finished décoration of its exterior, 
rich in the chequered colouring we hâve alluded to, preserved 
with a care and neatness almost Dutch, or to the consistent 
taste exhibited by its possessor in the restoration and main- 
tenance of ail its original and truly national beauty within 
doors. As an illustration of old English hospitality (that 
real, hearty hospitality for which the squirearchy of this 
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couiitry was once so famous — ah ! why hâve they bartered it 
for othcr customs, less substantially English?), it .may be 
mentioned, that a road conducted the passenger directly 
through the great hall of this house, literally " of entertain- 
ment/' where, if he listed, strong aie and other refreshments 
awaited his acceptance, and courted his stay. Well might 
old King, the Cheshire historian, in the pride of his honest 
heart, exclaim, "/ know divers men, who are lut farmers^ 
that in fheir househeejping may compare tviih a lord or baron 
in some countries heyond the seas ; — yea, aUhough I named a 
higher degree, I were abîe to justify it.'* We hâve no such 
" golden farmers " in thèse degenerate days ! 

The mansion was originaUy built by Sir Ranulph de Eook- 
wood (or, as it was then written, Eokewode), the first of the 
name, a stont Yorkist, who flourished in the reign of Edward 
the Fo.urth, and received the f air domain and broad lands npon 
which the édifice was raised, from his sovereign, in reward 
for good service ; retiring thither in the décline of lif e, at the 
close of the wars of the Roses, to sequestrate himself from 
scènes of strife, and to consnlt his spiritual weal in the 
érection and endowment of the neighbouring church. It ^ 
was of mixed architecture, and combined the peculiarities of 
each successive era. Eetaining some of the sterner features 
of earlier days, the period ère yet the embattled manor-house 
peculiar to the reigns of the later Henrys had been merged in 
the graceful and peaceable hall, the résidence of the Eook- 
woods had early anticipated the gentler characteristics of a 
later day, though it could boast little of that exubérance of 
external omament, luxuriance of design, and prodigality 
of beauty, which, under the sway of the virgin queen, dis- 
tinguished the résidence of the wealthier English landowner, 
and rendered the hall of Elizabeth, properly so called, the 
pride and boast of our domestic architecture. 

The site selected by Sir Eanulph for his habitation had 
been already occupied by a vast fabric of oak, which he in 
part removed, though some vestiges might stiU be traced of 
that ancient pile. A massive édifice succeeded with gâte and 
tower, court and moat complète, substantial enough, one 
would hâve thought, to hâve endured for centuries. But even 
this ponderous structure grew into disuse, and Sir Ranulph's 
successors, remodelling, repairing, almost rebuilding the whole 
mansion, in the end so metamorphosed its aspect, that at last 
little of its original and distinctive character remained. Still, 
as we said before, it was a fine old house; though some 
changes had taken place for the worse, which could not be 
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.readily pardoued bj tlio ojo of taste ; as, for instance, the 
Jeep embajed Windows had dwindled into modemised case- 
ments, of lighter construction ; the wide porch, with its flight 
of steps leading to the great hall of entrance, had yielded to 
a narrow door ; and the broad, quadrangular court was suc- 
ceeded by a gravel drive. Yet, despite of ail thèse changes, 
the house of the Rookwoods, for an old house (and, after ail, 
what is like an old house?), was no undesirable, or uncon- 
genial abode for any worshipful country gentleman, " who 
had a great estate." 

The hall was situated near the base of a gcntly declining 
hill, terminating a noble avenue of limes, and partially 
embosomed in an immémorial wood of the same timber, whicn 
had given its name to the family that dwelt amongst its 
rook-haunted shades. Descending the avenue, at the point 
of access afforded by a road that wound down the hill-side, 
towards a village distant about half a mile, as you advanced, 
the eye was first arrested by a singular octagonal turret of 
brick, of more récent construction than the house ; and in ail 
probability occupying the place where the bartizan*d gateway 
stood of yore. This tower rose to a height corresponding 
with the roof of the mansion ; and was embellished on the 
side facing the house with a flamingly gilt dial, peering, like 
an impudent observer, at ail that passed within doors. Two 
apartments, which it contained, were appropriated to the 
house- porter. Despoiled of its martial honours, the gateway 
still displayed the achievements of the family — ^the rook and 
the fatal branch — carved in granité, which had resisted the 
storms of two centuries, though stained green with moss, and 
mapped over with lichens. To the left, overgrown with ivy, 
and peeping from out a tuft of trees, appeared the hoary 
Bunmiit of a dovecot, indicating the near neighbourhood of an 
ancient barn, contemporary with the earliest dwelling-house ; 
and of a little v^^orld of offices and out-buildings buried in the 
thickness of the foliage. To the right was the garden — 
the pleasaunce of the place — formai, précise, old fashioned, 
artificial, yet exquisite — (for commend us to the bygone, 
beautiful English garden — really a garden — not that mixture 
of park, meadow, and wildemess,* brought up to one's very 

* Payno Km'gat, tbe Ecourge of Eepton and Lis school, speaking of tho 
licence indnlged in by the modem landâcape gardeners, thus vents bis indig- 
nation : 

But bero, once more, ye rural muses weep 

Tbe ivy*d balustrade, and terrace steep ; 

Walls, mellowed into harmony by time, 

On wbicb f antastic creepeift xiaed \x> ^^icc^ \ 
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readily pardoned bj tlic ejo of taste ; as, for instance, the 
Jeep embajed Windows had dwindled into modemised case- 
ments, of ligliter construction ; the wide porch, with its flight 
of steps leading to the great hall of entrance, had yielded to 
a narrow door ; and the broad, quadrangular court was suc- 
ceeded bj a gravel drive. Yet, despite of aU thèse changes, 
the house of the Rookwoods, for an old house (and, after ail, 
what is Hke an old house?), was no undesirable, or uncon- 
genial abode for any worshipful country gentleman, " who 
had a great estate." 

The haU was situated near the base of a gently declining 
hill, terminating a noble avenue of limes, and partially 
embosomed in an immémorial wood of the same timber, which 
had given its name to the family that dwelt amongst its 
rook-haunted shades. Descending the avenue, at the point 
of access afforded by a road that wound down the hill-side, 
towards a village distant about half a mile, as you advanced, 
the eye was fîrst arrested by a singular octagonal turret of 
brick, of more récent construction than the house ; and in ail 
probability occupying the place where the bartizan'd gateway 
stood of yore. This tower rose to a height corresponding 
with the roof of the mansion ; and was embellished on the 
side facing the house with a flamingly gilt dial, peering, like 
an impudent observer, at ail that passed within doors. Two 
apartments, which it contained, were appropriated to the 
house- porter. Despoiled of its martial honours, the gateway 
still displayed the achievements of the family — the rook and 
the fatal branch — carved in granité, which had resisted the 
storms of two centuries, though stained green with moss, and 
mapped over with lichens. To the left, overgrown with ivy, 
and peeping from out a tuft of trees, appeared the hoary 
summit of a dovecot, indicating the near neighbourhood of an 
ancient barn, contemporary with the earliest dwelling-house ; 
and of a little world of offices and out-buildings buried in the 
thickness of the foliage. To the right was the garden — 
the pleasaunce of the place — formai, précise, old fashioned, 
artificial, yet exquisite — (for commend us to the bygone, 
beautiful English garden — really a garden — not that mixture 
of park, meadow, and wilderness,* brought up to one's very 

* Payno Knigat, the Ecourge of Repton and bis school, speaking of tho 
licence indnlged in by the modem landscape gardeners, thus vents bis indig- 
nation : 

But bero, once more, ye rural muses weep 

Tbe ivy*d balustrade, and terrace steep ; 

Walls, mellowed into barmony by time, 

On wbicb fantastic creepers used to cAixdV) \ 
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"Windows — ^whicli, since the days of the innovators, Kent, and 
his "bold associâtes/' Capability Brown and Co., has obtained 
so largely) — this was a garden ! There might be seen the 
stately terraces, such as Watteau, and our own Wilson, in 
his earlier works, painted — the trim alleys exhibiting ail the 
triiunphs of Topiarian art — 

The sidelong walls 
Of staven yew ; the holly's prickly arms, 
Trimm'd into high arcades ; the tonsile box 
Wove in mosaic mode of many a curl, 
Around tho figured carpet of the lawn,* 

the gayest of parterres and greenest of lawns, with its ad- 
monitory sun-dial, its marble basin in the centre, its f ountain, 
and conched water-god, the quaint snmmer-house, snrmounted 
with its gilt vane, the statue, glimmeiing from ont its covert 
of leaves, the cool cascade, the ums, the bowers, and a 
hundred luxnries beside, snggested and contrived by Art to 
render Nature most enjoyable, and to enhance the récréative 
delights of home-out-of-doors (for such a garden should be), 
with least sacrifice of in-door comf ort and convenience. 

When Epicurus to the world had tanght, 
That pleasure was the chiefest good 
(And was perhaps i' th' right, if rightly understood), 

His life he to his doctrine hronght — 

And in his garden's shade that sovereign pleasure soughf.t 

Ail thèse delights might once hâve been enjoyed. But at 
the time of which we write, this fair garden was for the most 
part a waste. 111 kept, and unregarded, the gay parterres 
were disfigured with weeds ; grass grew on the grave! walk ; 
several of the urns were overthrown ; the hour upon the dial 
was untold ; the f ountain was choked up, and the smooth- 
shaven lawn only rescued, it would seem, from the gênerai 
fate, that it might answer the purpose of a bowling-green, 
as the implements of that game, scattered about, plainly 
testified. 

Diverging from the garden to the house, we hâve before 
remarked that the more ancient and characteristic features of 
the place had been, for the most part, destroyed ; less by the 

While statues, labyrinths, and alleys pent 
Within their bounds, at least were innocent ! — 
Our modem tastc (alas !) no limit knows ; 
O'er hill, o'er dale, through wood and field it Cowi 
Spreading o'er ail its unprolific spawn, 
In neyer-ending sheets of vapid lawn.— 

The Landscape, a didactic Poerrif 
addressed to Uvedale Price, Eaq, 
* Mason's English Garden. f Cowley. 
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band of time than to suit the tastes of différent proprietors. 
This, however, was not so observable in the eastem wing, 
which overlooked tîie garden. Hère might be discemed manj 
indications of its antiquity. The strength and solidity of 
the walls, which had not been, as elsewhere, masked with 
brickwork ; the low, Tudor arches ; the mullioned bars of the 
Windows — ail attested its âge. This wing was occupied by 
an upper and lower gallery, communicating with suites of 
chambers, for the most part deserted, excepting one or two, 
which were used as dormitories ; and another little room on 
the ground-floor, with an oriel window opening upon the 
lawn, and commanding the prospect beyond — a favourite 
resort of the late Sir Piers. The interior was curions for its 
honeycomb ceiling, deeply moulded in plaster, with the arms 
and alliances of the Eookwoods. In the centre was the royal 
blazon of Elizabeth, who had once honoured the hall with a 
visit during a progress, and whose cipher (£. la» was also dis- 
played upon the immense plate of iron which formed the 
fire-grate. 

To retum, for a moment, to the garden, which we linger 
about as a bee around a flower. Below the lawn there was 
another terrace, edged by a low balustrade of stone, com- 
manding a lovely view of park, water, and woodland. High- 
hanging woods waved in the foreground, and an extensive 
sweep of flat, champaign country, stretched ont to meet a 
Une of blue, hazy hiUs bounding the distant horizon. 



CHAPTEE V. 

SIR BEGINALD EOOKWOOD. 



IJn homme qtii changeait de femmes, comme une femme de robes. Il r^n- 
dia la première, il fit couper la tête à la seconde, il fit ouvrir le ventre à la 
troisième : quant à la quatrième, il lui fit grâce, il la chassa ; mais en revanche 
il fit couper la tête à la cinquième. Ce n'est pas le conte de Barbe-Bleue que 
je TOUS fais là, c'est l'histoire.— Victor Huac— ilfarie Tudor, 

From the house to its inhabitants, the transition is natural. 
Besides the connection between them, there were many 
points of resemblance ; many family features in common ; 
there was the same melancholy grandeur, the same character 
of romance, the same fantastical display. Nor were the 
secret passages, peculiar to the one, wanting to the history of 
the other. Both had their mysteries. One blot there was i». 
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thé otherwise proud escuteheon of tlie Rookwoods, that 
dimmed its splendeur, and made pale its pretensions : their 
Sun was eclipsed in blood from its rising to its meridian ; and 
se it seemed would be its setting. This foui reproach 
attached to ail the race ; none escaped it. Traditional 
rumeurs were handed down from father to son, tbroughout 
the county, and, like aU ether rumeurs, bad taken to them- 
selves wings, and flown abroad : tlieir crimes became a by- 
word. How was it they escaped punishnient ? How came 
they to évade the hand of justice ? Proof was ever wanting ; 
justice was eyer baffled. They were a stem and stiff-necked 
people of indomitable pride and resolution, with, for the 
most part, force of character sufficient to enable them to 
breast difficulties and dangers that would hâve overwhelmed 
ordinary individuals. No quality is so advantageous to its 
possessor as firmness ; and the determined energy of the 
Eookwoods bore them harmless through a sea of troubles. 
Besides, they were wealthy ; lavish even to profusion ; and 
gold will do much, if skilfully administered. Yet, despite ail 
^is, a dark ominous cloud settled over their house, and men 
wondered when the vengeance of Heaven, so long delayed, 
would fall, and consume it. 

Possessed of considérable landed property, once extending 
over nearly half the West Eiding of Yorkshire, the family 
increased in power and importance for an uninterrupted 
séries of years, until the outbreak of that intestine discord 
which ended in the civil wars, when the espousal of the 
royalist party, with sword and substance, by Sir Ralph 
Eookwood, the then lord of the mansion (a dissolute, de- 
praved personage, who, however, had been made a Knight of 
the Bath at the coronation of Charles the First), ended in 
his own destruction at Naseby, and the wreck of much of 
his property ; a loss which the gratitude of Charles the 
Second on his restoration did not fail to make good to Sir 
Ralph's youthful heir, Eeginald. 

Sir Eanulph Eookwood left two sons, Eeginald and Alan. 
The fate of the latter was buried in obscurity. Il was even 
a mystery to his family. He was, it was said, a youth of 
much promise, and of gentle manners ; who, having made an 
imprudent match, from jealoasy, or some other motive, 
deserted his wife, and fled his country. Varions reasons 
were a'^signed for his conduct. Amongst others, it was 
stated that the object of Alan's jcalous suspicions was his 
elder brother, Eeginald ; and that it was the discovery of his 
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wife's infidelity in this quarter, which occasioned his sudden 
disappearance with his infant daugliter. Some said lie died 
abroad. Others, that he had appeared again for a brief 
space at thé hall. But ail now concurred in a belief of his 
decease. Of his child nothing was known. His inconstant 
wife, after enduring for some years the agonies of remorse, 
abandoned by Sir Eeginald, and neglected by her own 
relatives, put an end to her existence by poison. This is ail 
that could be gathered of the story, or the misfortunes of 
Alan Rookwood. 

The young Sir Eeginald had attended Charles, in the cha- 
racter of page, during his exile ; and if he could not requite 
the dévotion of the son, by absolutely reinstating the fallen 
fortunes of the father, the monarch could at least accord him 
the fostering influence of his f avour and countenance ; and 
bestow upon him certain lucrative situations in his house- 
hold, as an eamest of his good-will. And thus much he did. 
Eemarkable for his personal attractions in youth, it is not to 
be wondered at, that we should find the name of Eeginald 
Eookwood recorded in the scandalous chronicles of the day, 
as belonging to a cavalier of infinité address and discrétion, 
matchless wit, and marvellous pleasantry; and eminent 
beyond his peers for his successes with some of the most 
distinguished beauties who ornamented that brilliant and 
voluptuous court. 

A career of élégant dissipation ended in matrimony. His 
first match was unpropitious. Foiled in his attempts upon 
the chastity of a lady of great beauty and high honour, he 
was rash enough to marry her ; rash, we say, for from that 
fatal hour ail became as darkness ; the curtain feU upon the 
comedy of his life, to rise to tragic horrors. When passion 
subsided, repentance awoke, and he became anxious for 
deliverance from the fetters he had so heedlessly imposed on 
himself, and on his unfortunate dame. 

The hapless lady of Sir Eeginald was a fair and fragile 
créature, floating in the eddying current of existence, and 
hurried to destruction as the summer go^samer is swept 
away by the rude breeze, ^nd lost for ever. So beautiful, so 
gentle was she, that if 

Son'ow bad not made 
Sorrow more beautiful than Beaniy'B self, 

it would hâve been difficult to say whether the charm of 
softness and sweetness was more to be admired than her 

D 2 
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faultless Personal attractions. But when a tinge of inelan- 
choly came saddening and shading the once smootli and 
smiling brow ; when tears dimmed the blue beanty of those 
deep and tender eyes ; when hot, hectic flushes supplied the 
place of healthful bloom, and despair took possession of her 
heart, then was it seen what was the charm of Lady Rook- 
wood, if charm that conld be called, which was a saddening 
sight to see, and melted the beholder's soûl within him. Ail 
acknowledged, that exquisite as she had been before, the sad, 
sweet lady was now more exquisite still. 

Seven moons had waned and flown — seven bitter, tearful 
moons— and each day Lady Eookwood*s situation claimed 
more soothing attention at the hand of her lord. About this 
time his wife*s brother, whom he hated, returned from the 
Dutch wars. Struck with his sister's altered appearance, he 
readily divined the cause ; indeed, aU tongues were eager to 
proclaim it to him. Passionately attached to her, Lionel 
Vavasour implored an explanation of the cause of his sister's 
griefs. The bewildered lady answered evasively, attributing 
her wobegone looks to any other cause than her husband's 
cruelty ; and pressing her brother, as he valued her peace, 
her affection, never to allude to the subject again. The fiery 
youth departed. He next sought out iiis brother-in-law, 
and taxed him sharply with his inhumanity, adding threats 
to his upbraidings. Sir Reginald listened silently and calmly. 
When the other had finished, with a sarcastic obeisance, he 
replied, " Sir, I am much beholden for the trouble y ou hâve 
taken in your sister's behalf. But when she intrusted her- 
self to my keeping, she relinquished, I conceive, ail claim on 
your guardianship : however, 1 thank you for the trouble 
you hâve taken ; but, for your own sake, I would venture to 
caution you against a répétition of interférence like the 
présent." 

" And I, sir, caution you. See that you give heed to my 
words, or, by the Heaven above us, I will enforce attention 
to them." 

" You will find me, sir, as prompt at ail times to défend 
my conduct, as I am imalterable in my purposes. Your 
sister is my wif e. What more would you hâve ? Were she 
a harlot, you should hâve her back and welcome. The fool 
is virtuous. Devise some scheme, and take her with you 
hence — so you rid me of her I am content." 

" Rookwood, you are a villain." And Vavasour spat upon 
his brother's cheek. 

Bit Eeginald's eyes blazed. His sword started from \i% 
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scabbard. " Défend yourseif ," he exclaimed furiously 
attacking Vavasour. Pass after pass was excùanged. Fierce 
thrusts were made and parried. Feint and appeal, tbe most 
desperate and dexterous, were resorted to. Their swords 
glanœd like lightning flashes. In the struggle the blades 
became entangled. There was a moment's cessation. Each 
glanced at tbe other witb deadlj, inextingnisbable hâte. 
Both were admirable masters of tte art of defence. Botb 
were so brimf ul of wrath as to be regardless of conséquences. 
They tore back their weapons. Vavasour 's blade shivered. 
He was at the mercy of his adversary — an adversary who 
knew no mercy. Sir Reginald passed his rapier through his 
brother*s body. The hilt struck against his ribs. 

Sir Reginald's ire was Mndled, not extinguished, by the 
deed he had done. Like the tiger, he had tasted blood — like 
the tiger he* thirsted for more. He sought his home. He 
was greeted by his wife. Terrified by his looks, she yet 
summoned courage sufl&cient to approach him. She embraced 
his arm — she clasped his hand. Sir Eeginald smiled. His 
smile was cutting as his dagger's edge. 

" What ails y ou, sweetheart ?'' said he. 

" I know not ; your smile frightens me." 

" My smile frightens you — fool ! be thankful that I frown 
not." 

"Oh! do not frown. Be gentle, my Eeginald, as you 
were when I first knew you. Smile not so coldly, but as you 
did then, that I may, for one instant, dream you love me." 

" Silly wench ! There — I do smile." 

" That smile chills me — freezes me. Oh, Eeginald ! could 
you but know what I hâve endured this morning, on your 
account. My brother Lionel has been hère." 

"Indeed!" 

" Nay, look not so. He insisted on knowing the reason of 
my altered appearance." 

" And no doubt you made him acquaintèd with the cause. 
You told him your version of the story." 

" Not a Word, as I hope to live." 

" A lie !" 

" By my truth, no." 

" A lie, I say. He avouched it to me himself ." 

" Lnpossible ! He could not — would not disobey me.** 

Sir Eeginald laughed bitterly. 

" He would not, I am sure, give utterance to any scandai," 
continued Lady E<)okwood. " You say this but to try me, do 
you not? — ^ha! what is this? Your hand ia \Aooâcj. Xwjl 
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hâve not harmed Mm? He is safe? Wliose blood is 
this ?" 

" Tour brother spat upon my cheelc. I hâve washed out 
the stain,*' replied Sir Reginald, coldly. 

" Then it ts his," shrieked Lady Rookwood, pressing her 
hands shudderingly before lier eyes. " Is he dead — dead ?" 

Sir Eeginald turned away. 

" Stay," she cried, exerting her feeble strength to retain 
him, and becoming white as ashes, " abide and hear me. You 
hâve killed me, I feel, by your iinkindness. I hâve striven 
against it, but it wonld not avail. I am sinking fast — dying. 
I, who loved you, only you; yea, one beside — my brother, 
and you hâve slain him. Your hands are dripping in his 
blood, and I hâve kissed them — ^have clasped them. And 
now," continued she, with an energy that shook Sir Eegi- 
nald, " I hâte you — I abhor you — I renounce you — for ever ! 
May my dying words ring in your ears on your deathbed, for 
that hour mZ/ come. You cannot shun that, Then, think of 
him ! think of meP* 

" Away !" interrupted Sir Eeginald, endeavouring to shake 
her off . 

" I will not away ! 1 will chng to you — will curse you. 
My unborn child shall live to curse you — to requite you — to 
visit my wrongs on you and yours. Weak as I am, you shall 
not cast me off. You shall leam to fear even wig." 

" I fear nothing living, much less a frantic woman." 

" Fear the dead, then." 

" Hence ! or by the God above us " 

" Never !" 

There was a struggle — a blow — and the wretched lady 
sank, shrieking, upon the floor. Convulsions seized her. A 
mother's pains succeeded fierce and fast. She spoke no 
more, but died within the hour, giving birth to a female 
child. 

Eleanor Eookwood became her father's idol — her father's 
bane. Ail the love he had to bestow was centred in her. She 
retumed it not. She fled from his caresses. With ail her 
mother's beauty, she had ail her father's pride. Sir Eegi- 
nald*s every thought was for his daughter — for her aggran- 
disement. In vain. She seemed only to endure him, and 
while his affection waxed stronger, and entwined itself round 
her alone, she withered beneath his embraces as the shrub 
withers in the clasping f olds of the parasite plant. She grew 
towards womanhood. Suitors thronged around her — gentle 
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and noble ones. Sir Reginald watched tliem witli a jealous 
eye. He was wealthy, powerful, high in royal favour, — and 
conld make liis own élection. He did so. For the first time, 
Eleanor promised obédience to bis wisbes. Tbey accorded 
witb ber own bumour. Tbe day was appointed. It came. 
But witb it came not tbe bride. Sbe bad fled, witb tbe 
bumblest and tbe meanest of tbe pretcnders to ber band — 
witb one upon wbom Sir Reginald supposed sbe bad not 
deigned to cast ber eyes. Ho endeavonred to forget ber, 
and, to ail outward seeming, was successful in tbe effort. 
But be felt tbat tbe curse was upon bim, tbe undying flame 
scorcbed bis beart. Once and once only tbey met again, in 
France, wbitber sbe bad wandered. It was a dread encounter 
terrible to botb; but most so to Sir Eeginald. He spoke 
not of ber afterwards. 

Sbortly after tbe deatb of bis first wife, Sir Reginald bad 
made proposais to a dowager of distinction, witb a bandsome 
jointure, one of bis early attacbments, and was, witbout 
scruple, accepted. Tbe power of tbe family migbt tben be 
said to be at its zenitb ; and but for certain untoward circum- 
stances, and tbe growing influence of bis enemies, Sir Eeginald 
would bave been elevated to tbe peerage. Like most reformed 
spendtbrifts, be bad become proportionately avaricious, and 
bis mind seemed engrossed in accumulating wealtb. In tbe 
mean time, bis second wife f ollowed ber predecessor ; dying, 
it was said, of vexation and disappointment. 

Tbe propensity to matrimony, always a distinguisbing 
cbaracteristic of tbe Rookwoods, largely displayed itself in 
Sir Eeginald. Anotber dame f ollowed — equally ricb, younger, 
and far more beautiful tban ber immédiate predecessor. Sbe 
was a prodigious flirt, and soon set ber busband at défiance. 
Sir Eeginald did not condescend to expostulate. It was not 
bis way. He effectually prevented any récurrence of ber 
indiscrétions. Sbe was removed, and witb ber expired Sir 
Eeginald's waning popularity. So strong was tbe expression 
of odium against bim, tbat be tbougbt it prudent to retire to 
bis mansion in tbe coimtry, and tbere altogetber seclude bim- 
self . One anomaly in Sir Eeginald's otberwise utterly selfisb 
cbaracter was uncompromising dévotion to tbe bouse of Stuart ; 
and sbortly after tbe abdication of James tbe Second, be 
foUowed tbat monarcb to St. Germains, baving previously 
mixed largely in secret politieal intrigues ; and only retumed 
from tbe Frencb court to lay bis bones witb tbose of bis 
ancestry, in tbe family vault at Eookwood. 
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VI. 

SIB PIEBS BOOKWOOD. 

My old master kept a good honse, and twenty 
Or thirty tall sword and bnckler men about 
Him ; and in faith his son différa not much ; 
He will hâve métal too ; thongh he has no 
Store of entiers' blades, he wiU hare plen^ 
Of vintners* pots. His father kept a good 
Honse for honest men, his tenants that brought 
Him in part ; and his son keeps a bad honse 
With knayes that help to consnme ail : 'tis bnt 
The change of time : why shonld any man repino 
At it P Crickets, good loving and lucky worms, 
Were wont to f oed, sing, and rejoice in the 
Father's chimncv ; and now carrion crows bnild 
In the son's kitchen. 

WiLKiNS. — Miseries of Enforced Marriage, 

SiB Eeginald died, leaving issue three children, a daughter, 
the before-mentioned Eleanor (who, entirely discountenanced 
by the family, had been seemingly forgotten by ail but lier 
father), and two sons by his third wife. Eeginald, the eldest, 
whose military taste had early procured him the conunand of 
a Company of horse, and whose politics did not coalesce with 
those of his sire, fell, during his father' s lifetime, at Killie- 
cranlde, imder the banners of William. Piers, therefore, the 
second son, succeeded to the title. 

A very différent character, in many respects, from his 
father and brother, holding in suprême dislike courts and 
courtiers, party warfare, poHtical intrigue, and ail the subtle- 
ties of Jesuitical diplomacy ; neither having any inordinate 
relish for camps or campaigns ; Sir Piers Rookwood yet dis- 
played in early life one family propensity, viz., imremitting 
dévotion to the sex. Among his other mistresses was the 
unfortunate Susan Bradley, to whom by some he was sup- 
posed to hâve been clandestinely united. In early youth, as 
has been stated. Sir Piers professed the faith of Eome, but 
shortly after the death of his beautiful mistress (or wife, as it 
might be), having quarrelled with his father' s conf essor, 
Checkley, he publicly abjured his hérésies. Sir Piers subse- 
quently allied himseK to Maud, only daughter of Sir Thomas 
D'Aubeny, the last of a line as proud and intolérant as his 
own. The tables were then turned. Lady Rookwood usurped 
sovereign sway over her lord, and Sir Piers, a cipher in his 
own house, scarce master of himself , much less of his dame, 
endured an existence so misérable, that he was often heard to 
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regret, in his cups, that he had not inherited, witli the estate 
of his forefathers, the family secret of shaking off the matri- 
monial yoke, when f ound to press too hardly. 

At the onset, Sir Piers struggled hard to burst his bondage. 
But in vain — ^he was fast fettered ; and only bruised himself, 
liked the caged lark, against the bars of his prison house. 
Abandoning ail further effort at émancipation, he gave him- 
self up to the usual resource of a weak mind, debauchery ; 
and drank so deeply to drown his cares, that, in the end, his 
haie constitution yielded to his excesses. It was even said, 
that remorse at his abandonment of the faith of his fathers 
had some share in his misery ; and that his old spiritual, and 
if report spoke truly, sinful adviser, Father Checkley, had 
visited him secretly at the hall. Sir Piers was observed to 
shudder, whenever the priest's name was mentioned. 

Sir Piers Eookwood was a good-humoured man in the 
main, had little of the old family leaven about him, and was 
esteemed by his associâtes. Of late, however, his temper 
became soured, and his friends deserted him ; for, between 
his domestic annoyances, remorseful feelings, and the inroads 
already made upon his constitution by constant inebriety, he 
grew so desperate and insane in his revels, and committed 
such fearful extravagances, that even his boon companions 
shrank from his orgies. Fearful were the scènes between 
him and Lady Eookwood upon thèse occasions — appalling to 
the witnesses, dreadful to themselves. And it was, perhaps, 
their fréquent récurrence, that, more than anything else, 
banished aU décent society from the hall. 

At the time of Sir Piers*s decease, which brings us down 
to the date of our story, his son and successor, Ranulph, was 
absent on his travels. Shortly after the completion of his 
academical éducation, he had departed to make the tour of 
the Continent, and had been absent rather better than a year. 
He had quitted his father in displeasure, and was destined 
never again to see his face while living. The last intelligence 
received of young Eookwood was from Bordeaux, whence it 
was thought he had departed for the Pyrénées. A spécial 
messenger had been despatched in search of him, with tidings 
of the melancholy event. But, as it was deemed improbable 
by Lady Eookwood that her son could return within any 
reasonable space, she gave directions for the accomplishment 
of the funeral rites of her husband on the sixth night after 
his decease (it being the custom of the Eookwoods over to 
inter their dead at midnight), intrusting theii* solemnizatioii 
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entirely to the care of one of Sir Piers's hangers-on (Doctor 
Titus Tyrconncl), for whicli she was greatlj scandalized in the 
neighbourliood. 

Eanulph Eookwood was a youth of goodly promise. Tlie 
stock from which lie sprang would on neither side warrant 
sucli conclusion. But it sometimes happens, tliat from tlie 
darkest éléments are compounded the brightest and subtlest 
substances ; and so it occurred in this instance. Fair, frank, 
and f ree — gênerons, opeuj unsuspicious — ^he seemed the very 
opposite of ail his race — their antagonizing principle. Ca- 
priciously indulgent, his f ather had allowed him ample means, 
neither curbing nor restraining his expenditure ; acceding at 
one moment to every inclination ; and the next irresolutely 
opposing it. It was impossible, therefore, for him, in such a 
state of things, to act decidedly, without incurring his f ather's 
displeasure ; and the only measure he resolved upon, which 
was to absent himself for a time, was conjectured to hâve 
brought about the resuit he had endeavoured to avoid. 
Other reasons, however, there were, which secretly influ- 
enced him, which it will be our business in due time to 
détail. 



VII. 

THE EETUEN. 



Flam. How croaks tho raven ? 

la our good Dacliess dcad P 
Lod. Dcad. Websteb. 

The time of the sad cérémonial drew nigh. The hurrying 
of the domestics to and fro ; the multif arious arrangements 
for the night ; the distribution of the melancholy trappings, 
and the discussion of the " funeral baked méats" fumished 
abundant occupation within doors. Without, there was a 
constant stream of the tenantry, thronging down the avenue, 
mixed with an occasional horseman, once or twice intercepted 
by a large lumbering carriage, bringing friends of the de- 
ceased, some really anxious to pay the last tribute of regard, 
but the majority attracted by the anticipated spectacle of a 
funeral by torchlight. There were others, indeed, to whom it 
was not matter of choice ; who were compelled, by a vassal 
tenure of their lands, held of the house of Eookwood, to lend 
a shoulder to the coffîn^ and a hand to the torch, on the bunal 
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of itfl lord. Of thèse there was a plcntiful mustcr collected 
in the hall ; they were to be marshalled by Peter Bradley, 
who was deemed to be well skilled in the proceedings, having 
been présent at two solemnities of the kind. That mysterious 
personage, however, had not made his appearance — ^to the 
great dismay of the assemblage. Scouts were sent in search 
of hrm, but they retumed with the intelligence that the 
door of his habitation was f astened, and its inmate apparently 
absent. No other tidings of the truant sexton could be 
obtained. 

It was a sultry August evening. No breeze was stirrîng 
in the garden; no cool dews refreshed the parched and 
heated earth ; yet from the languishing flowers rich sweets 
exhaled. The plash of a fountain fell pleasantly upon the 
ear, conveying in its sound a sensé of freshness to the fervid 
air ; while deep and drowsy murmurs hummed heavily 
beneath the trees, making the twilight slumbrously musical. 
The westering sun, which had filled the atmosphère with flame 
throughout the day, was now wildly setting ; and, as he sank 
behind the hall, its varied and picturesque tracery became 
eaeh instant more darkly and distinctly defined against the 
cnmson sky. 

At this juncture a little gâte, commimicating with the 
chase, was thrown open, and a young manentered the garden, 
passing through the shrubbery, and hurrying rapidly f orward 
till he arrived at a vista opening upon the house. The spot 
at which the stranger halted was marked by a little basin, 
scantily supplied with water, streaming from a lion*s kingly 
jaws. His dress was travel-soiled and dusty ; and his whole 
appearance betokened great exhaustion, from beat and fatigue. 
Seating himself upon an adjoining bench, he threw off his 
riding cap, and unclasped his collar, displaying a finely-turned 
head and neck ; and a countenance which, besides its beauty, 
had that rare nobility of feature which seldom falls to the 
lot of the aristocrat, but is never seen in one of an inferior 
order. A restless disquietude of manner showed that he was 
Buffering from over-excitement of mind,, as well as from 
bodily exertion. His look was wild and hurried ; his black 
ringlets were dashed heedlessly over a pallid, lofty brow, upon 
which care was prematurely written, while his large melan- 
choly eyes were bent, with a look almost of agony, upon 
the house bef ore him. 

After a short pause, and as if struggling against violent 
émotions, and some overwhelming remembronce, the youth 
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arose, and plunged Iiis hand into the basin, appljing the 
moist élément to his bnrning brow. Apparently becoming 
more calm, he bent his steps towards the hall, when two 
figures suddenly issuing from an adjoining copse, arrested 
his progress ; neither saw him. Muttering a hurried fare- 
well, one of the figures disappeared within the shrubbery, 
and the other, confronting the Etranger, displayed the harsh 
features and gaunt form of Peter Bradley. Had Peter 
encountered the dead Sir Piers in corporeal form, he could 
not hâve manfested more surprise than he exhibited, for an 
instant or two, as he shrunk back from the stranger*s path. 



vm. 

AN lEISH ADVENTUBEE. 

Seapin. A most outrageons, roaringfellow, with a swelled red face inflamed 
with hTSLnàj.—Cheata of 8capin. 

An hour or two prior to the incident just narrated, in a 
small cosy apartment of the hall, nominally devoted to jus- 
ticiary business by its late owner, but, in reality, used as a 
sanctum, snuggery, or smoking-room, a singular trio were 
assembled, f raught with the ulterior purpose of attending the 
obsequies of their deceased patron and friend, though imme- 
diately occupied in the discussion of a magnum of excellent 
claret, the bouquet of which perfumed the air, like the fra- 
grance of a bed of violets. 

This little room had been poor Sir Piers's favourite retreat. 
It was, in fact, the only room in the house that he could call 
his own ; and thither would he often, with pipe and punch, 
beguile the flagging hours, secure from interruption. A snug, 
old-fashioned apartment it was ; wainscoted with rich black 
oak ; with a fine old cabinet of the same material, and a line 
or two of crazy, worm-eaten book-shelves, laden with sundry 
dusty, unconsulted law tomes, and a slight sprinkling of the 
elder divines, equally neglected. The only book, indeed. Sir 
Piers ever read was the " Anatomie of Melancholy," and he 
merely studied Burton because the quaint, racy style of the 
leamed old hypochondriac suited his humour at seasons, and 
gave, a zest to his sorrows, such as the olives lent to his wine. 

Four portraits adomed the walls ; those of Sir Reginald 
Eookwood and his wives. The ladies were attired in the 
flowing drapery of Charles the Secondes day, the snow of 
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fclieir radiant bosoms being somewliat sullied by over-exposure, 
and tbe vermeil tinting of their cheeks darkened by the fumes 
of tobacco. Tbere was a shepherdess, with her taper crook, 
whose large, languishing eyes, ripe, ponting lips, ready to 
melt into kisses, and air of voluptuous abandonment, scarcely 
suited tbe innocent simplicity of her costume. She was por- 
trayed tending a flock of downy sheep, with azuré ribands 
rounds their necks, accompanied by one of those invaluable 
little dogs, whose length of ear, and silkiness of skin, evinced 
him perfect in his breeding ; but whose large-eyed indifférence 
to his charge proved him to be as much out of character with 
his situation as the refined and luxuriant charms of his mis- 
tress were out of keeping with her artless attire. This was 
Sir Piers's mother, the third wife, a beautiful woman, an- 
Bwering to the notion of one who had been somewhat of -a 
flirt in her day. Next to her was a magnificent dame, with 
the throat and ann of a Juno, and a superb bust (the bust 
was then what the bustle is now — a paramount attraction — 
whether the modification be an improvement, we leave to the 
considération of the lovers of the beautiful) — this was the 
dowager. Lastly, there was the lovely and ill-fated Eleanor. 
Every gentle grâce belonging to this unfortunate lady had 
been stamped in undying beauty on the canvas by the hand 
of Lely, breathing a spell on the picture, almost as powerful 
as that which had dwelt around the exquisite original. Over 
the high carved mantelpiece was suspended the portrait of 
Sir Eeginald. It had been painted in early youth ; the 
f eatures were beautiful, disdainf ul — with a fierceness breaking 
through the courtly air. The eyes were very fine, black as 
midnight, and piercing as those of Csesar Borgia, in RaphaeVs 
wonderful picture of the fratricide duke, in the Borghese 
Palace at Rome. They seemed to fascinate the gazer — to 
rivet his glances — to foUow him whithersoever he went — and 
to search into his soûl, as did the dark orbs of Sir Eeginald 
in his lifetime. It was the work likewise of Lely, and had 
ail the fidelity and gracef ul refinement of that great master ; 
nor was the haughty countenance of Sir Eeginald unworthy 
the patrician painter. 

No portrait of Sir Piers was to be met with. But, in lieu 
thereof, depending from a pair of buck's homs, hung the 
worthy knight's stained scarlet coat (the same in which he 
had ridden forth, with the intent to hunt, on the eventful 
occasion detailed by Peter Bradley), his velvet cap, his buck- 
handled whip, and the residue of his équipaient for the chaae. 
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Tlds attire was reviewed with melancholy interest and un- 
affected émotion by the companj, as reminding them f orciLly 
of the departed, of which it seemed a portion. 

The party consisted of the vicar of Rookwood, Doctor Poly- 
phemus Polycarp Small, Doctor Titus Tyrconnel, an emigrant, 
and empirical professor of medicine, from the sister isle, 
whose convivial habits had first introduced him to the hall, 
and afterwards retained him there, and Mr. Codicil Coatos, 
clerk of the peace, attorney-at-law, bailifE, and receiver. We 
were wrong in saying that Tyrconnel was retained. He was 
an impudent, intrusive fellow, whom, having once gained a 
footing in the house, it was impossible to dislodge. He cared 
for no insuit ; perceived no slight, and professed, in her pré- 
sence, the profoundest respect for Lady Rookwood : in short, 
he was ever ready to do anything but départ. 

Sir Piers was one of those people who cannot dine alone. 
He disliked a soHtary repast almost as much as a tête-à-tête 
with his lady. He would hâve been recognised at once as the 
true Amphitryon, had any one been hardy enough to play 
the part of Jupiter. Ever ready to give a dinner, he found a 
difficulty arise, not usually experienced on such occasions — 
there was no one upon whom to bestow it. He had the best 
of wine; kept an excellent table; was himself no niggard 
host ; but his own merits, and those of his cuisine, were for- 
gotten in the invariable pendant to the f east j and the best of 
wine lost its flavour when the last bottle found its way to the 
guest*s head.^ Dine alone Sir Piers would not. And as his 
old friends forsook him, he plunged lower in his search of 
Society; coUecting within his house a class of persons whom 
no one would hâve expected to meet at the hall, nor even its 
owner hâve chosen for his companions, had any choice re- 
mained to him. He did not endure this state of things 
without much outward show of discontent. " Anything for 
a quiet life,*' was his constant saying ; and, like the generality 
of people with whom those words f orm a f avourite maxim, he 
led the most uneasy life imaginable. Endurance, to excite 
commisération, must be uncomplaining — an axiom the ag- 
grieved of the gentle sex should remember. Sir Piers. 
endured, but he grumbled lustily, and was on ail hands voted 
a bore ; domestic grievances, especially if the husband be the 
plaintif?, being the most intolérable of ail mentionable miseries. 
No wonder that his friends deserted him ; still there was 
Titus Tyrconnel ; his ears and lips were ever open to pathos 
and to punch ; se Titus kept his station. Immediately af ter 
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lier husband's démise, it had been Lady Eookwood*8 intention 
to clear the house of ail the " vermin," so she expressed her- 
self, that had so long infested it ; and forciblj to eject Titus, 
and one or two other intruders of the same class. But, in 
conséquence of certain hints received from Mr. Coates, who 
represented the absolute necessity of complying with Sir 
Piers's testamentary instructions, which were particular in 
that respect, she thought proper to defer her intentions until 
after the cérémonial of interment should be completed, and, 
in the mean time, strange to say, committed its arrange- 
ment to ïitus Tyrconnel ; who, ever ready to aceommodate, 
accepted, nothing loth, the charge, and quitted himself 
aàmirably well in his imdertaking : especially, as he said, " in 
the aking and drinking department — the most essential part 
of it ail.*' He kept open house — open dining-room — open 
cellar ; resolved that his patron's f uneral should emulate as 
much as possible an Irish burial on a grand scale, '^ the finest 
sight,** in his opinion, " in the whole world." 

Inflated with the importance of his office, inflamed with 
heat, sat Titus, like a " robustious perriwig-pated" alderman 
after a civic feast. The natural rubicundity of his counte- 
nance was darkened to a deep purple tint, like that of a 
full-blown peony, while his ludicrous dignity was àugmented 
by a shining suit of sables, in which his portly person was 
invested. 

The first magnum had been discussed in solemn silence ; 
the cloud, however, which hung over the conclaye, disap- 
peared under the génial influence of " another and a better" 
Dottle, and gare place to a denser vapour, occasioned by the 
introduction of the pipe and its accompaniments. 

Ensconced in a comfortable old chair (it is not every old 
chair that is comfortable), with pipe in mouth, and in full 
unbuttoned ease, his bushy cauHflower wig laid aside, by 
reason of the heat, reposed Doctor Small. Small, indeed, was 
somewhat of a misnomer, as applied to the worthy doctor, 
who, besides being no diminutive spécimen of his kind, en- 
tertained no insignificant opinion of himself. His height 
was cetainly not remarkable ; but his width of shoulder — his 
sesquipedahty of stomach — and obesity of calf — thèse were 
unique ! Of his origin we know nothing ; but présume he 
must in some way or other hâve been connected with the 
numerous family of " the Smalls," who, according to Chris- 
topher North, f orm the prédominant portion of majikind. In 
appearance, the doctor was short-necked and puffy, with a 
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sodden, pasty face, wHerein were set eyes, whose obliquity of 
vision was, in some measure, redeemed by tlieir expression 
of humour. He was accounted a man of parts and érudition, 
and had obtained high honours at his university. Rigidly 
ortbodox, he abominated the very names of Papists and 
Jacobite ; amongst which heretical herd he classed his 
companion, Mr. Titus Tyrconnel — Ireland being with him 
synonymous with superstition and Catholicism — and erery 
Lrishman rebellions and schismatical. On this head he was 
inclined to be disputatious. His préjudices did not prevent 
him from passing the claret, nor from laughing as heartily as 
a plethoric asthma and sensé of the décorum due to the occa- 
sion would permit, at the quips and quirks of the lrishman, 
who, he admitted, notwithstanding his hérésies, was a pleasant 
fellow in the main. And when, in addition to the flattery, a 
pipe had been insinuated by the officions Titus, at the précise 
moment that Small yeamed for his afternoon's solace, yet 
scrupled to ask for it ; when the door had been made fast, 
and the first whiff exhaled, ail his misgivings vanished, and 
he surrendered himself to the soft séduction. In this elysian 
state we find him. 

" Ah ! you may say that, Doctor Small," said Titus, in 
answer to some observation of the vicar, " that' s a most 
original apophthegm. We ail of us hould our lives by a thrid. 
Och ! many's the sudden finale I hâve seen. Many's the fine 
fellow's heels tripped up unawares, when least expected. 
Death hangs over our heads by a single hair, as your 
révérence says, precisely like the sword of Dan Maclise,* the 
flatterer of Dinnish what-do-you-call-him, ready to fall at a 
moment' s notice, or no notice at ail — eh ? — Mr. Coates. And 
that brings me back again to Sir Piers — poor gentleman — 
ah ! we shan't soon see the like of him again !" 

" Poor Sir Piers !" said Mr. Coates, a small man, in a 
scratch wig, with a face red and round as an applo, and 
almost as diminutive. " It is to be regretted that his over 
conviviaHty should so much hâve hastened his lamented 
démise." 

" Conviviality !" replied Titus ; " no such thing — it was 
apoplexy — extravasation of sarum.*' 

" Extra vase-ation of rum-and-water, you mean," repHed 
Coates, who, like ail his tribe, rejoiced in a quibble. 

" The squire's ailment," continued Titus, *' was a sangui- 
ueouB effusion, as we call it — positive détermination of blood 

* Query, Damocles ? — Frinter's Devil. 
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to the head, occasioned by a low way he got into, juat before 
Ids attack — a confirmed case of hypocliondriasis, as that ould 
book Sir Piers was so fond of terms tbe blue devils. He 
neglected the bottle, which, in a man who bas been a hard 
drmker ail bis life, is a bad sign. The lowering System never 
answers — never. Doctor, l'il just trouble you" — for Small, 
in a fit of absence, had omitted to pass the bottle, though 
not to help himself. " Had he stuck to this" — holding up a 
glass ruby bright — " the elixir vitse — the grand panacea— he 
might bave been haie and hearty at this présent moment, and 
as well as any of us. But he wouldn't be advised. To my 
thinking, as that was the case, he'd hâve been ail the better 
for a little of your reverence's sperrelual advice ; and his 
conscience having been relieved, by confession and absolu- 
tion, he might hâve opened a f resh account with an aisy heart 
and clane breast." 

" I trust, sir," said Small, gravely withdrawing his pipe 
from his lips, " that Sir Piers Eookwood addressed him- 
seK to a higher source than a sinning créature of clay Hke 
himself for remission of his sins ; but, if there was any load 
of secret guilt that might bave weighed heavy upon his con- 
science, it is to be regretted that he refused the last offices 
of the church, and died incommunicate. I was denied ail 
admittance to his chamber.'* 

" Exactly my case," said Mr. Coates, pettishly. " I was 
refused entrance, though my business was of the utmost 
importance — certain dispositions — spécial bequests — ^matter 
connected with his sister — for though the estate is entailed, 
yet still there are charges — ^you understand me — ^very strange 
to refuse to see me. Some people may regret it — may live to 
regret it, I say — that' s aU. Tve just sent up a package to 
Lady Eookwood, which was not to be delivered till after Su* 
Piers's death. Odd circumstance that — been in my custody 
a long while — some reason to think Sir Piers meant to alter 
his will;— ought to bave seen me — sad neglect !" 

" More's the pity. But it was none of poor Sir Piers's 
doing !" replied Titus ; " he had no wiU of his own, poor 
fellow, during his life, and the devil a will was he likely to 
bave after his death. It was ail Lady Eookwood's doing," 
added he, in a whisper. " I, his médical adviser and confi- 
dential friend, was ordered out of the room ; and, although I 
knew it was as much as his life was worth to leave him for a 
moment in that state, I was f orced to comply ; and, would 
you believe it, as I left the room, I heard high words. Tes, 

E 
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doctor, as I hope to be saved, words of anger from lier at 
tliat awful junctnre." 

The latter part of this speecH was uttered in a low tone, 
and very my&terious rnanner. Tbe speakers drew so closely 
together that tîie bowls of their pipes formed a common 
centre, whence tlie stems radiated. A momentary silence 
«ensued, during which each man puffed for very life^ Small 
next knocked thé ashes from his tube, and began to replenisb 
it, coughing significantly. Mr. Coates expelled a tbin, cnrl- 
ing stream of vapour from a minute orifice in tbe corner of 
bis almost invisible moutb, and arcbed bis eyebrows, in a 
singular manner, as if be dared not trust tbe expression of 
bis tbongbts to any otber feature. Titns sbook bis bnge bead, 
and, upon tbe strengtb of a biimper wbicb be swallowed, 
mnstered resolution enougb to unburden bis bosom. 

" By my soid,'^ said be, mysteriously, " Fve seen enougb 
lately to frigbten any quiet gentleman out of bis sensés. l'il 
not get a wink of sleep, I fear, for a week to come. Tbere 
must bave been sometbing dreadful upon Sir Piers*s mind ; 
sure — nay, tbere' s no use in mincing tbe matter witb y ou — ^in 
a Word, tben, somte crime too deep to be divulged." 

" Crime !" ecboed Ooates and Small, in a breatb. 

" Ay, crime !" repeated Titus. " Wbist ! not so loud, lest 
any one sbould overbear us. Poor Sir Piers, be*s dead now. 
l'm sure you botb loved bim as I did ; and pity and pardon 
bim if be was guilty ; for certain am I tbat no so«al ever took 
its fligbt more beavily laden tban did tbat of our poor friend. 
Ocb ! it was a terrible ending. But you sball bear how be 
died, and judge for yourselves. Wben I retumed to bis 
room, after Lady Rookwood's d^arture, I found bim quite 
délirions. I knew deatb was not far oiî tben. One minute 
be was in tbe cbase, cbeering on tbe bounds. * Halloo ! 
tallybo !' cried be ; * wbo clears tbat fence ! — wbo swims tbat 
stream ?' Tbe next, be was drinking, carousing, and burra- 
ing, at tbe bead of bis table, * Hip ! bip ! bip !' — as ijiad, and 
wild, and frantic as ever be used to be wben wine bad got tbe 
better of bim ; and tben ail of a sudden, in tbe midst of bis 
sbouting, be stopped, exclaiming, * Wbat ! bere again ? — wbo 
let ber in ? — tbe door is fast — I locked it myself . Devil ! 
wby did you open it ! — you bave betrayed me — sbo will poi- 
son me — and I cannot resist. Ha ! anotber ! Wbo — wbo 
is tbat? — ber face is wbite — ber bair bangs about ber 
^oulders. Is sbe alivc again ? Susan ! Susan ! wby tbat 
look ? You lovod me well — too well. You will not drag me 
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to perdition ! You will not appear against me ! No, no, no 
— ^it is not in your nature — you whom I doated on, wliom I 
loved — whom. I — but I repented — I eorrowed — ^I prayed — 
prœyed! Oli! oh! no prayers would avail. Pray for me, 
Susan — for ever ! Yow* intercession may avalL It is not too 
late. I will do justice to ail. Bring me pen and ink — paper 
— I will confess — he shall hâve ail. Whore is my sister ? I 
would speak with her — would tell her— tell her. Call Alan 
Sookwood — I shall die bef ore I can tell it. Corne hither,' 
said he to me. * There is a dark, dreadful secret on my mind 
— 7it must forth. Tell my sister — no, my sensés swim — Susan 
18 near me — fury is in her eyes — avenging fury — keep her off. 
What is this white mass in my arms ? what do I hold ? is it 
ihe corpse by my side, as it lay that long, long night ? It 
is — ^it is. Cold, stiff, stirless as then. White — horribly white 
— as when the moon, that would not set, showed ail its ghast- 
liness. Ah! it moves, embraces me, stifles, suffocates me. 
Help ! remove the pillow. I cannot breathe — ^I choke — oh !' 
And now I am coming to the strangest part of my story — 
and, strange as it may sound, every word is as true as the 
floly Oospel." 

" Ahem !" coughed Small. 

" Well, at this moment — this terrible moment —what should 
I hear hni a tap against the wainscot. Holy Virgin ! how it 
startled me. My heart leapt to my mouth in an instant, and 
then went thump, thump, against my ribs. But I said no- 
Izhing, though you may be sure I kept my ears wide open — 
and then presently I heard the tap repeated somewhat louder, 
and shortly afterwards a third — ^I shoidd still hâve said 
nothing, but Sir Piers heard the knock, and raised himself at 
the summons, as if it had been the last trumpet. * Come in,' 
cried he, in a dying voice, and Heaven f orgive me if I confess 
that I expected a certain person, whose company one would 
rather dispense with npon such as occasion, to step in How- 
ever, though it wasn't the ould gentleman, it was somebody 
near akin to him ; for a door I had never seen, and never even 
dreamed of , opened in the wall, and in stepped Peter Bradley 
— aye, you may well stare, gentlemen ; but it was Peter, look- 
ing as stiff as a crowbar, and as blue as a mattock. Well, 
he walked straight up to the bed of the dying man, and bent 
his great diabolioal grey eyes upon him — laughing ail the 
while — y es, laughing —you know the cnrsed grin he has. To 
proceed. * You hâve called me,' said he to Sir Piers ; ' I am 
feere. What would you with meP' — *We are not alone^' 

E 2 
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groaned the dying man. * Leave us, Mr. Tyrconnel — leavô 
me for five minutes — only five, mark me.' — * 1*11 go/ thinks 
I, ' but I shall never see you again alive.' And true enough 
it was — I never did see him again with breath in his body. 
Without more ado, I left bmi, and I bad scarcely reacbed the 
corridor wben I beard tbë^ door bolted bebind me. I tben 
stopped to listen ; and I am sure you'll not blâme me wben I 
say I clapped my eye to the keybole ; for I suspected some- 
tbing wrong. But, Heaven save us ! tbat crafty gravedigger 
bad taken bis précautions too well. I could neitber see nor 
bear anytbing, except, after a few minutes, a wild uneartbly 
screecb. And tben tbe door was tbrown open, and I, not 
expecting it, was precipitated bead foremost into tbe room, 
to tbe great damage of my nose. Wben I got up. Peter bad 
vanisbed, I suppose, as be came; and tbere was poor Sir 
Piers leaning back upon tbe pillow, witb bis bands stretcbed 
out as if in supplication ; bis eyes unclosed and staring ; and 
bis limbs stark and stifE !" 

A profound silence succeeded TyrconnePs narrative. Mr. 
Coates would not venture upon a remark. Doctor Small 
seemed, for some minutes, lost in painful reflection ; at lengtb 
be spoke. " You bave described a sbocking scène, Mr. Tyr- 
connel, and in a manner tbat convinces me of its fidelity. 
But I trust you will excuse me, as a friend of tbe late Sir 
Piers, in requesting you to maintain silence in future on tbe 
subject. Its répétition can be productive of no good, and may 
do infinité barm, by giving currency to tmpleasant reports, 
and barrowing tbe feelings of tbe survivors. Every one 
acquaint^d witb Sir Piers's bistory must be aware, as I dare 
say you are already, of an occurrence wbicb cast a sbade over 
bis early life, bligbted bis cbaracter, and endangered bis per- 
sonal safety. It was a dreadful accusation. But I believe, 
nay, I am sure, it was unfounded. Dark suspicions attacb 
to a Eomisb priest of tbe name of Cbeckley. He, I believe, 
is also beyond tbe reacb of buman justice. Erring, Sir Piers 
was undoubtedly. But I trust be was more weak tban sinful. 
I bave reason to tbink be was tbe tool of otbers, especially 
of tbe wretcb I bave named. And it is easy to perceive bow 
tbat incomprebensible lunatic, Peter Bradley, bas obtained 
an ascendancy over bim. His daugbter, you are aware, was 
Sir Piers's mistress. Our friend is now gone, and witb 
bim let us bury bis ofEences, and tbe remembrance of tbem. 
Tbat bis soûl was beavily laden, would appear from your 
account of bis last moments 5 yet I f ervently trust, tbat bis 
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repentance was sincère, in wliich case there is liope of f orgive- 
ness for him, ' At what time soever a sinner sliall repent 
him of tis sins, from the bottom of bis beart, I will blot ont 
ail bis wickedness out of my remembrance, said tbe Lord.' 
God's mercy is greater tban man*s sins. And tbere is bope 
of salvation even for Sir Piers." 

"I trust so, indeed," said Titus, witb émotion ; " and as to 
repeating a syllable of wbat I bave just said, devil a word 
more will I utter on tbe subject. My lips sball be sbut and 
sealed, as close as one of Mr. Coates's bonds, for ever and a 
day : but I thougbt it just rigbt to make y ou acquainted 
witb tbe circaimstances. And now, baving dismissed tbe bad 
for ever, I am ready to speak of Sir Piers's good qualities, 
and not few tbey were. Wbat was tbere becoming a gentle- 
man tbat be couldn't do, I*d like to know ? Couldn't be bunt 
as well as ever a one in tbe county ? and badn*t be as good 
a pack of bounds ? Couldn't be sboot as well, and fisb as 
well, and drink as well, or better — only be coTildn't carry bis 
wine, wbicb was bis misfortune, not bis fault. And wasn't 
be always ready to ask a friend to dinner witb bim, and 
didn't be give bim a good dinner wben be came, barring tbe 
cross-cups afterwards ? And badn*t be everytbing agreeable 
about lum, except bis wife, wbicb was a great drawback? 
And witb ail bis peculiarities and bumours, wasn't be as 
kind-bearted a man as needs be? and an Irisbman at tbe 
core ? And so, if be wem't dead, l'd say long life to bim. 
But as be is, bere's peace to bis memory !" 

At tbis juncture, a knocking was beard at tbe door, wbicb 
some one witbout bad vainly tried to open. Titus rose to 
unclose it, usbering in an individual known at tbe bail as 
Jack Palmer. 



IX. 

AN ENGLISH ADVENTITBEB. 



Mrs, Peachum. Snre the captain's tbe finest gentleman on the road. 

Beggar*s Opéra, 

Jack Palmer was a good-bumoured, good-looking man, 
witb immense busby, red wbiskers, a freckled, florid com- 
plexion, and sandy bair, ratber incHned to scantiness towards 
tbe scalp of tbe bead, wbicb gamisbed tbe nape of bis neck 
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with a riiff o£ crisp little curls, like the ring on a monk's 
shaven crown. Notwithstanding this tendency to baldness, 
Jack could not be more than tliirty, tliougli his looks were 
Bome five years in advance. Ilis face was one of tliose in- 
explicable conntenances, wbich appear to be proper to a 
peculiar class of men — a regular Newmarket physiognomy — 
compounded chiefly of cunning and assurance ; not low 
cunning, nor vulgar assurance, but crafty sporting subtlety, 
careless as to results, indiffèrent to obstacles, ever on tbe 
alert for the main chance, game and turf ail over, eager, yet 
easy, keen, yet quiet. He was somewhat sbowily dressed, in 
such wise that he looked half like a fine gentleman of that 
day, haK like a jockey of our own. His netherman appeared 
in well-fitting, well-worn buckskins, and boots with tops, not 
unconscious of the saddle ; while the airy extravagance of his 
broad-skirted, sky-blue riding coat, the richness of his vest 
(the pockets of which were beautifully exubérant, according 
to the mode of 1737), the smart luxuriance of his shirt-friU, 
and a certain curions taste in the size and style of his buttons, 
proclaimed that, in his own esteem at least, his person did 
not appear altogether imworthy of décoration; nor, in justice 
to Jack, can we allow that he was in error. He was a model 
of a man for five f eet ten : square, compact, capitally builfe ia. 
every particular, excepting that his legs were slightlj/ im- 
bowed, which defect probably arose from his being almost 
constantly on horseback; a sort of exercise in which Jack 
greatly delighted, and was accounted a superb rider. It was, 
indeed, his daring horsemanship, upon one particulair occa- 
sion, when he had outstripped a whole fi^eld, that had pro- 
cured him the honour of an invitation to Eookwood. Who 
he was, or whence he came, was a question not easily 
answered — Jack, him self, evading ail solution to the inquiry. 
Sir Piers never troubled his head about the matter : he was 

a " d d good feUow — rode devilish well, and stood on no 

sort of ceremony ;*' that was enough for him. ISTobody else 
knew anything about him, save that ho was a capital judge 
of horseîlesh, kept a famous black mare, and attended every 
hunt in the West Riding — that he could sing a good song, 
was a choice companion, and could drink three bottles with- 
out feeling the worse for them. 

Sensible of the indecorum that might attach to his appear- 
ance, Doctor Small had hastily laid down his pipe, and 
arranged his wig. But when he saw who was the intruder, 
with a grxmt of défiance, h» resuiaed hia oceupatioii; without 
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retuming the bow of the latter, or bestowing further notice 
upon him. Nothing discomposed at the clmrcliinan's dis- 
pteasure, Jack greeted Titus cordially, and carelessly saluting 
Mr. Coates, threw himself into a chair. He next fiUed a 
tmnbler of claret, and drained it at a draught. 

" Hâve you ridden far, Jack ?" asked Titus, noticing the 
dusty state of Pahner's azuré attire. 

" Some dozen miles," replied Palmer ; " and that, on such 
a sultry aftemoon as the présent, makes one feel thijstyish. 
I*m as dry as a sandbed. Famous wine this — ^beautiful 
tipple — better than ail your red fustian. Ah, how poor Sir 
Piers used to like it ! Well, that' s ail over — a glass îike this 
might do him good in his présent quarters ! l'm afraid I*m 
intruding. But the fact is, I wanted a little information 
about the order of the procession, and missing you below, 
came hither in search of you. You*re to be chief mourner, I 
suppose, Titus — rehearsing your part, eh ?" 

" Come, come, Jack, no joking," replied Titus ; " the sub- 
ject's too serions. I am to be chief mourner — and I expect 
you to be a mourner — and everybody else to be mourners. 
We must ail mourn at the proper time. There*ll be a power 
of people at the church." 

"There are a power of people hère already," returned 
Jack, " if they ail attend." 

"And they aU will attend, or what is the eating and drînk- 
ing to go for ? I sha'n't leave a soûl in the house." 

" Excepting one," said Jack, slyly. " 8he won*t attend, I 
think." 

** Ay, excepting one — ^Lady Eookwood and her abigail. Ail 
the rest go with me, and form part of the procession. You 
go too." 

" Of course. What time do you start ?" 

" Twelve precisely. As the clock strikes, we set ont — ail 
in a line, and a long line we'U make. l'm waiting for that 
ould coffin-faced rascal. Peter Bradley, to arrange the order." 

♦ " How long will it occupy, think you," asked Jack, care- 
lessly. 

* " That I can't say," returned Titus ; " possibly an hour, 
more or less. But we shall start to the minute — that is, if 
we can get ail together, so don't be out of the way. And 
hark ye, Jack, you must contrive to change your toggery. 
That sky-blue coat won't do. It's not the thing at ail, at aU." 

" Never fear that," replied Palmer. " But who were those 
m the carriages ?" 
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•' Is it the last carriage you mean ? Squire Forester and 
his sons. Tliey're dining with the otiier gentlefolk, in the 
great room np-stairs, to be ont of the way. Oh, we*ll hâve a 
grand berrin'. And by Saint Patrick! I must be looking 
after it." 

" Stay a minute," said Jack ; " let's hâve a cool bottle first. 
They are ail taking care of themselves below, and Peter 
Bradley has not made his appearance, so you need be in 
no hurry. 1*11 go with you presently. Shall I ring for the 
claret ?" 

" By ail means," replied Titus. 

Jack accordingly arose ; and a butler answering the sum- 
mons, a long-necked bottle was soon placed before them. 

"You heard of the afEray last night, I présume," said 
Jack, renewing the conversation. 

" With the poachers ? To be sure I did. Wasn't I called 
in to examine Hugh Badger's wounds the first thing this 
moming ; and a deep eut there was, just over the eye, besides 
other bruises." 

" Is the wound dangerous ?" inquired Palmer. 

" Not exactly mortal, if you mean that," replied the Irish- 
man; " dangerous, certainly." 

" Humph !" exclaimed Jack ; " they'd a pretty hardish bout 
of it, I understand. Anything been heard of the body ?" 

" What body ?" inquired Small, who was half-dozing. 

" The body of the drowned poacher," replied Jack ; " they 
were off to search for it this morning." 

"Foimd it — ^not they!" exclaimed Titus. "Ha, ha! — I 
can't help laughing, for the life and soicl of me ; a capital 
trick he played 'em, — capital — ha, ha ! What do you think 
the fellow did ? Ha, ha ! — after leading 'em the devil's 
dance, ail round the park, kilHng a hound as savage as a 
wolf, and breaking Hugh Badger's head, which is as hard 
and thick as a butcher's block, what does the fellow do but 
dive into a pool, with a great rock hanging over it, and make 
his way to the other side, through a subterranean cavern, 
which nobody knew anything about, till they came to drag it, 
thinking him snugly drowned ail the while — ^ha, ha !" 

"Ha, ha, ha!" chorused Jack; "bravo! he's a lad of the 
right sort — ha, ha !" 

" He ! who ?" inquired the attorney. 

" Why, the poacher, to be sure," replied Jack ; " who clse 
were we talking about ?" 

" Beg pardon," retumed Coates ; " I thought you might 
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liave heard some intelligence. WeVe got an eye upon him. 
We know who it was." 

" Indeed !** exclaimed Jack ; " and who was it ?" 

" A fellow known by the name of Luke Bradley." 

" Zoiinds !" cried Titus ; ** you don't say it was he ? 
Murder in Irish! that bâtes everything; wny he was Sir 
Piers's " 

" Natnral son," replied the attomey ; " he has not been 
heard of for some time — shocMngly incorrigible rascal — im- 
possible to do anything with him." 

" You don't say so," observed Jack. " Tve heard Sir Piers 
speak of the lad ; and, by his account, he's as fine a fellow as 
ever crossed tit*s back ; only a little wildish and unreasonable, 
as the best of us may be ; wants breaking, that*s ail. Your 
skittish coït makes the best horse, and so would he. To speak 
the truth, l'm glad he escaped.*' 

" So am I," rejoined Titus ; " for, in the first place, IVe a 
foolish partiality for poachers, and am sorry when any of 'em 
come to hurt ; and, in the second, l'd be mightily displeased 
if any ill had happened to one of Sir Piers's fliesh and blood, 
as tins young chap appears to be." 

" Appears to be !" repeated Palmer ; " there's no appearing 
in the case, I take it. This Bradley's an undoubted offshoot 
of the old squire. His mother was a. servant-maid at the 
hall, I rather think. You, sir," continued he, addressing 
Coates, " perhaps can inform us of the real facts of the case." 

" She was something better than a servant," replied the 
attomey, with a slight cough and a knowing wink. " I re- 
member her quite well, though I was but a boy then; a 
lovely créature, and so taking, I don't wonder that Sir Piers 
was smitten with her. He was mad after the women in those 
days, and pretty Sue Bradley above ail others. She lived 
with him quite like his lady." 

" So l've heard," retumed Jack ; " and she remained with 
him till her death. Let me see, wasn't there something 
rather odd in the way in which she died, rather suddenish 
and unexpected — a noise made about it at the time, eh ?" 

" Not that I ever heard," replied Coates, shaking his head, 
and appearing to be afflicted with an instantaneous ignorance ; 
while Titus aff ected not to hear the remark, but occupied him- 
seK with his wine-glass. Small snored audibly. " I was too 
young, then, to pay any attention to idle rumeurs," continued 
Coates. " It's a long time ago. May I ask the reason of 
your inquiry ?" 
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" Nothing further than simple cnriosrty," replied Jack, en- 
joying tlie consternation of his companicms. " It is, as jou 
say, a long wliile since. But it's singular how tliose sort of 
things are remembered. One would think people had some- 
thing else to do than talk of one's private affairs for eyer. 
For my part, I despise such tattle. But there are persons in 
the neighbourliood who still say it was an awkward business. 
Amongst others, l've beard tbat this yery Luke Bradley talks 
in pretty plain terms about it." 

" Does he, indeed ?" said Coates. " So mucb the worse 
for him. Let me once lay hands upon him, and l'il put a gag 
in his mouth that shall spoil his talking in future." 

" That's precisely the point I désire to arrive at," replied 
Jack ; " and I advise you by ail means to accom>plish that, for 
the sake of the f amily. Nobody likes his friends to be tftlked 
about. So l'd settle the matter amicably, were T you. Just 
let the fellow go his way, he won't retum hère again in a 
hurry, l'U be bound. As to clapping him in quod, he might 
prattle — ^tum stag." 

" Tum stag!" replied Coates, "what the deuce is that? 
In my opinion he has * turned stag ' already. At ail events, 
he'U pay deer for his night's sport, you may dépend upon it. 
What signifies it what he says ? Let me lay hands upon him, 
that's ail." 

" WeU, well," said Jack, " no offence. I only meant to 
offer a suggestion. I thought the f amily, young Sir Ranulph, 
I mean, mightn't like the story to be revived. As to Lady 
Eookwood, she don't, I suppose, care much about idle reports. 
Indeed, if IVe been rightly inf ormed, she bears this youogster 
no particular goodwill to begin with, and has tried hard to 
get hiBi out of the country. But, as you say, what does it 
signify what he says, he can only talk. Sir Piers is dead and 
gone." 

" Humph !" muttered Coates, peevishly. 

" But it does seem a little hard that a lad should swing for 
killing a bit of venison in his own father's park," 

" Which he'd a nat'ral right to do," cried Titus. 

" He had no natural right to bruise, violently assault, and 
endanger the life of his father's, or anybody else's, game- 
keeper," retorted Coates. " I tell you, sir, he*s committed a 
capital offence, and if he's taken " 

" No chance of that, I hope," interrupted Jack. 

" That*s a wish I can't help wishing myself," said Titus ; 
" on TDj conscience thèse poachers are fine boys, when all's 
said and done." 
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*' The finest of ail boys," exclaiined Jack, witk a kintdred 
entLusiasiD, " are those birds of the night, and mimons of the 
moon, wliom we call, most unjustly, poacliers. They are, 
after ail, onlj professional sporismen, making a business of 
wlxat we make a pleasm-e ; a nightly pursuit of what is to us 
a daily relaxation ; tliere's the main distinction. As to the 
rest, it's ail in idea ; they merely thin an overstocked park, as 
you would reduce a plethoric patient, doctor ; or as you would 
work a moneyed client, if you got him into Chancery, Mister 
Attorney. And then how much more scientifically aid syste^ 
matically they set to work than we amateurs do ; how noise- 
lessly they bag a hare, smoke a pheasant, or knock a buck 
down with an air-gun; how independent are they of any 
license, except that of a good eye, and a swift pair of legs ; 
how unnecessary is it for them to ask permission to shoot 
over Mr. So-and-So's grounds, or my Lord That*s préserves ; 
they are free of every cover, and indiffèrent to any altération 
in the game laws. l've some thoughts, when every thing else 
fails, of taking to poaching myself . In my opinion, a poacher's 
a highly respectable character. What say you, Mr. Coates ?" 
tuming very gravely to that gentleman. 

" Such a question, sir,*' replied Coates, bridling up, " scarcely 
deserves a serions answer, I make no doubt you will next 
maintain that a highwayman is a gentleman." 

" Most undoubtedly," replied Palmer, in the same grave 
tone, which might hâve passed for banter, had Jack ever 
bantered. " 1*11 maintain and prove it. I don't see how he 
eau be otherwise. It is as necessary for a man to be a gentle- 
man before he can tum highwayman, as ït is for a doctor to 
hâve his diploma, or an attorney his certificate. Some of the 
finest gentlemen of their day, as Captains Lovelace, Hind, 
Hannum, and Dudley, were eminent on the road, and they 
set the fashion. Ever since their d-ay a real highwayman 
would consider bimself disgraced, if he did not conduct him- 
self in every way hke a gentleman. Of course, there are pre- 
tenders, in this Hne, as in everything else. But thèse are 
only exceptions, and prove the rule. What are the dislôn- 
guishing characteristics of a fine gentleman ? — perf ect know- 
ledge of the world — perf ect independence of character — 
notoriety — command of cash — aud inordinate success with 
the women. You grant ail thèse premises. First, then, it is 
part of a highwayman's business to be thoroughly acquainted 
with the world. He is the easiest and pleasantest fellow going. 
There is Tom King, for example : he is the handsontôst man 
about town, and the best-bred fellow on the road, TKiifôv^. 
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whose inclinations are so uncontrolled as the highwayman's, 
so long as the mopuses last? Who produces so great an 
effect by so few words ? — * Stand and deliver,' is sure to arrest 
attention. Every one is captivated by an addr^ss so taJcing, 
As to money, he wins a purse of a liundred guineas as easily 
as you would the same sum f rom the f aro table. And wherein 
lies the difEerence ? Only in the name of the game. Who so 
little need of a banker as he ? ail he has to apprehend is a 
check — ail he has to draw is a trigger. As to the women, 
they dote upon him : not even your red-coat is so successful. 
Look at a highwayman mounted on his flying steed, with his 
pistols in his holsters, and his mask upon his face. What 
can be a more gallant sight ? The clatter of his horse's heels 
is like music to his ear — he is in full quest — he shouts to the 
fugitive horseman to stay — the other Aies ail the faster — 
what chase can be half so exciting as that? Suppose he 
overtakes his prey, which ten to one he will, how readily his 
summons to deliver is obeyed ; how satisf actory is the appro- 
priation of a lusty purse or corpiilent pocket-book — getting 
the brush is nothing to it. How tranquilly he départs, takes 
off his hat to his accommodating acquaintance, wishes him a 
pleasant journey, and disappears across the heath. England, 
sir, has reason to be proud of her highwaymen ! They are 
pecTiliar to her cHme, and are as much before the brigand of 
Italy, the contrabandist of Spain, or the cut-purse of France — 
as her sailors are before ail the rest of the world. The day 
will never corne, I hope, when we shall degenerate into the 
footpad, and lose our night errantry. Even the French borrow 
from us — they hâve only one highwayman of eminence, and 
he learnt and practised his art in England." 

" And who was he, may I ask?'* said Coates. 

" Claude Du- Val," replied Jack ; " and though a French- 
man, he was a deuced fine fellow in his day — quite a tip-top 
macaroni — he could skip and twirl like a figurant, warble 
like an opéra singer, and play the flageolet better than any 
man of his day — he always carried a lute in his pocket, along 
with his snappers. And then his dress — it was quite beau- 
tif ul to see how smartly he was rigg'd out, ail velvet and lace ; 
and even with his vizard on his face, the ladies used to cry out 
to see him. Then he took a purse with the air and grâce of a 
receiver-general. AU the women adored him — and that, bless 
their pretty faces, was the best proof of his gentility. I 
wish he*d not been a Mounseer. The women never mistake. 
They can always discover the true gentleman, and they were 
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ail, of every degree, from the countess to the kitchen-maid, 
over head and ears in love with him." 

" But he was taken, I suppose ?" asked Coates. 

" Ay," responded Jack, " the women were his undoing as 
theyVe been many a brave fellow's bef ore, and will be again." 
Touched by wliich reflection, Jack became for once in his life 
sentimental, and sighed. " Poor Duval ! he was seized at the 
Hole-in-the-Wall in Chandos-street by the bailiff of West- 
minster when dead drunk, his liquor having been drugged by 
his dells — and was shortly afterwards hanged at Tybum." 

" It was a thousand pitiés," said Mr. Coates, with a sneer, 
" that so fine a gentleman should come to so ignominious an 
end." 

" Quite the contrary," returned Jack. " As his biographer, 
Doctor Pope, properly reniarks, * Who is there worthy of the 
name of man, that would not prefer such a death before a 
mean, solitary, inglorious life ?' By the bye, Titus, as we're 
upon the subject, if y ou like, l'U sing y ou a song about high- 
waymen !" 

" I shoTild Hke it of ail things," replied Titus, who enter- 
tained a favourable opinion of Jack' s vocal powers, and was 
by no means an indiffèrent performer ; " only let it be in a 
minor key." 

Jack required no further encouragement, but, disregarding 
the hints and looks of Coates, sang with much unction the 
following bailad to a good old tune, then very popular — the 
merit of which " nobody can deny." 

A CHAPTER OF HIGHWAYMEN. 

Of every rascal of every kind, 

The most notorious to my mind, 

Was the Cavalier Captain, gay Jauuy Hind !* 

Which nohody can deny. 

But the pleasantest coxcomb among them ail 

For lute, coranto, and madrigal, 

Was the galliard Frenchman, Claude Du-Val !+ 

Which nohody can deny. 

And Tobygloak never a coach could rob, 

Conld lighten a pocket or empty a f ob, 

With a neater hand than Old Mob, Old Mob 1% 

Which nohody can deny. 



• James Hind (the " Prince of Prigs")» a royalist captain of some distinc- 
tion, was hanged, drawn, and quartered, in 1652. Some good stories are 
told of him. He had the crédit of robbing Cromwell, Bradshaw, and Peters. 
His discourse to Peters is particularly edifying. 

t See Du-Val's life by Doctor Pope, or Leigh Hunt*8 brilliant sketch of 
bim in The Indicator. 

t We cannot say much in fayour of thîs worthy, whoftQ ii&m^Nq^T^^^^fiaSk 
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NoT did lionsebteaker ever deal barder knocks 

On the stubborn lid of a good strong box, 

Than that prince of good fellows, Tom Cox, Tom Cox I* 

Which nolody can dcny. 

A "blither fellow on broad higbway, 
Did never witb oath bid traveller staj, 
Than devil-may-care Will Hollowat If 

Which nohody can deny. 

And in rogncry nouglit could exceed the tricks 
Of Gettinos and Gret, and the five or six, 
Who trod in the steps of bold Neddt Wioks !t 

WMch nohody can deny. 

Xor could anj so handily break a look 

As Shepfabd, who stood on the Newgate dock, 

And mcknamed the gaolers arotind him **M8floch /"§ 

Which nohody can deny. 

Nor did highwayman erer before possess. 

For ease, for security, danger, distress, 

Such a mare as Dice Tuepin's Black Be^s ! Black Bess ! 

Which nohody corn deny. 

** A capital song, by the powers !" cried Titus, as Jack' s 
ditty came to a close. " But your English rabbers are 
nothing at ail, compared witb. our Tories || and fiapparees — 

Simpson. The reason of hîs sohriquet does sot appear. Ho tras not par- 
ticularly scmpnlons as to his mode of appropriation. One of bis sayings is, 
however, on record. He told a widow whom he robbcd, *' tliat ihe end Of a 
woman's busband begins in tears, bnt the end of her tears is another hus- 
band." *' Upon which," says bis cbronicler, *'the gentlewoman gaye him 
abont fifty guineas." 

• Tom wae a sprightly fellow, and carried his sprightliness to the gallows ; 
for jnst before he was turned off lie kicked Mr. Smith, the ordinaary, and the 
bangman, ont of the cart— a pieoe of plea«antry which created, as may be 
snpposed, no small sensation. 

f Many agreeable stories aire Tcdated of HoUov^y. Ilis career, however, 
closed witb a murder. He contrivcd to break ont of Newgate, but returned 
to witness the trial of one of his associâtes ; wben, upon the attenipt of a 
tnrnkey, one Eichapd Spnrling, to seize him, Will knocked him on the head 
in the présence of the whole court. For -this offence he suffered the extrême 
penalty of the law in 1712. 

X Wicks's adventures witb Madame Toly are highly diverting. It was this 
bero, not Turpin, as bas been crroneonsly stated, who stopped the cclebratcd 
Lord Mohun. Of Qettings and Grey, and ** the five or six," the less said the 
better. 

§ Ono of Sheppard's recorded mois. Wben a Bible was pressed upon his 
acceptance by Mr. Wagstaff, the cbaplain, Jack refused it, saviug, " that in 
his situation one file would be worth ail the Bibles in the world." A gentle- 
man who visited Newgate asked him to dinner; feheppard replicd, "that ho 
would taVe an early opportunity of waitiog upon him." And we believe he 
kept his Word. 

Il The Word Tory, as bere applied, mnst not be confounded witb the tenn 
of party distinction now in gênerai use in the political world. It simply mcans 
a thief on a grand scale, something more than " a snapper np of nnconsidered 
trifles," or petty larcoay rasoal. We bave classioâl anthority for this :— 
ToBT— " an advooate for absolnte monarcby, also an IrUh vugahonâ, rohber, 
or ra^aree»'*-^ Gbo8B*b Dictùyaary» 
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notlimg at ail. Thcv were the raal gentlemen — ^they were 

the boys to eut a throat asîh/.'* 

" Fshaw !" exclaimed Jack in disgust, " the gentlemen I 
fipeak of never maltreated any one, eicept in seK-defence." 

" Maybe not," replied Titus, " l'il not dispute the point — 
but thèse Bapparees were true brothers of the blade, and 
gentlemen every inch. l'il just sing you a song I made 
about them myself. But meanwhile don't let's forget the 
bottle — ^taUdng's diy work — my service to you, doctor!" 
added he, winking at the somnolent Small. Aud, tossing oiî 
his glass, Titus delivered himself with much joviahty of the 
f ollowing baUad ; the words of which he adapted to the tune 
of the Graves of the Tool : — 

THE EAPPAEEES. 

Let ihfi EngTiithman boast of his TnrpinB and Sheppards, as cooks of tlio 

mJk, 
His MnlsadcB, and Gheneys, and Swiftnecks *— it's ail botheration and talk ; 
Compared with the robbers of Ireland, they don't corne within half a milo, 
There neyer were yet any rascals like those of my own native isle ! 

First and foremost cornes Bedmond O'Hanlok, allowed the first thicf of 

the worldjf 
That O'er the broad proyince of Ulster the Bapparee banner nnfnrled ; 
Och ! he was an élégant fellow, as eyer yoa Baw in yonr life, 
At fingenng the blnnderbnss trigger, or handling the throat-catting knife. 



* A trio of famons High-Tobygloaks. Swiftneck was a captain of Iriah 
dragoons, by the byc. 

f Kedmond O'Hanlon was the Bob Boy of Ireland, and his adyentnres, 
many of whioh are exceedingly carions, woold fnmish as rioh materials for 
the noyelist, as they haye aiready done for tho ballad-mongers : some of them 
are, howeyer, snfficiently well narrated in a pleasant little tome, publisbed at 
Belfast, entitled Tke History of the Bapparees. We are also in possession 
of a fnneral disoourse prcached at the obseqnies of tbe " noble and renowncd" 
Henry St. John, Esq., who was nnfortmiately killed by the Tories (the 
JDeatructives of tbose days), in the indnction to which we find some allnsion 
to Bedmond. Aftor describing the tbriying condition of tbe north of Ireland, 
about 1680, the Bey. Lawrence Power, the autbor of the sermon, says, " One 
mischief tbere was, which indeed in a great measnre destroyed ail, and that 
was, a pack of insolent bloody outlaws, whom they hero oall Tories. Thèse 
had so rivetted themselyes in thèse parts, that by the interest they had among 
the natiy^i, and some Englisb, too, to their shame he it spolient they exercise 
a kind of separate soyereignty in three or fonr connties in the north of Ireland. 
KsDMOïTD HA-irlON is their chief, and has beon thèse many jjrears ; a onii'' 
ning, dangerons fellow, who, thongh proclaimed an outlaw with the rcst of 
his crew, and sums of money set upon their heads, yet ho rcigns stiil, and 
keeps ail in subjection, so far that *tis oredibly reported he raises more in a 
year 6y contribution à-la-mode de France than the hing's land taxes and 
chiirvney -money corne to, and therehy is enahled to hribe clerks and offi^cers, 
ïB noT THKiB KASTEBs, (!) ond makes ail too much truckle to him." Agi- 
tation, it seems, was not oonfined to our own days— but the '' fincst country 
inibhe world" bas been, and eyer will be tbe samo. The old game is çlayed 
waéor a new colour-^tiie only différence being,that had Bedmond liycd in onr 
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And tben sucb a dare-devil squadron as that whicb composed BbdMond's 

tail ! 
Meel, Mactigh, Jack Beilly, Shan Bemagh, Fliil Galloge, and Arthnr O'Neal; 
Shure never were any boys like 'em, for rows, agitaiionf and sprees : 
Not a rap did they leaye in tbe conntry, and bence tbey were cal}ed Bap" 

parées.* 

Next cornes Poweb, tbe great ToETf of Munster, a gentleman bom every 

incb, 
And strong Jack Macpherson, of Leinster, a borse-sboe wbo broke at a 

pincb ; 
Tbe last was a fellow so livelyt not deatb e'en bis conrage could damp, 
For as be was led to tbe gallows, be played bis own " marcb to tbe camp." if 

Paddy Flemming, Dick Balf, and Mulhoni, I tbink are tbe next on my 

list, 
Ail adepts in tbe beantif ul science of giying a pocket a twist ; 
Jeio£7 Oabrick mnst folio w bis leaders, ould Pitbney wbo put in a buff, 
By dancing a bompipe at Tybum, and botbering tbe bangman for snnff. 

Tbere's Paul Liddt, tbe cnrly-pate Tory, wbose noddle was stuck on a 

spike, 
And BiLLY Dblakt, tbe '* SongsteTf**^ we never sball meet witb bis like ; 
For bis neck by a witch was anointed, and warranted safe by ber cbarm, 
Ko bemp tbat was ever yet twisted bis wonderful tbrottle oonld barm. 



time, be would, in ail probability, not only bave pillaged a connty, but repre- 
sented it in parliament. Tbe spirit of tbe Bapparee is still abroad— tbougb 
we fear tbere is little of tbe Tory left abont it. We recommend tbis note to 
tbe serions considération of tbe declaimers against tbe sofferings of tbe " six 
millions." 

* Hère Titus was slightly in error. He mistook tbe cause for tbe effect. 
" Tbey were called Eapparees," Mr. Malone says, *' from being armed witb 
a balf-pike, called by tbe Irisb a rapparee.'* — Todd's Johnson. 

f Tory, 80 called from tbe Irisb word Toree^ give me your money. — Todd's 
Johnson. 

X As he was carried to tbe gallows, Jack played a fine tune of bis own 
composing on tbe bagpipe, wbicb retains tbe name of Macpberson's tune to 
tbis day. — History 0/ the Bapparees. 

§ ** Notwitbstanding he was so great a rogue, Delany was a bandsome 
portly man, extremely diyerting in company, and could bebave bimself before 
gentlemen very a|:reeably. He had a poUtical genius (not altogetber sur- 

Ïirising in so emment a Tory), and would baye made a great proficiency in 
eaming if be bad rigbtly applied bis time. He composed several songs, and 
Ïmt tunes to tbem ; and by bis skill in music gained tbe f ayour of some of tbe 
eading musicians in tbe country, wbo endeayouredSto get bim reprieved."— 
Hiatory of the Bapparees, Tbe partioulars of tbe Songster's exécution are 
singular : — " Wben be was brougbt into court to receive sentence of deatb, 




yon sball bave anotber and anotber. Tben be ordered tbe sberiff to cboose 
a rope, and Delany was ordered for exécution tbe next day. Tbe sberiff 
haying notice of bis motber's boasting tbat no rope could bang ber son (and 
pursuant to tbe judge's désire), provided two ropes, but Delany broke tiiem 
one after anotber ! Tbe sberiff was tben in a rage, and went for tbree bed 
cords, wbicb be plaited tbree-fold togetber, and tJiey did his hiLsiness ! Yet 
the sberiff was f^raid be was not dead ; and in a passion, to make trial, 
stabbed bim witb bis s word in tbe soles of bis feet, and at last eut tbe rope. 
After he was eut down, bis body was carried into tbe court-bouse, wbere it 
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^nd Usilj, ilicrc'é Cjlvik sa. Cappul, tbe handÏÊst ro;^e of tbem ail, 
Wlio oolj need frbbper a word, and jour borse will trot ont of bis stall ; 
Yonr tit is not <afc in jour stable, tbongb joa or joor groom sbonld be near. 
And devfl a bit in tbe paddock, if Cajuk gêts hould of bis car. 

Tben snccess to tbe Tories of Ireland, tbe gênerons, tbe gallant, tbe gay ! 
Witb tbem tbo test Eumpada* ot E^bind are not to be named tbe 

rame da j ! 
And were fartber proof wanting to sbow wbat prccedence we take witb 

onr prigs, 
Beeollect tbat our robbers arc Toribs. wbiie tbose of your conntry are 

Whigs ! 






BraTissimo !" eried Jack, dramming uponthe table. 
Well," said Coates, •* we've had enough about the Irish 
bigbwajmen, in ail conscience. But there's a rascal on our 
aide of tlie Channel, whom jou hâve onlj incidentally 
mentioned, and who makes more noise than them ail put 
togetber." 

" Wbo's that ?" asked Jack, with some curiosity. 

" Dick Turpin," replied tbe attornej : *' be seems to me 
quite as worthy of mention as anv of tbe Hinds, tbe Du- Vais, 
or tbe O'Hanlons, you bave eitber of you enumerated.*' 

"I did not tbink of bim,'' replied Palmer, smiling; 
" tbongb if I bad, be scarcely deserves to be ranked witb 
tbose illustrions beroes." 

" Guds bobs !" cried Titus ; " tbey tell me Turpin keeps 
tbe best nag in tbe United Kingdom, and can ride faster and 
furtber in a day tban any otber man in a week." 

" So l've beard," said Pabner, witb a glance of satisfac- 
tion. " I sbould like to try a nm witb bim. I warrant me, 
Td not be far bebind." 

" I sbould like to get a peep at bim," quotb Titus. 

" So sbould I," added Coates. " Vasily /" 

" You may botb of you be gratified, gentlemen," said 
Palmer. " Talking of Dick Turpin, tbey say, is like speak- 
ing of tbe devil, be's at your elbow ère tbe word' s well ont 
of your nloutb. He may be witbin bearing at tbis moment, 
for anytbing we know to tbe contrary." 

"Body o' me !" ejaculated Coates, "you don't say so. 
Turpin in Yorksbire ! I tbougbt be confined bis exploits 
to tbe neigbbourbood of tbe metropolis, and made Epping 
Forest bis bead-quarters." 

remained in the coffin for two days, standing up, till tbe judgo and aU tbe 
Bpectators were fully satisfied that he was stiff and dead, and tnen permission 
was given to bis friends to remove the corpse and bury it.'* — History of the 
JRapparees. 
* Highwaymen, as contradistinguisbed from footpads. 

F 
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"So he did,*' replied Jack, "but tlie cave is ail up now. 
The whole of the great Nortli Eoad, from Tottenham Cross 
to York gâtes, cornes within Dick's présent range ; and Saint 
Nicholas only knows in whicli part of it he is most likely to 
be fotind. He shifts bis quarters as often and as readilj as 
a Tartar ; and be wbo looks for bim may cbance to catch a 
Tartar— ha. \ ba!" 

" It's a disgrâce to tbe country tbat sucb a rascal sbould 
remain unbanged," returned Coates, peevisbly. " Govern- 
ment ongbt to look to it. Is tbe wbole kingdom to be kept 
in a state of agitation by a single bigbwayman ? — Sir Robert 
Walpole sbould take tbe affair into bis own banda." 

" Fudge !" exclaimed Jack, emptying bis glass. 

" I bave already addressed a letter to tbe editor of tbe 
Gommon Sensé on tbe subject," said Coates, " in wbiob I 
bave spoken my mind pretty plainly : and I repeat, it is per- 
fectly disgraceful tbat sucb a rascal sbould be suffered to 
remain at large." 

" You don't bappen to bave tbat letter by you, I suppose," 
said Jaclc, " or I sbould beg tbe faveur to bear it ? — I am 
not acquainted witb tbe newspaper to wbicb you allude ; — I 
read Fog's Journal ^ 

" So I tbougbt," replied Coates, witb a sneer ; "tbat's tbe 
reason you are so easily mystified. But luckily I Jiave tbe 
paper in my pocket; and you are quite welcome to my 
opinions. Hère it is," addedbe, drawing fortb a newspaper. 
" I sball waive my preliminary remarks, and come to tbe 
point at once." 

" By ail means," said Jack. 

" * I tbank God,' " began Coates, in an autboritative tone, 
" * tbat I was born in a country tbat batb formerly eraulated 
tbe Eomans in tbeir public spirit ; as is évident from tbeir 
conquests abroad, and tbeir struggles for liberty at borne.* " 

" Wbat bas ail tbis got to do witb Turpin ?" interposed 
Jack. 

" You will bear," replied tbe attorney — " no interruptions, 
if you please. *But tbis noble principle,' " continued be, 
;iriâi great anpbasis, " * tbougb not utterly lost, I cannot 
Hiffis. at px^ëSent so active as it ougbt to be in a nation so 
jealous of ber liberty. * " 

" Good !" exclaimed Jack. " Tbere is more tban *common 
sensé ' in tbat observation, Mr. Coates." 

"* My suspicion,' " proceeded Coates, "'is founded on a 
late instance. I mean tbe flagrp#nt, undisturbed success of 
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• 

the notorious Tuepin, wlio hath robb'd in a manner scarce 
ever known before for several years, and is grown so insolent 
and impudent as to tbreaten particular persons, and become 
openly dangerous to the lives as well as fortunes of the 
people of England.' " 

"Better and better,'* shouted Jack, laugbing immoderately. 
"Pray go on sir." 

" * That a fellow/ " continued Coates, " * who is known to 
be a thief by the whole kingdom, sball for so long a time 
continue to rob us, and not only rob us, but make a jest 
of us.* '' 

" Ha — ha — ha — capital ! Excuse me, sir," roared Jack, 
laughing till the tears ran down his cheeks — " pray, pray, 
go on." 

" I see nothing to laugh at," replied Coates, somewhat 
offended ; " however, I will conclude my letter, since I hâve 
begun it — * not only rob us, but make a jest of us, shall defy 
the laws, and laugh at justice, argues a want of public spirit, 
which should make every particular member of the com- 
munity sensible of the public calamity, and ambitions of the 
honour of extirpating such a notorious highwayman from 
Society, since he owes his long success to no other cause than 
his immoderate impudence, and the sloth and pusillanimity 
of those who ought to bring him to justice.* I will not 
deny," continued Coates, " that, professing myself, as I do, 
to be a stanch new Whig, I had not some covert political 
object in penning this epistle.* Nevertheless, setting aside 
my principles " 

" Eight," observed Jack ; " you Whigs, new or old, always 
set aside your principles." 

" Setting aside any political feeling I may entertain," con- 
tined Coates, disregarding the interruption, " I repeat, I am 
ambitions of extirpating this modem Cacus — this Autolycus 
of the eighteenth century.'* 

" And what course do you mean to pursue ?" asked Jack, 
" for I suppose you do not expect to catch this * ought-to-lich- 
U8,' as you call him, by a line in the newspapers." 

" I am in the habit of keeping my own counsel, sir," replied 

* Since Mr. Coatea hère avows liimself the writer of this diatribe against 
Ht Eobcrt Walpole, attacked nnder the guise of Tujj^in in the Common 
Sensé of July 3Uth, 1737, it is uscless to inqnire furlher into its authorship. 
And it remains only to refcr the reader to the Gents, Mag., vol. rii., p. 438, 
for the article above quoted ; and for a reply to it in the Daily Qc^zetteer^ 
contained in p. 499 of the same yolume. 

F 2 
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Coates, pettishlj ; " and to be plain witli y ou I hope to finger 
ail the reward myself." 

" Oons, is there a reward ofPered for Turpin's appréhen- 
sion ?" asked Titus. 

"No less than two hundred pounds," answered Coates, 
"and that's no trifle, as you will both admit. Hâve you 
not seen the king's proclamation, Mr, Palmer ?" 

" Not I," replied Jack, with affected indifférence. 
, " Nor I," added Titus, with some appearance of curiosity ; 
" do you happen to hâve ihat by you too ?" 

" I always carry it about with me," replied Coates, " that 
I may refer to it in case of emergency. My father, Chris- 
topher, or Kit Coates, as he was familiarly caUed, was a 
celebrated thief-taker. He apprehended Spicket and Child, 
and half a dozen others, and always 'kept their descriptions 
in his pocket. I endeavour to tread in my worthy father* s 
footsteps. I hope to signalise myself by capturing a high- 
wayman. By the bye," added he, surveying Jack more nar- 
rowly, " it occurs to me that Turpin must be rather like you, 
Mr. Palmer ?" 

" Like me," said Jack, regarding Coates askance ; " like 
me — how am I to under stand you, sir, eh ?" 

"No offence; none whatever, sir. Ah! stay, you won't 
object to my comparing the description. That can do no 
harm. Nobody would take you for a highwayman — nobody 
whatever-^ha ! ha ! Singular resemblance — he — he ! Thèse 
things do happen sometimes : not very often, though. But 
hère is Turpin* s description in the Gazette ^ June 2SfJf, a.d. 
1737: — ^Ithaving heen represcnted to the King ihat Richard 
Turiiin did, on Wedncsdaj/y the 4ith of May last^ roh on his 
JMajesiifs highway Vavasour Moivhray^ Esq.^ Major of the 
2nd troop of Ilorse Grenadiers' (that Major Mowbray, by 
the bye, is a nephew of the late Sir Piers, and cousin of the 
présent baronet), ^ and commit other notorious félonies and 
rohheries near London, his Majesty is pleased to promise his 
most gracions pardon to any of his accompîices, and a reward 
of two hundred poiinds io any person or persons ivho shaîl 
discover him, so as he may he apprehended and convie f éd.* ** 

" Odsbodikins !" exclaimed Titus, " a noble reward ! I 
should like to lay hands upon Turpin,** added ho, slapping 
Palmer' s shoulder : "I wish he were in your place at this 
moment, Jack.** 

" Thank you !*' replied Palmer, shifting his chair. 

" * Turpin^ *' continued Coates, '^ * was born at ThacTcsted^ 
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in Ussex ; is ahout thirti/^ — you, sir, I believe, are about 
thirty ?" added he, addressing Palmer. 

" Thereabouts," said Jack, bluffly. " But what bas my âge 
to do witb that of Turpin ?'* 

" Nothing — notbing at ail," answered Coates — " suffer me, 
bowever, to proceed ? — * Is bj/ trade a hutclier^ — ^you, sir, I 
believe, ne ver bad any dealings in tbat line ?" 

" I bave some notion bow to dispose of a troublesome calf," 
retumed Jack. " But Turpin, tbougb described as a butcber, 
is, I understand, a lineal descendant of a great Frencb arcb- 
bisbop of tbe same name." 

" Wbo wrote tbe cbronicles of tbat royal robber Cbarle- 
magne ; I know bim," replied Coates — " a terrible liar ! — Tbe 
modem Turpin * is about Jive feet nine incites higV — exactly 
your beigbt, sir — exactly !" 

" I am five feet ten," answered Jack, standing boit up- 
rigbt. 

" You bave an incb, tben, in yoiu' faveur," retumed tbe 
imperturbed attorney, debberately proceeding witb bis ex- 
amination — " * he has a brown complexion, marJced tvith the 
small'pox,* " 

" My complexion is florid — ^my face witbout a seam," quotb 
Jack. 

" Tbose wbiskers would conceal anytbing," replied Coates, 
witb a grin. " Nobody wears wbiskers now-a-days, except a 
highwayman." 

" Sir !" said Jack, stemly. " You are personal." 

" I don't mean to be so," replied Coates ; " but you must 
allow tbe description tallies witb your own in a remarkable 
manner. Hear me out, bowever — * his cheek-horifs are hroad 
— his face is thinner towards the bottom — his visage short — 
pretty vpright — and broad about the shoidders.* Now I appeal 
to Mr. Tyrconnel if ail tbis does not sound like a portrait of 
your self?" 

" Don't appeal to me," said Titus, bastily, " upon sucb a 
délicate point. I can't say tbat I approve of a gentleman 
being likened to. a bigbwayman. But if ever tbero was a 
bigbwayman Td wisb to resemble, it's eitber Eedmond 
O'Hanlon or Eicbard Turpin ; and may tbe devil burn me if 
I know wbicb of tbe two is tbe greater rascal !" 

" Well, Mr. Palmer," said Coates, " I repeat, I mean no 
offence. Likenesses are unaccountable. I am said to be 
like my Lord Nortb, wbetber I am or not, tbe Lord knows. 
But if ever I meet witb Turpin I sball bear you in mind— be 
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— lie ! Ah ! if ever I should hâve the good luck to etumblo 
upon him, IVe a plan for Lis capture which couldn't fail. Onlj 
let me get a glimpse of him, that's ail. You shall see how 
ru dispose of him." 

" Well, sir, we shall see," obsetred Palmer. " And for 
your own sake, I wish you may never be nearer to him than 
you are at this moment. With bis friends, they say Dick 
Turpin can be as gentle as a lamb ; with bis f oes, especially 
witlTa limb of the law like yourself, he'8 been found%ut a^ 
ugly customer. I once saw him, as I told you, at Newmarket, 
where be was collared by two constable cuUs, one on each 
side. Shaking off one, and dealing the other a blow in the 
face with bis heavy-handled whip, be stuck «purs into bis 
mare, and thougb the wbole field gave chase, he distanced 
them ail easily.'* 

" And how came you not to try your pace with him, if 
you were there, as you boasted a short time ago?" asked 
Coates. 

" So I did, and stuck doser to him than any one else. We 
were neck and neck. I was the only person wbo could bave 
delivered him into the hands of justice, if l'd fait inclined." 

"Zounds!" cried Coates; "if I had a similar opportunity- 
it should be neck or nothing. Either he or I should reach 
the scragging-post first. I*d take him, dead or alive." 

" You take Turpin !*' cried Jack, with a sneer. 

" rd engage to do it," replied Coates. " 111 bet you a 
hundred guineas 1 take him, if I ever bave the same chance." 

** Done !" exclaimed Jack, rapping the table at the same 
time, so that the glasses danced upon it. 

" That's right," cried Titus. " l'U go your halves." 

"Wbat's the matter — what's the matter?" exclaimed 
Small, awakening from bis doze. 

" Only a trifling bet about a highwayman," replied Titus. 

" A highwayman !" echoed Small. "Eh ! what ? there 
are none in the bouse, I hope." 

" I hope not," answered Coates. " But this gentleman bas 
taken up the defence of the notorious Dick Turpin in so sin- 
gular a manner, that " 

" Quod factu fœdum est, idem est et Dictu Turpe,^^ retumed 
Small. " The less said about that rascal the better." 

" So I think," replied Jack. " The fact is as you say, sir 
— ^were Dick hère, he would, I am sure, take the freedom to 
Jiide 'em.'* 

Further discourse waa eut short by the sudden opening of 
the door, followed by the abrupt entrance of a tall, slender 
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young man, who hastily advanced towards the table, around 
which the company were seated. His appearance excited the 
utmost astonishment in the whole group : curiosity was exhi- 
bited in every countenance — the magnum remained poised 
midway in the hand of Pahner — Doctor Small scorched his 
thumb in the bowl of his pipe ; and Mr. Coates was almost 
choked, by swallowing an inordinate whiff of vapour. 

" Young Sir Eanulph !'* ejaculated he, so soon as the syn- 
cope would permit him. 

" Sir Eanulph hère ?** echoed Palmer, rising. 

" Angels and ministers !'* exclaimed Small. 

" Odsbodikins !'* cried Titus, with a theatrical start ; " this 
is more than I expected." 

" Gentlemen," said Eanulph, " do not let my unexpected 
arrivai hère discompose y ou. Doctor Small, you will excusé 
the manner of my greeting ; and you, Mr. Coates. One of 
the présent party, I beheve, was my f ather's médical attendant, 
Doctor Tyrconnel." 

" I had that honour," replied the Irishman, bowing pro- 
foundly — " I am Doctor Tyrconnel, Sir Eanulph, at your sèr- 
vice. 

" When, and at what hour, did my father breathe his last, 
sir ?'* inquired Eanulph. 

" Poor Sir Piers," answered Titus, again bowing, " de- 
parted this life on Thursday last." 

" The hour — the précise minute ?" asked Eanulph, eagerly. 

" Troth, Sir Eanulph, as nearly as I can recoUect, it might 
be a few minutes before midnight." 

"The very hour!" exclaimed Eanulph, striding towards 
the window. His steps were arrested as his eye feU upon the 
attire of his father, which, as we hâve before noticed, hung 
at that end of the room. A slight shudder passed over his 
frame. There was a momentary pause, during which Eanulph 
continued gazing intently at the apparel. " The very dress, 
too !" muttered he ; then turning to the assembly, who were 
watching his movements with surprise, " Doctor," said he, 
addressing Small, " I hâve something for your private car. 
Gentlemen, will you spare us the room for a few minutes ?" 

" On my conscience," said Tyrconnel to Jack Palmer, as 
they quitted the sanctum, " a mighty fine boy is this young 
Sir Eanulph ! — and a chip of the ouïd block ! — he'U be as good 
a fellow as his father." 

" No doubt," replied Palmer, shutting the door. " But 
what the devil brought him back, just in the nick of it ?" 
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X. 

BANXJLPH EOOKWOOD. 

Fer, Yes, Francisco, 

He hath left his curse «pon mC' 
Fran. How ? 
Fer. His curse ! dost comprehend wbat tbat word carries, 

Shob from a father's angry breath ? Unless 

I tear poor Felisarda from my beart, 

He batb pronounced me beir to aJl bis curses. 

Shirlet. — The Brothers. 

" Thebe is nothing, I trust, my dear young friend, and 
quondam pupil," said Doctor Small, as the door was closed, 
" that weighs upon your mind, beyond the sorrow naturally 
incident to an affliction, severe as tlie présent. Forgive my 
appréhensions if I am wrong. You know the affectionate 
interest I hâve ever felt for you — an interest which, I assure 
you, is nowise diminished, and which will excuse my urg- 
mg you to unburden your mind to me ; assuring yourself, 
that whatever may be your disclosure, you will hâve my 
sincère sympathy and commisération. I may be better able 
to advise with you, should counsel be necessary, than others, 
from my knowledge of your character and tempérament. I 
would not anticipate evil, and am, perhaps, unnecessarily 
apprehensive. But I own, I am startled at the incohérence 
of your expressions, coupled with your sudden and almost 
mysterious appearance at this distressing conjuncture. 
Answer me : has your retum been the resuit of mère acci- 
dent? is it to be considered one of those singular cir- 
cumstances which almost look like fate, and baffle our 
compréhension ? or were you nearer home than we expected, 
and received the news of your father*s démise through some 
channel unknown to us ? Satisfy my curiosity, I beg of you, 
upon this point." 

" Your curiosity, my dear sir," replied Ranulph, gravely 
and sadly, *' will not be decreased, when I tell you, that my 
retum has neither been the work of chance (for I came fuUy 
anticipating the dread event, which I find realised), nor has 
it been occasioned by any intelligence derived from yourself, 
or others. It was only, indeed, upon my arrivai hère that I 
received full confirmation of my appréhensions. I had an- 
other, a more terrible summons to retum." 

"What summons? you perplex me!" exclaimed Small, 
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gazing with some misgiving into the face of bis young 
friend. 

"I am myself perplexed — sorely perplexed," retumed 
Eanulph. " I hâve much to relate ; but I pray y ou bear 
with me to the end. I hâve that on my mind which, like 
guilt, must be revealed.'* 

** Speak, then, fearlessly to me," said Small, affectionately 
pressing Eanulph's hand ; " and assure yourself , beforehand, 
of my sympathy." 

**It will be necessary,*' said Eanulph. "to préface my 
narrative by some slight allusion to certain painful events 
(and yet I know not why I should call them painful, except- 
ing in their conséquences) which influenced my conduct in my 
final interview between my father and myself — an interview 
which occasioned my departure for the Continent — ^and which 
was of a character so dreadful, that I would not even revert 
to it, were it not a necessary preliminary to the circumstance 
I am about to détail. 

" When I left Oxford, I passed a few weeks alone, in Lon- 
don. A collège friend, whom I accidentally met, introduced 
me, during a promenade in St. James' s Park, to some ac- 
quaintances of his own, who were taking an airing in the 
Mail at the same time — a f amily whose name was Mowbray, 
consisting of a widow lady, her son, and daughter, This 
introduction was made in compliance with my own request. 
I had been struck by the singular beauty of the younger lady, 
whose countenance had a peculiar and inexpressible charm to 
me, from its marked resemblace to the portrait of the Lady 
Eleanor Eookwood, whose charms, and unhappy fate, I hâve 
so often dwelt upon and deplored. The picture is there," 
continued Eanulph, pointing to it : " look at it, and you 
hâve the f air créature I speak of bef ore you ; the colour of 
the hair — the tendemess of the eyes. No — the expression is 
not so sad, except when — ^but no matter ! I recognised her 
features at once. 

" It struck me, that upon the mention of my name, the 
party betrayed some surprise, especially the elder lady. For 
my own part, I was so attracted by the beauty of the 
daughter, the effect of which upon me seemed rather the 
f ulfilment of a predestined event, originating in the strange 
fascination which the f amily portrait had wrought in .my 
heart, than the opération of what is called * love at first sight,' 
that I was insensible to the agitation of the mother. In vain 
I endeavoured to rally myself ; my efforts at conversation 
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were fruitless ; I could ûot talk — ^all I could do Wâs silenlly 
to yield to the soft witcherj of tliose teiider eycs : my ad- 
miration increasing each instant that I gazed upon them. 

" I accompanied them home. Attracted as by some irré- 
sistible spell, I could uot tear myself away ; so that, althougli 
I fancied I could perceive symptoms of displeasure in the 
looks of both the mother and the son, yet, regardless of con- 
séquences, I Tentured, uninirited, to enter the house. In 
order to shake off the restraint which I felt iny society im* 
posed, I found it absolutely necessary to diyest myself of 
bashfulnesBy and to exert such conrersational powèi'ê as I 
possessed. I succeeded so well that the discourse soon 
became lirely and animated ; and what chiefly delighted me 
iras, that she, for whoso iake I had committed my présent 
rudeness, became radiant with smiles. I had been ail eageî* 
AesB to seek for some explanation of the resemblance to which 
I hâve just alluded, and the fitting moment had, I conceired, 
arrived. I called attention to a pecuhar expression in the 
features of Miss Mowbray, and then instanced the likeness 
that subsisted between her and my ancestress. ' It is the 
more singular/ I said^ tuming to her mother, ' because there 
could hare been no affînity^ that I am aware of , between 
them, and yet the likeness is really surprising.'— ' It is not so 
singtilar as you imagine/ answered Mrs. Mowbray ; ' thei^ is 
a close affinity. That Lady Eookwood was my mother. 
Eleanor Mowbtay does resemble her ill^fated ancestress/ 

'' Words cannot paint my astonishment. I gazed àt Mrs. 
Mowbray, considering whether I had not misconstrued her 
speech— whether I had not so shaped the sounds, as to suit 
tuy own quick and passionate conceptions. But no ! I read 
in her calm, collected countenance-^in the downcast glanée 
ftnd sudden sadness of Eleanor, as well as in the changed 
and haughty demeanour of the brother, that I had heard her 
rightly. Eleanor Mowbray was my cousin— the descendant 
of that hapless créature whose image I had almost wor* 
flhipped. 

** Eecorering from my surprise^ I addressed Mrs. Mowbray, 
endearouring to excuse my ignorance of our relationship, on 
the plea that I had not been given to understand that such 
had been the name of the gentleman she had espoused. ' Kor 
was it,' answered she, * the name he bore at Eookwood j cir* 
ctunstances forbad it then. From the hour I quitted that 
house until this moment, excepting one interview with my— 
with Bir Beginald Eookwood-»I hâve seen none of my f amily 
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««4uiTe lield no communication with them. My hrotbcrs 
hftTe been stitingers to me ; tlio rcrj name of Eookwood lias 
been unheard, unknown ; nor wonld rou hâve brou admitteil 
hete, had ;not accident occasioned it * I vcntunul iiow to 
interrapt hcr, and to express a bopiî tbat tbe would 8uiT(*r an 
ftcquaititance to be kept up, wbicb bad so fortunntcly coin- 
menced, and wbicb mij^ht niost prol)abl7 briuj; about an 
entire reconciliation betwoen tbc families. I was so rarnoKl 
in my etpostubitions, mj wbole sonl bein^^ in tbem, tbat sbc 
incUned a more friendfy car to me. Eleanor, too, smilcd 
encotiragement. Lore lent mo éloquence ; and, at lon<jrtb, as 
a token of my success and ber own rolentinf?, Mrs. Mowbray 
held forth ner band: I claspcd it eagorly. It was tbe 
bappiest moment of my life. 

" I will not trouble you witb any lengtboned description of 
Eleanor Mowbray. I bopo, at some period or otber, you may 
Btill be enabled to sec ber, and judge for yourself ; for tbougb 
adverse circumstanocs bave bitbcrto conspirod to scparate us, 
tbe time for a renowal of our acquaintauco is approacbing, I 
trust, for I am not yot altogetbor witbout bope. But tbus 
mucb I may be allowed to say, tbat ber rare endowments of 
person wero only equalled by tbe grâces of ber mind. 

" Educated abroad, sbc bad ail tbe vivacity of our livelier 
neigbbours, combined witb every solid qualification wbicb we 
claun as more essentially our own. lier light and frolic 
manner was Frencb, certainly ; but ber gentlo, sincère beart 
was as surely Engbsb. The foreign accent tbat dwelt upon 
her tongue communicated an inexpressible cbarm, even to tbe 
language wbicb sbc spoke. 

" I wUl not dweU too long upon tbis thème, I feel ashamed 
of my own j^rolixity. And yet I am sure you will pardon it. 
Ah, those brigbt, brief dîiys ! too quickly were they fled ! I 
could expatiate upon each minute — ^recal each word — ^revive 
each look. It may not be. I must hasten on. Darker 
thèmes await me. 

"My love made rapid progress — I became each hour more 
enamoured of my new-found cousin. My wbole time was 
tossed near her ; indeed, I could scarcely exist in absence 
nom her side. Short, however, was destined to be my in- 
dulgence în this blissful state. One happy week was its 
ôxtent. I received a peremptory summons from my father 
to retum home. 

" Immediately upon commencing this acquaintance, I had 
written to my father, explaining every particular attending 
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it. This I sliould bave done of my own free will ; but I was 
urged to it by Mrs. Mowbray. TJnaccustomed to disguise, I 
had expatiated upon the beauty of Eleanor, and in such 
terms, I fear, tbat I excited some uneasiness in his breast. 
His letter was laconic. He made no allusion to the subject 
upon whicb I had expatiated when writing to him. He com- 
manded me to retum. 

" The bitter hour was at hand. I could not hesitate to 
comply. Without my father's sanction, I was assured Mrs. 
Mowbray would not permit any continuance of my acquaint- 
ance. Of Eleanor's inclinations I fancied I had some 
assurance ; but without her mother's consent, to whose will 
she was devoted, I felt, had I eyen been inclined to urge it, 
that my suit was hopeless. The letter which I had received 
from my f ather made me more than doubt whether I should 
not find him utterly adverse to my wishes. Agonized, there- 
fore, with a thousand appréhensions, I presented myself on 
the moming of my departure. It was then I made the 
déclaration of my passion to Eleanor ; it was then that eveiy 
hope was confirmed, every appréhension realized. I received 
from her lips a confirmation of my fondest wishes ; yet were 
those hopes blighted in the bud, when I heard, at the same 
time, that their consummation was dépendent on the will of 
two others, whose assenting voices, she feared, could never be 
obtained. From Mrs. Mowbray I received a more decided 
reply. Ail her haughtiness was aroused. Her f arewell words 
assured me that it was indiffèrent to her whether we met 
again as relatives or as Etrangers. Then was it that the 
native tenderness of Eleanor displayed itself, in an outbreak 
of feeling peculiar to a heart keenly sympathetic as her s, 
She saw my sufEering — the reserve natural to her sex 
gave way — she flung herself into my arms — and so we 
parted. 

" With a heavy foreboding, I returned to Rookwood ; and, 
oppressed with the gloomiest anticipations, endeavoured to 
prépare myself for the worst. 1 arrived. My réception was 
such as I had calculated upon ; and, to increase my distress, 
my parents had been at variance. I will not pain y ou and 
myself with any récital of their disagreement, My mother 
had espoused my cause, chiefly, I fear, with the view of 
thwarting my poor father's inclinations. He was in a terrible 
mood, exasperated by the fiery stimulants he had swallowed, 
which had not, indeed, drowned his reason, but roused and 
inflamed every dormant émotion to violence. He was as one 
insane. It was evening when I arrived. I would willingly 
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hâve postponed the interview till the morrow. It could not 
be. He insisted upon seeing me. 

"My mother was présent. You know the restraint she 
usually had over my father, and how she maintained it. On 
this occasion she had none. He questioned me as to every 
particular ; probed my secret soûl ; dragged f orth every 
latent feeling, and then thundered eut his own détermina- 
tion that Eleanor never should be bride of mine ; nor would 
he receive under his roof her mother, the discountenanced 
daughter of his father. I endeavoured to remonstrate with 
him. He was deaf to my entreaties. My mother added 
sharp and stinging words to my expostulations. * I had her 
consent/ she said ; * what more was needed ? The lands 
were entailed. I should at no distant period be their master, 
and might then please myself .* This I mention, in order to 
give you my father* s strange answer. 

" * Hâve a care, madam,' replied he, * and bridle your 
tongue ; they are entailed, 'tis true, but I need not ask his 
consent to eut ofE that entail. Let him dare to disobey me 
in this particular, and I will so divert the channel of my 
wealth, that no drop shall reach him. I will — but why 
threaten ? — let him do it, and approve the conséquences.* 

" On the morrow I renewed my importunities with no 
better success. We were alone. 

" * Eanulph,* said he, ' you wastetime in seeldngto change 
my resolution. It is unalterable. I hâve many motives 
which influence me; they are inexplicable, but imperative. 
Eleanor Mowbray never can be yours. Forget her as speedily 
as may be, and I pledge myself, upon whomsoever else your 
choice may fix, I will oSer no obstacle.* 

" * But why,' exclaimed I, with véhémence, ' do you object 
to one whom you hâve never beheld ? At least, consent to 
see her.* 

" * Never !' he replied. * The tie is sundered, and cannot 
be reunited ; my father bound me by an oath never to meet 
in friendship with my sister ; I will not break my vow. I 
will not violate its conditions, even in the second degree. We 
never can meet again. An idle prophecy which I hâve heard 
has said, ^^ that ivhen a Boolcivood shall marry a Bookivood 
the oui of the hoiise draiveth nigh.'* That I regard not. It 
may hâve no moaning, or it may hâve much. To me it 
imports nothing further, than that if you wed Eleanor, every 
acre I possess shall départ from you. And assure yourself 
this is no idle threat. I can, and will do it. My curse shall 
be your sole inheritance.' 
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" I could not avoid making some reply, representing to 
him how unjustifiable sucli a procédure was to me, in a case 
where the happinees of mj life was at stake, and how incon- 
gistent it was witli tlie charitable precepts of our faith, to 
allow feelings of resentment to influence hii conduct. Mj 
remongtrances, as in the preceding meeting, were ineffectuai. 
The more I spoke, the more intemperate he grew. I there- 
fore desisted. But not before he had ordered me to quit the 
house. I did not leave the neighbourhood, but saw him 
again on the same evening, 

" Our last interview look place in the garden. I then told 
him that I had determined to go abroad for two years, at the 
expiration of which period I proposed returning to EngKnd ; 
trusting that his resolution might then be changed, and that 
he would listen to my request, for the fulfilment of which I 
could never cease to hope. Time, I hoped, might befriend 
me. He approved of my plan of travelling, requesting me 
not to see Eleanor before 1 set out; adding, in a melancholy 
tone — * We may never meet again, Ranulph, in this life ; 
in that case, farewell for ever, Indulge no vain hopes. 
Eleanor never can be yours, but upon one condition, and to 
that you would never consent !' — * Propose it !* I cried ; 
' there is no condition I could not accède to.' — * Eash boy !' 
he replied; 'you know not'what you say ; that pledge you 
would never f ulfil, were I to propose it to you ; but no — 
should I survive till you return, you shall learn it then — and 
now, farewell.' — * Speak now, I beseech you !' I exclaimed ; 
* anything, everything — what you will!' — * Say no more,' 
replied he, walking towards the house; *when you return 
we will renew this subject; farewell — perhaps for ever.' 
His words were prophétie — ^that parting was for ever.' I 
remained in the garden till nightfall. I saw my mother, but 
he came not again. I quitted England without beholding 
Eleanor." 

" Did you not acquaint her by letter with what had oc- 
curred, and y our conséquent intentions ?" asked Small. 

" I did," replied Eanulph ; " but I received no reply. My 
earliest inquiries will be directed to ascertain whether the 
family are still in London. It will be a question for our 
considération, whether I am not justified in departing from 
my father's express wishes, or whether I should violate his 
commands in so doing." 

**We will discuss that point hereafter," replied Small, 
adding as he noticed the growiug paleness of his companion, 
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"you are too mucli exhausted to proceed — ^you had better 
defer the remainder of jour story to a future period." 

" No," repUed EaniUph, gwaUowing a glass of water ; " I 
am eihausted, yet I cannot rest — ^my blood îs in a fever, 
which notbing will allay. I «hall feel more easy when I hâve 
made the pregent communication. I am approaching the 
sequel of my narrative. Tou are now in posseagion of the 
story of my love — of the motive of my departure. You shall 
learn what was the occasion of my return. 

" I had wandered from city to city during my term of exile 
— consumed by hopeless pasiion—with.little that could amuse 
me, tbougb surrounded by a thousand objecta of interest to 
otbers, and only rendering life endurable by severest study, 
or most active exertion. My steps conducted me to Bor- 
deaux ; there I made a long hait, encbaated by the beauty 
of the neighbouring scenery. My fancy was smitten by the 
situation of a villa on the banks of the Garonne, within a 
few leagues of the city. It was an old château, with fine 
gardens bordering the blue waters of the river, and com- 
manding a multitude of enchanting prospects. The bouse, 
which had in part gone to decay, was inhabited by an aged 
couple, who had formerly been servants to an English fanuly, 
the members of which had thus provided for them on their 
return to their own country. I inquired the name. Oonoeive 
my astonishmeut to find that this château had been the rési- 
dence of the Mûwbrays. This intelligence decided me at 
once— I took up my abode in the house ; and a new and un- 
expected source of solace and delight was opened to me. l 
traced the paths she had traced ; occupied the room she haA 
occupied ; tended the flowers she had tended ; and, oïi the 
golden summer evenings, would watch the rapid waters, 
tinged with ail the glorious hues of sunset, sweeping past my 
feet, and think how she had watched them. Her présence 
seemed to pervade the place. I was now comparatively 
happy, and, anxious to remain unmolested, wrote home that 
I was leaving Bordeaux for the Pyrénées, on my way to 
Spain. 

" That account arrived," observed Small. 

"One night," continued Eanulph— " 'tis now the sixth 
since the occurrence I am about to relate — I was seated in a 
bower that overlooked the river. It had been a lovely even- 
ing — so lovely, that I lingered there, wrapped in the heavenly 
contemplation of its beauties. . I watched each rosy tint 
reflected upon the surface of the rapid stream — ^now fading 
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into yellow — now shining silvery white. I noted thé mystic 
mingling of twilight with darkaess — of nigM witli day, till 
the bright cmrent on a sudden became a black mass of 
waters. I could scarcely discern a leaf — ail was darkness — 
when, lo ! another change ! The moon was up — a flood of 
light deluged ail around — the stream was dancing again in 
reflected radiance, and I still lingering at its brink. 

" I had been musing for some moments, with my head 
resting upon my hand, when, happening to raise my eyes, I 
beheld a figure immediately before me. I was astonished at 
the sight, for I had perceived no one approach — had heard 
no footstep advance towards me, and was satisfied that no 
one besides myself could be in the garden. The présence of 
the figure inspired me with an undefinable awe ! and, I can 
scarce tell why, but a thrilling presentiment convinced me 
that it was a supernatural visitant. Without motion — with- 
out lif e — without substance, it seemed ; yet still the outward 
character of life was there. I started to my feet. God ! what 
did I behold ? The face was turned to me — my faihei 's face. 
And what an aspect — what a look ! Time can never efface 
that terrible expression; it is graven upon my memory — I 
cannot describe it. It was not anger — it was not pain ; it was 
as if an eternity of woe were stamped upon its features. It 
was too dreadful to behold. I would fain hâve averted my 
gaze — my eyes were fascinated — fixed — I could not withdraw 
them from the ghastly countenance. I shrank from it, yet 
stirred not — I could not move a limb. Noiselessly gliding 
towards me, the apparition approached. I could not retreat. 
It stood obstinately beside me. I became as one half dead. 
The phantom shoot its head with the deepest despair ; and 
as the Word * Eeturn !' sounded hollowly in my ears, it gra- 
dually melted from my view. I cannot tell how I recovered 
from the swoon into which I fell, but daybreak saw me on 
my way to England. I am hère. On that night — at that 
same hour my father died." 

" It was, after ail, then, a supernatural summons that y ou 
received ?" said Small. 

" TJndoubtedly," replied Eanulph. 

" Humph ! — the coincidence, I own, is sufficiently curions,'' 
returned Small, musingly ; " but it would not be difficult, I 
think, to discover a satisfactory explanation of the delusion." 

" There was no delusion," replied Eanulph, coldly ; " the 
figure was as palpable as your own. Can I doubt, when I 
behold this resuit ? Could any deceit hâve been practised 
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tif)on me at that distance ?— thé précise time, moreover, 
agreeing. Did not the phantom bid me return ? — ^I hâve re- 
tumed — he is dead. I hâve gazed upon a being of another 
world. To doubt were impious, after that look." 

" Whatever my opinions may be, my dear young friend," 
retnmed Small, gravely, " I will suspend them for the pré- 
sent. You are still greatly excited. Let me advise you to 
seek some repose." 

"I am easier," replied Eanulph; "but you are right, I 
will endeavour to snatch a little rest. Something within tells 
me ail is not yet accomplished. What remains ? I shudder 
to think of it. I will rejoin you at midnight. I shaU myself 
attend the solemnity. Adieu !" 

Eanulph quitted thè room. Small sighingly shook his 
head, and having lighted his pipe, was presently buried in a 
profundity of smoke and metaphysical spéculation. 



XI. 

LADY BOOKWOOD. 



Frcm, de Med, Yonr nnhappy husband 

Is dead. 
Vit Cor, Oh, he's a happy husband 1 

Now he owes nature nothing. 
Mon, And look upon this créature as his wif e. 

She cornes not like a T?idow— sho cornes armed 

With scom and impudence. Is this a mouraing habit P 

The White DeviL 

The progress of our narrative demands our présence in 
another apartment of the hall — a large, lonesome chamber, 
situate in the eastern wing of the house, already described as 
the most ancient part of the building — the sombre appear- 
ance of which was greatly increased by the dingy discoloured 
tapestry that clothed its walls ; the record of the patience 
and industry of a certain Dame Dorothy Eookwood, who 
flourished some centuries ago, and whose skilful needle had 
iUustrated the slaughter of the Innocents, with a severity of 
gustOf and sanguinary minuteness of détail, truly surprising 
in a lady so amiable as she was represented to hâve been. 
Grim-visaged Herod glared from the ghostly woof , with his 
shadowy légions, executing their murderous purposes, grouped 
like a troop of Sabbath-dancing witches around him. Mys- 
terious twilight, admitted through the deep, dark, mullioned 
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windowi, revealed the antique fumiture of the room, which 
gtill boasted a sort of mildewed splendeur, more imposing, 
perhapg, than its original gaudy magnificence ; and showed 
the lofty hangingg, and tall, hearse-like canopy of a bedstead, 
once a couch of state, but now destined for the repose of Lady 
Bookwood. The stiff crimson hangings were embroidered in 
gold, with the arms and cipher of Elizabeth, from whom the 
apartment, having once been occupied by that sovereign, 
obtained the name of the " Queen's Koom." 

The sole tenant of thig chamber was a female, in whose 
countenance, if time and strong émotion had written strange 
defeatures, they had not obliterated its striking beauty and 
classical grandeur of expression. It was a face majestical 
and severe. Fride was stamped in ail its lines ; and though 
each passion was, by tums, developed, it was évident that ail 
were subordinate to the sin by which the angels fell. The 
contour of her face was f ormed in the purest Grecian mould, 
and might hâve been a model for Medea; so well did the 
gloomy grandeur of the brow, the severe chiselling of the lip, 
the rounded beauty of the throat, and the faùdtless sym- 
metry of her full form, accord ^th the beau idéal of antique 
perfection. Shaded by smooth f olds of raven hair, which still 
maintained its jetty dye, her lofty forehead would hâve been 
displayed to the greatest advantage, had it not been at this 
moment knit and deformed, by excess of passion, if that pas- 
sion can be said to deform which only calls forth strong and 
véhément expression. Her figure, which wanted only height 
to give it dignity, was arrayed in the garb of widowhood ; 
and if she exhibited none of the désolation of heart, which 
such a bereavement might hâve been expected to awaken, 
she was evidently a prey to feelings scarcely less harrowing. 
At the particular time of which we speak, Lady Rookwood, 
for she it was, was occupied in the investigation of the con- 
tents of an escritoir. Examining the papers which it contained 
with great délibération, she threw each aside, as soon as she 
had satisfied herself of its purport, until she arrived at a 
little package, carefully tied up with black riband, and sealed. 
This, Lady Eookwood hastily broke open, and drew forth a 
small miniature. It was that of a female, young and beau- 
tiful, rudely, yet faithfully executed — faithfully, we say, for 
there was an air of sweetness and simplicity — and, in short, a 
look of reality and nature about the picture (it is seldom, 
indeed, that we mistake a likeness, even if we are unacquainted 
with the original), that attested the artist's fidelity. The 
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face was as radiant with smiles as a bright day with sun- 
beams. Tbe portrait was set in gold, and behind it was 
looped a lock of the darkest and finest hair. Underneath 
the miniature were written, in Sir Piers's liand, tbe words 
" Lady Rookwood" A slip of folded paper was also attached 
to it, 

Lady Eookwood scornfuUy scrutinized the features for a few 
moments, and tben unfolded the paper, at the sight of which 
she started, and tumed pale. " Thank God !" she cried, 
" this is in my possession — ^while I hold this, we are safe. 
Were it not better to destroy this évidence at once ? No, 
no, not now — it shall not part from me. I will abide 
Ranulph's return. This document will give me a power 
over him such as I could never otherwise obtain." Placing 
the marriage certificate, for such it was, within her breast, 
and laying the miniature upon the table, she next proceeded, 
deliberately, to arrange the disordered contents of the box. 

Ail outward traces of émotion had, ère this, become se 
subdued in Lady Eookwood, that although she had, only a 
few moments previously, exhibited the extremity of pas- 
sionate indignation, she now, apparently without effort, re- 
sumed entire composure, and might hâve been supposed to 
be engaged in a matter of little interest to hersclf. It was a 
dread calm, which they who knew her would havc trcmbled 
to behold. " From thèse letters I gather," exclaimed she, 
" that their wretched offspring knows not of his fortune. So 
far well. There is no channel whence he can dérive informa- 
tion, and my first care shall be to ijrevent his obtaining 
any due to the secret of his birth. I am directe d to provide 
for him — ha ! ha ! I will provide — a grave ! There will ] 
bury him and his secret. My son's security and my owi 
wrong demand it. I must choose surer hands — the worl 
must not be half donc, as heretofore. And now I bethink 
me, he is in the neighbourhood, connected with a gang of 
poachers — *tis as I could wish it." 

At this moment a knock at the chamber door broke upon 
her méditations. " Agnes, is it you ?" demanded Lady Eook- 
wood. 

Thus summoned, the old attendant entered the room. 

"Why are my orders disobeyed?" asked the lady, in a 
severe tone of voice. ** Did I not say^ when you delivered me 
this package from Mr. Coates, which he huuself wished to 
présent, that I would not be disturbed ?" 

" You did my lady, but '' 
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windowi, revealed the antique fumiture of thé room, whicli 
Btill boasted a sort of mildewed splendeur, more imposing, 
perhapg, than its original gaudy magnificence ; and showed 
the lofty hangings, and tall, hearse-like canopy of a bedstead, 
once a couch of state, but now destined for the repose of Lady 
Bookwood. The stiff crimson hangings were embroidered in 
gold, with the arms and cipher of Elizabeth, from whom the 
apartment, having once been occupied by that sovereign, 
obtained the name of the ** Queen's Koom." 

The sole tenant of this chamber was a female, in whose 
countenance, if time and strong émotion had written strange 
defeatures, they had not obliterated its striking beauty and 
classical grandeur of expression. It was a face majestical 
and severe. Fride was stamped in ail its lines ; and though 
each passion was, by turns, developed, it was évident that ail 
were subordinate to the sin by which the angels fell. The 
contour of her face was formed in the purest Grecian mould, 
and might hâve been a model for Medea; so well did the 
gloomy grandeur of the brow, the severe chiselling of the lip, 
the rounded beauty of the throat, and the faultless sym- 
metry of her fuU f orm, accord ^th the beau idéal of antique 
perfection. Shaded by smooth f olds of raven hair, which still 
maintained its jetty dye, her lofty forehead would hâve been 
displayed to the greatest advantage, had it not been at this 
moment knit and deformed, by excess of passion, if that pas- 
sion can be said to deform which only calls forth strong and 
véhément expression. Her figure, which wanted only height 
to give it dignity, was arrayed in the garb of widowhood; 
and if she exhibited none of the désolation of heart, which 
such a bereavement might hâve been expected to awaken, 
she was evidently a prey to feelings scarcely less harrowing. 
At the particular time of which we speak, Lady Eookwood, 
for she it was, was occupied in the investigation of the con- 
tents of an escritoir. Examining the papers which it contained 
with great délibération, she threw each aside, as soon as she 
had satisfied herself of its purport, until she arrived at a 
little package, carefully tied up with black riband, and sealed. 
This, Lady Eookwood hastily broke open, and drew forth a 
small miniature. It was that of a female, young and beau- 
tiful, rudely, yet faithfully eiecuted — faithfuUy, we say, for 
there was an air of sweetness and simplicity — and, in short, a 
look of reality and nature about the picture (it is seldom, 
indeed, that we mistake a likeness, even if we are unacquainted 
with the original), that attested the artistes fidelity. The 
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face was as radiant with smiles as a bright day with sun- 
beams. Tbe portrait was set in gold, and behind it was 
looped a lock of the darkest and finest hair. Underneath 
the miniature were written, in Sir Piers's liand, the words 
" Lady Rookwood.'* A slip of folded paper was also attacbed 
to it, 

Lady Eookwood scornfuUy scrutinized the features for a few 
moments, and then unfolded the paper, at the sight of which 
she started, and tumed pale. " Thank God !" she cried, 
" this is in my possession — ^while I hold this, we are safe. 
Were it not better to destroy this évidence at once ? No, 
no, not now — it shall not part from me. I will abide 
Ranulph's return. This document will give me a power 
over him such as I could ne ver otherwise obtain." Placing 
the marriage certificate, for such it was, within her breast, 
and laying the miniature upon the table, she next proceeded, 
deliberately, to arrange the disordered contents of the box. 

Ail outward traces of émotion had, ère this, become so 
subdued in Lady Eookwood, that although she had, only a 
few moments previously, exhibited the extremity of pas- 
sionate indignation, she now, apparently without effort, re- 
sumed entire composure, and might hâve been supposed to 
be engaged in a matter of little interest to herself . It was a 
dread calm, which they who knew her would havc trembled 
to behold. " From thèse letters I gather," exclaimed she, 
" that their wretched offspring knows not of his fortune. So 
far well. There is no channel whence he can dérive informa- 
tion, and my first care shall be to prevent his obtaining 
any due to the secret of his birth. I am directed to provide 
for him — ha ! ha ! I will provide — a gi^ave ! There will ] 
bury him and his secret. My son's security and my owi 
wrong demand it. I must choose surer hands — the worl 
must not be half done, as heretofore. And now I bethink 
me, he is in the neighbourhood, connected with a gang of 
poachers — 'tis as I could wish it." 

At this moment a knock at the chamber door broke upon 
her méditations. " Agnes, is it you ?" demanded Lady Eook- 
wood. 

Thus summoned, the old attendant entered the room. 

"Why are my orders disobeyed?" asked the lady, in a 
severe tone of voice. ** Did I not say^ when you delivered me 
this package from Mr. Coates, which he himself wished to 
présent, that I would not be disturbed ?" 

" You did my lady, but '' 
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" Spealk out," said Lady Eookwood, somewliat more mildly, 
perceiving from Agnes* s manner, tliat she liad sometliing of 
importance to communicate. " What is it brings you liitlier ?" 

" I am sorry," returned Agnes, " to disturb your ladyship, 
but— but " 

" But what ?" interrupted Lady Eookwood, impatiently. 

" I could not belp it, my lady — be would bave me come ; 
be said be was resolved to see your ladysbip, wbetber you 
would or not." 

" W(yuld see me, ba ! is it so ? I guess bis errand, and its 
object — ^be bas some suspicion. No, tbat cannot be ; be would 
not dare to tamper witb tbese seals. Agnes, I will not see 
bim." 

" But be swears, my lady, tbat be will not leave tbe bouse 
witbout seeing you — be would bave forced bis way into your 
présence, if I bad not consented to announce bim." 

" Insolent !" exclaimed Lady Eookwood, witb a glance of 
indignation; ^^ force bis way! I promise you be sball not 
display an equal anxiety to repeat tbe visit. Tell Mr. Coates 
I will see bim." 

" Mr. Coates ! Mercy on us, my lady, it's not be. He*d 
never bave intruded upon you unasked. No sucb tbing. He 
knows bis place too well. No, no ; it*s not Mr. Coates " 

" If not be— wbo is it ?" 

" Luke Bradley ; your ladysbip knows wbom I mean." 

" He bere— now ? " 

"Tes, my lady; and looking so fierce and strange, I 
was quite frigbtened to see bim. He looked so likebis — 
bis — -" 

" His fatber, you would say. Speak out." 

** No, my lady, bis grandfatber — old Sir EegLnald. He*fl 
tbe very image of bim. But bad not your ladysbip better 
ring tbe alarm bell ? and wben be comes in, l'U run and fetcb 
tbe servants — be's dangerous, l'm sure." 

" I bave no fears of bim. He will see me, you say " 

" Ay, it'?7Z," exclaimed Luke, as be tbrew open tbe door, 
and sbut it forcibly after bim, striding towards Lady Eook- 
wood, " nor abide longer delay." 

It was an instant or two ère Lady Eookwood, tbus taken 
by surprise, could command speecb. Sbe fixed ber eyes, witb 
a look of keen and angry inquiry, upon tbe bold intruder, 
wbo, notbing daunted, confronted ber glances witb a gaze as 
Btem and steadfast as ber own. 

"Wbo are you, and wbat seek you?" exclaimed Lady 
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Eookwood, after a brief pause, and, in spite of herself, her 
voice sounded tremulously. "What would you hâve, that 
you venture to appear before me at this season, and in this 
lashion ?" 

" I might bave cbosen a fitter opportunity," retumed Luke, 
"were it needed. My business will not brook delay — you 
must be pleased to overlook this intrusion on your privacy at 
a season of sorroiv like the présent. As to the f ashion of my 
visit, you must be content to excuse ihat, I cannot help 
myself. I may amend bereafter. Who I am, you are able, 
I doubt not, to divine. What I seek, you sball hear, when 
this old woman bas left the room, unless you would bave a 
witness to a déclaration tbat concerns you as nearly as 
myself." 

An indefinite feeling of apprebension bad, from tbe first 
instant of Luke*s entrance, crossed Lady Eookwood*s mind. 
Sbe, bowever, answered witb some calmness — 

" Wbat you can bave to say is of small moment to me — nor 
does it signify wbo may bear it. It sball not, bowever, be 
said tbat Lady Eookwood f eared to be alone, even tbougb sbe 
endangered ber life." 

" I am no assassin," replied Luke, " nor bave sougbt tbe 
destruction of my deadliest f oe — tbougb 'twere but retributive 
justice to bave done so." 

Lady Rookwood stârted. 

" Nay, you need not fear me," replied Luke ; " my revenge 
will be otberwise accomplisbed." 

" Go," said Lady Rookwood to Agnes — " yet — stay witb- 
out, in tbe antecbamber." 

" My lady," said Agnes, scarcely able to articulate, " sball 
I " 

" Hear me, Lady Rookwood," interrupted Luke. " I repeat, 
I intend you no injury. My object bere is solely to obtain a 
private conférence. You can bave no reason for denying me 
tbis request. I will not abuse yom* patience. Mine is no 
idle mission. Say you refuse me, and I will at once départ. 
I will find otber means of communicating witb you — ^less 
direct, and tberefore less désirable. Make your élection. 
But we must be alone — undisturbed. Summon your bouse- 
bold — let tbem lay bands upon me, and I will proclaim aloud 
wbat you would gladly bide, even from yourself." 

"Leave us, Agnes," said Lady Rookwood. "I bave no 
fear of tbis man. I can deal witb bim myself, sbould I see 
occasion." 
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" Agnes," said Luke, in a stern, deep whisper, arresting 
the ancient handmaiden as she passed him, " stir not from 
the door till I corne forth. Hâve you forgotten your former 
mistress ! — my mother ? Hâve y ou forgotten Barbara Lovel, 
and that night f^ 

" In Heaven's name, hush !" replied Agnes, witli a shudder. 

" Let that be fresh in your memory. Move not a footstep, 
whatever y ou may hear," added he, in tbe same tone as 
before. 

" I will not — I will not." And Agnes departed. 

Luke felt some wavering in bis resolution when he found 
himself alone with the lady, whose calm, collected, yet 
haughty demeanour, as she resunied her seat, prepared for 
bis communication, could not fail to inspire him with a 
certain degree of awe. Not imconscious of her advantage, 
nor slow to profit by it, Lady Rookwood remained perfectiy 
silent, with her cyes steadily fixed upon bis face, while 
bis embarrassment momentarily increased. Summoning, at 
length, courage sufficient to address her, and ashamed of 
bis want of nerve, he thus broke forth — 

"When I enter ed this room, y ou asked my name and 
object. As to the first I answer to the same désignation as 
your ladyship. I bave long borne mv mother's name. I 
now claim my father*s. My object is the restitution of my 
rights." 

" Soh ! — it is as I suspected," thought Lady Eookwood, 
involuntarily casting her large eyes down. " Do I hear you 
rightly ?" exclaimed she, aloud ; " your name is " 

" Sir Luke Eookwood. As my father*s elder born ; by 
right of Aîs right to that title." 

If a glance could bave slain him, Luke had fallen lifeless 
at the lady*s feet. With a smile of ineffable disdain, she 
replied, " I kuow not why I hesitate to resent this indignity, 
even for an instant. But I would see how far your audacity 
will carry you. The name you bear is Bradley ?" 

" In ignorance I bave done so," replied Luke. " I am the 
son of her whose maiden name was Bradley. She was " 

" *Tis false — I will not hear it — she was nof," cried Lady 
Eookwood; her véhémence getting the master of her 
prudence. 

" Your ladyship anticipâtes my meaning," returned Luke. 
" Susan Bradley was the first wife of Sir Hers Eookwood." 

" His minion — bis mistress, if you will ; nought else. Is 
ït new to you, that a village wench, who lends herself to 
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flhaiïie, thoTild be beguiled hj such shallow pretencei ? That 
she was so duped I doubt not. But it is too late now to 
complain, and I would counsel you not to repeat your idle 
boast. It will serve no other purpose, trust me, than to 
blazon fortb your own, your mother's dishonour." 

" Lady Eookwood," sternly answered Luke, " my mother's 
famé is as free from disbonour as your own. I repeat, sbe 
was tbe first wife of Sir Piers ; and that I, her child, am first 
in tbe inberitance ; nay, sole heir to tbe estâtes and title of 
Eookwood, to tbe exclusion of your son. Fonder upon tbat 
intelligence. Men say tbey fear you, as a tbing of ill. / 
fear you not. Tbere hâve been days wben tbe Rookwoods 
beld tbeir dames in subjection. Discern you nougbt of tbat 
in me ?" 

Once or twice during tbis speecb Lady Rookwood's glances 
bad wandered towards tbe bell-cord, as if about to summon 
aid; but tbe intention was abandoned almost as soon as 
formed, probably from apprebension of tbe conséquences of 
any sucb attempt. Sbe was not witbout alarm as to tbe 
resuit of tbe interview, and was considering bow sbe could 
bring it to a termination witbout endangering berself, and, if 
possible, secure tbe person of Luke, wben tbe latter, turning 
sbarply round upon ber, and drawing a pistol, exclaimed — 

"Followme!" 

" Wbitber ?" asked sbe, in alarm. 

" To tbe cbamber of deatb !" 

" Wby tbere ? wbat would you do ? Villain ! I will not 
trust my bfe witb you. I will not follow you." 

" Hesitate not, as you value your life. Do aught to alarm 
tbe bouse, and I fire. Your safety dépends upon yourself . 
I would see my fatber's body, ère it be laid in tbe grave. I 
will not leave you bere." 

"Go," said Lady Eookwood; "if tbat be ail, I pledge 
myself you sball not be interrupted." 

" I will not take your pledge ; your présence sball be my 
surety. By my motber's unavenged memory, if you play me 
false, tbougb ail your satellites stand around you, you die 
upon tbe spot ! Obey me, and you are saf e. Our way leads 
to tbe room by tbe private staircase — ^we sball pass unob- 
served — you see I know tbe road. Tbe room, by your own 
command, is vacant — save of tbe dead. We sball, tberefore, 
be alone. Tbis done, I départ. You will tben be free to 
act. Disobey me, and your blood be upon your own 
bead." 
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" Lead on," said Lady Rookwood, pressing towards thé 
antecliamber. 

" The door I mean is there," pointing to another part of 
the room — " that panel " 

" Ha ! how know you tliat ?" 

" No matter ; f ollow." 

Lnke touched a spring, and the panel, flying open, disclosed 
a dim recess, into which he entered ; and, seizing^Lady Eook- 
wood's hand, dragged her after him. 



xn. 

THE CHAMBEB OF DEATH. 



It is the body— I hâve orders given 

That hère it should be laid. De Montfort. 

The recess upon which the panel opened had been a small 
oratory, and, though entirely disused, still retained its 
cushions and its crucifix. There were two other entrances to 
this place of prayer, the one commimicating with a f urther 
bedchamber, the other leading to the gallery. Through the 
latter, after closing the aperture, without relinquishing his 
grasp, Luke passed. 

It was growing rapidly dark, and at the brightest seasons 
this gloomy corridor was but imperf ectly lighted from narrow, 
painted, and wire-protected Windows, that looked into the old 
quadrangular court-yard below ; and as they issued from the 
oratory a dazzling flash of lightning (a storm having suddenly 
arisen) momentarily illumined the whole length of the passage, 
disclosing the retreating figure of a man, wrapped in a large 
sable cloak, at the other extremity of the gaUery. Lady 
Rookwood uttered an outcry for assistance ; but the man, 
whoever he might be, disappeared in the instantaneously 
Bucceeding gloom, leaving her in doubt whether or not her 
situation had been perceived. Luke had seen this dark figure 
at the same instant ; and, not without appréhensions lest his 
plans should be defeated, he griped Lady Eookwood's àrm 
still more strictly, and placing the muzzle of the pistol to her 
breast, hurried her rapidly forwards. 

Ail was now in total obscurity ; the countenance of neither 
oould be perceived as they trod the dark passage ; but Luke's 
unrelazed grasp indicated no change in lus purposes, nor did 
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the slow, dignified mardi of thé lady betray any appréhension 
on her part. Descending a spiral staircase, which led from 
the gallery to a lower story, their way now lay beneath the 
entrance-hall, a means of communication little used. Their 
tread sounded hollowly on the flagged floor ; no.other sound 
was heard. Mounting a staircase, similar to the one they 
had just descended, they axrived at another passage. A few 
paces brought them to a door. Luke turned the handle, and 
théy stood within the chamber of the dead. 

The room which contained the remains of poor Sir Piers 
was arrayed in ail that mockery of state, which, vainly at- 
tempting to déride death, is itself a bitter dérision of the 
living. It was the one devoted to the principal meals of the 
day ; a strange choice, but convenience had dictated its adop- 
tion by those with whom this part of the cérémonial had 
originated, and long custom had rendered its usage, for this 
purpose, almost prescriptive. This room, which was of some 
size, had originaUy formed part of the great hall, from which 
it was divided by a thick screen of black lustrously varnished 
oak, enriched with fanciful figures carved in bold relief. The 
walls were paneled with the same embrowned material, and 
sustained sundry portraits of the members of the family, in 
every possible costume, from the steely gear of Sir Eanulpù, 
down to the flowing attire of Sir Eeginald. Most of the race 
were ranged around the room ; and, seen in the yellow light 
shed upon their features by the flambeaux, they looked like 
an array of stem and silent witnesses, gazing upon their 
departed descendant. The sides of the chamber were hung 
with black cloth, and upon a hier in the middle of the room 
rested the body. Broad escutcheons, decked out in glowing 
colours, pompously set forth the heraldic honours of the 
departed. Tall lights bumt at the head and feet, and fra- 
grant perfumes diffused their odours from dlver censers. 

The entrance of Luke and his unwilling companion had 
been abrupt. The transition from darkness to the glare of 
light was almost blinding, and they had advanced far into 
the room ère Lady Rookwood perceived a man, whom she 
took to be one of the mutes, leaning over the hier. The coffin 
lid was entirely removed, and the person whose back was 
towards them, appeared to be wrapt in mournful contempla- 
tion of the sad spectacle before him. Suddenly bursting 
from Luke' s hold, Lady Eookwood rushed forward with a 
scream, and touched the man*s shoulder. He started at the 
Bummons, and disclosed the features of hor son ! 
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Bapidlj as lier own act, Luke f oUowed. He levelled a pistol 
at lier head, but his hand dropped to his side, as he eû- 
cotuitered the glance of Eanulph. AU tliree seemed paraljzed 
by surprise. Ranulph, in astonishment, extended lus arm to 
bis motber, who, placing one arm over his shoulder, pointed 
with the other to Luke ; the latter stared stemly and inquir- 
inglj at both — yet noue spoke. 



xm. 

THE BBOTHERS. 



We're sorry 
His Tiolent act bas e'en draTm blood of hononr, 
And stained our honours ; 
Thrown ink iipon the forebead of our famé, 
Wbicb envions spirits will dîp their pens into 
After our deatb, and blot us m our tombs : 
For tfiat wbicb would seem treason in our lives, 
Is laugbter wben we're dead. Who dares now wbisper, 
That dares not then speak ont ; and oven proclaim, 
With lond words, and broad pens, our closest shame P 

The Eevenger's Tragedy. 

With that quickness of perception, which at once supplies 
information on such an emergency, Luke instantly conjectured 
who was before him. Startled as he was, he yet retained 
his composure, abiding the resuit with his arms folded 
upon his breast. 

" Seize him," cried Lady Rookwood, as soon as she could 
command her speech. 

"He rushes on his death if he stirs," exclaimed Luke, 
pointing his pistol. 

"Bethink you where you are, villain," cried Eanulph; 
" you are entrapped in your own toils. Submit yourself to 
our mercy — résistance is vain, and will not secure your 
safety, while it will aggravate your offence. Surrender your- 
self -" 

"Never !" answered Luke. " Know you whom you ask to 
yield ?" 

" How should I ?" answered Eanulph. 

" By that instinct which tells me who you are. Ask Lady 
Eookwood — she can inform you, if she will." 

" Parley not with him — seize him," cried Lady Eookwood. 
"He is a robber, a murderer, who has assailed my life." 

" Beware," said Luke to Eanulph, who was preparing to 
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obey his mother*s commanda ; " I am no robber— no mur- 
derer. Do not you make me a fratricide." 

" Fratricide !" echoed Ranulph. 

" Heed him not," ejaculated Lady Eookwood. " It is falfle 
— he dares not harm thee, for his soûl. I will call assist- 
ance." 

"Hold, mother!" exclaimed Eannlph, detaining Lady 
Eookwood ; " this man may be what he represents nimself. 
Before we proceed to extremities I would question him. I 
would not hâve mentioned it in your hearing could it hare 
been avoided, but my father had another son." 

" Lady Eookwood frowned. She would hâve ôhecked him, 
but Luke rejoined — 

"You hâve spoken the truth; he had a son — I am he. 
I " 

" Be silent, I command you," said Lady Eookwood. 

"Death!" cried Luke, in a loud voice. " Why should I 
be silent at your bidding — at yours — who regard no laws, 
human or divine ; who pursue your ownfell purposes, without 
fear of God or man ? Waste not your frowns on me — I heed 
them not. Do you think I am ïike a tame hoimd, to be 
cowed to silence ? I will speak. Eanulph Eookwood, the 
name you bear is mine, and by a right as good as is your own. 
Prom his loins, who Ues a corpse before us, I sprang. m 
brand of shame is on my birth. I am your father's son— his 
first-bom — ^your elder brother. Hear me !" cried he, rush- 
ing to the hier. " By this body, I swear that I hâve avouched 
the truth — and though to me the dead Sir Piers Eookwood 
hath never been what a father should be to a son — ^though I 
hâve never known his smile, felt his caresses, or received his 
blessing, yet now be ail forgiven, ail forgotten." And he 
cast himself with frantic violence upon the coffin. 

It is difficult to describe the feelings with which Eanulph 
heard Luke*s avowal. Amazement and dread predominated. 
TJnable to stir, he stood gazing on in silence. Not so Lady 
Eookwood. The moment for action was arrived Address- 
ing her son in a low tone, she said, " Yout prey is within 
your power. Secure him." 

" AYherefore ?" rejoined Eanulph ; " if he be my brother, 
shall I raise my hand against him ?" 

" Wherefore not ?" returned Lady Eookwood. 

" 'Twere an accursed deed," replied Eanulph. " The 
mystery is resolved. 'Twas for this that I was summoned 
home," 
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Ha ! what say you ? smnmoned ! by whom ?" 

" My father !" 

"Your father?" ecboed Lady Eookwood, in great sur- 
prise. 

" Ay, my dead father ! He has appeared to me since his 
decease." 

" Eanulpb, you rave — you are distracted with grief — ^with 
astonisliment." 

"No, mother; but I will not struggle against my 
destiny." 

" Pshaw ! your destiny is Eookwood, its manors, its land, 
its rent-roll, and its title ; nor shall you yield it to a base- 
bom cburl like tbis. Let him prove his rights. Let the law 
adjudge them to him, and we will yield — ^but not till then. I 
teU thee he has not the right, nor can he maintain it. He is 
a deluded dreamer, who, having heard some idle taie of his 
birth, believes it, because it chimes with his wishes. I 
treated him with the scom he deserved. I would hâve driven 
him from my présence, but he was armed, as you see, and 
forced me hither, perhaps to murder me ; a deed he might 
hâve accomplished, had it not been for your intervention. 
His lif e is abeady f orf eit, for an attempt of the same sort last 
night. Why else came he hither ? for what else did he drag 
me to this spot ? Let him answer that !" 

" I will answer it," replied Luke, raising himself from the 
hier. His face was of an ashy paleness, and ghastly as the 
corpse over which he leaned. " I had a deed to do, which I 
wished you to witness. It was a wild conception. But the 
means by which I hâve acquired the information of my rights 
were wild. Ranulph, we are both the slaves of fate. You 
hâve received your summons hither — I hâve had mine. Your 
f ather's ghost called you ; my mother'e spectral hand beckoned 
me. Both are arrived. One thing more remains, and my 
mission is completed." Saying which, he drew forth the 
skeleton hand ; and having fost taken the wedding-ring from 
the finger, he placed the withered limb upon the left breast of 
his falier's body. " Eest there," he cried, " for ever." 

" Will you sufEer that ?" said Lady Eookwood, tauntingly, 
to her son. 

"No," rephed Eanulph; "such profanation of the dead 
shall not be endured, were he ten timcs my brother. Stand 
aside," added he, advancing towards the hier, and motioning 
Luke away. " Withdraw your hand from my father's body, 
and remove what you hâve placed upon it." 
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" I will neitlier remove it nor suffer it to be removed," 
retumed Luke. " 'Twas for that purpose I came hither. 
'Twas to that hand he was united in lif e, in death he shall not 
be divided from it." 

" Such irrévérence shall not be," exclaimed Eannlph, seiz- 
ing Luke with one hand, and snatching at the cereclothes 

with the other. " Remove it, or by Heaven " 

Leave go your hold," said Luke, in a voice of thunder ; 

you strive in vain." 

Eanulph inefEectually attempted to push him backwards ; 
and shaÊng away the grasp that was fixed upon his coUar, 
seized his brother's wrist, so as to prevent the accomplish- 
ment of his purpose. Li this unnatural and indecorous strif e, 
the corpse of their father was reft of its co\rering, and the 
hand discovered lying upon the paUid breast. 

And as if the wanton impiety of their conduct called forth 
an immédiate rebuke, even from the dead, a frown seemed to 
pass over Sir Piers's features, as their angry glances fell in 
that direction. This startling effect was occasioned by the ap- 
proach of Lady Rookwood, whose shadow, falling over the 
brow and visage of the deceased, produced the appearanc^ 
we hâve described. Simultaneously quitting each other, 
with a deep sensé of shame, mingled with remorse, both 
remained, their eyes fixed upon the dead, whose repose they 
had violated. 

Polding the graveclothes decently over the body, Luke pre- 
pared to départ. 

** Hold," cried Lady Eookwood ; " you go not hence." 

" My brother Eanulph will not oppose my departure," re- 
tumed Luke ; " who else shall prevent it ?" 

" That will I," cried a sharp voice behind him ; and, ère he 
could tum to ascertain from whom the exclamation proceeded, 
Luke f elt himself grappled by two nervous assailants, who, 
snatching the pistol from his hold, fast pinioned his arms. 
This was scarcely the work of a moment, and he was a pri- 
soner bef ore he could offer any résistance. A strong smile of 
exultation evinced Lady Eookwood's satisfaction. 

" Bravo, my lads, bravo !" cried Coates, stepping forward, 
for he it was imder whose skilful superintendence the seizure 
had been effected : " f amously managed ; my father the thief- 
taker*s nmners couldn*t hâve done it better — ^hand me that 
pistol — loaded, I see — slugs, no doubt — oh, he's a precious 
rascal — search him — turn his pockets inside out while I speak 
to her ladyship." Sayingwhich,the brisk attomey, enchanted 
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with tbe feat he had performed, approached Lady Rookwood 
witb a profound bow, and an amazing smirk of self-satisfac- 
tion. " Just in time to prevent mischief,'* said he ; '^ hope 
your ladyship does not suffer any inconvenience froni the 
alarm — beg pardon, annoyance I meant to say — whicb tliis 
horrible outrage niust bave occasioned ; excessively disagree- 
able this sort of thing to a lady at any time, but at a period 
like tbis niore tban usually provoking. Howeyer, we bave 
tbe villain safe enougb. Very lucky I bappened to be in tbe 
way. Perbaps your ladysbip would like to know bow I dis- 
covered 

" Not now," replied Lady Rookwood, cbecking tbe volu- 
bility of tbe man of law. *' I tbank you, Mr. Coates, for tbe 
service you bave rendered me ; you will now add materially 
to tbe obligation by removing tbe prisoner witb ail convenient 
despatcb." 

" Certainly, if your ladysbip wisbes it. Sball I detain bim 
a close prisoner in tbe bail for tbe nigbt, or remove bim at 
once to tbe lock-up bouse in tbe village ?" 

" Wbero you please, so you do it quickly,*' replied Lady 
Rookwood, noticing, witb great uneasiness, tbe agitated 
manner of ber son, and apprebensive lest, in tbe présence 
of so many witnesses, be migbt say or do sometbing pre- 
judicial to tbeir interests. Nor were ber fears groundless. 
As Coates was about to return to tbe prisoner, be was 
arrested by tbe voice of Ranulpb, commanding bim to stay. 

" Mr. Coates," said be, " bowever appearances may be 
against tbis man, be is no robber — you must, tberefore, re- 
lease bim." 

** Eb day, wbat*s tbat ? release bim, Sir Ranulpb ?" 

** Yes, sir ; I tell you be came bere neitber witb tbe intent 
to rob nor to offer violence." 

" Tbat is false, Ranulpb," replied Lady Rookwood. " I 
was dragged bitber by bim, at tbe péril of my life. He is 
Mr. Coates's prisoner on anotber cbarge." 

" Unquestionably, your ladysbip is perfectly rigbt ; I bave 
a warrant against bim for assaulting Hugb Badger, tbe 
keeper, and for otber misdemeanours." 

" I will myself be responsible for bis appearance to tbat 
cbarge," replied Ranulpb. " Now, sir, at once release bim." 

" At your péril !" exclaimed Lady Rookwood. 

" Weil, really," muttered tbe astonisbed attorney, " tbis is 
tbe most perplexing proceeding I ever witnessed." 

"Ranulpb," said Lady Rookwood, stemly, to ber son, 
" beware bow you tbwart me 1" 
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** Tes, Sir Eanulph, let me venture to advise y ou, as a 
friend, not to thwart her ladyship," wbispered the attorney ; 
" indeed, she is in the right." But, seeing his advice un- 
heeded, Coates withdrew to a little distance. 

" I will not see injustice done to my father's son," replied 
Eanulph, in a low tone. " Why would you detain him ?" 

"Why?** retumed she, "our safety demands it — our 
honour." 

" Our honour demands his instant libération ; each moment 
he remains in those bonds suUies its purity. I will free him 
myself from his fetters." 

"And brave my curse, foolish boy? You incurred your 
misérable father*s anathema îof a lighter cause than this. 
Our honour cries aloud for his destruction. Hâve I not been 
injured in the nicest point a woman can be injured P Shall I 
lend my name to mockery and scom, by base acknowledg- 
ment of such deceit, or will you? Where would be my 
honour, then, stripped of my fair estâtes — my son — ^myself — 
beggars — dépendent on the bounty of an upstart ? Does 
honour ask you to bear this? It is a phantom sensé of 
honour, unsubstantial as your father*s shade, of which you 
just now spoke, that would prompt you to do otherwise." 

" Do not evoke his awful spirit, mother," criéd Banulph, 
with a shudder ; " do not arouse his wrath." 

"Do not arouse m^ wrath,'* retumed Lady Rookwood. 
" I am the more to be feared. Think of Eleanor Mowbray ; 
the bar betwen your nuptials is removed. Would you raise 
up a fgfe^t&r impediment ?" 

" Suaugh, mother ; more than enough. You hâve decided» 
though not oonvinced me. Detain him within the house, if 
you will, until the morrow ; in the mean time, I will consider 
over mv liïie of conduct," 

" Is this, then, your résolve ?" 

"It is. Mr. Coates," said Ranulph, calling the attorney, 
wbo h^4 been an inquisitive spectator, though, luckily, not 
an auditor of this interview, " unbind the prisoner, andbring 
him hither." 

" Is it your ladyship's pleasure ?'* asked Mr. Coates, who 
regretted exceedingly that he could not please both parties. 

Lady Rookwood signified her assent by a slight gesture in 
the affirmative. 

" Tour bidding shall be done, Sir Ranulph," said Coates, 
bowing and departing. 

" Siv Banulph /" echoed Lady Rookwood, with strong 
emphasis ; " marked you that ?" 
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" Body o' me," muttered the attomey, " this is the môst 
extraor&iary family to be sure. Make way, gentlemen, if 
you please," added he, pusliing through the crowd, toward 
the prisoner. 

Having described what took place between Lady Rook- 
wood and her son in one part of the room, we must now 
briefly narrate some incidental occurrences in the other. The 
alarm of a robber having been taken, spread with great 
celerity through the house, and almost ail its inmates rushed 
into the room, including Doctor Small, Titus Tyrconnel, and 
Jack Palmer. 

" Odsbodikins ! are you there, honey ?" said Titus, who 
discovered his ally ; " the bird's caught, you see." 

" Caught be d — d," replied Jack, bluffly ; " so I see ; ail his 
own fault ; infernal f oUy to come hère, at such a time as 
this. However, it can't be helped now ; he must make the 
best of it. And as to that sneaking, gimlet-eyed, parchment- 
skinned quill-driver, if I don*t serve him out for his officious- 
ness, one of thèse days, my name's not Jack Palmer." 

" Och ! cushlamacree ! did I ever ; why, what the devil's 
the boy to you, Jack ? Fair play*s a jewel, and surely Mr. 
Coates only did his duty. l'm sorry he*s captured, for his 
relationship to Sir Piers, and because I think he'U be tucked 
up for his pains ; and, moreover, I could forgive the poach- 
ing ; but as to the breaking into a house, on such an 
occasion as this, och ! it's a plaguy bad look. I*m afraid he's 
worse than I thought him." 

A group of the tenantry, many of whom were in a state of 
intoxication, had, in the mean time, f ormed themselves round 
the prisoner. Whatever might be the nature of his thought s, 
no appréhension was visible in Luke*s countenance. He stood 
erect amidst the assemblage, his tall form towering above 
them aU, and his eyes fixed upon the movements of Lady 
Rookwood and her son. He had perceived the anguish of 
the latter, and the véhémence of the former, attributing 
both to their real causes. The taunts and jeers, threats and 
insolent inquiries, of the hinds who thronged around him, 
passed unheeded ; yet one voice in his ear, sharp as the sting 
of a serpent, made him start. It was that of the sexton. 

" You hâve done well," said Peter, " hâve you not ? Your 
fetters are, I hope, to your liking. Well ! a wilful man must 
hâve his own way, and perhaps the next time you will be 
content to follow my advice. You must now free yourself, 
the best way you can, from thèse Moabites, and I promise 
jou it will be no easy matter. Ha, ha !" 
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Peter withdrew into the crowd ; and Luke, vainly endea- 
vouring to discover bis retreating figure, caught tlie eye of 
Jack Palmer fixed upon hiinself , with a peculiar and very 
significant expression. 

At this moment Mr. Coates made liis appearance. 

" Bring forward the prisoner," said the man of law to liis 
two assistants ; and Luke was accordinglj hurried along, Mr. 
Coates using his best efforts to keep back tbe crowd. It was 
during tbe pressure tbat Luke beard a voice wbisper in bis 
ear, " Never fear, all*s rigbt ;" and tuming bis bead, be 
became aware of tbe propinquitj of Jack Pabner. Tbe latter 
elevated bis eyebrows witb a gesture of silence, and Luke 
passed on as if notbing bad occarred. He was presently 
confronted witb Lady Rookwood and ber son ; and, notwitb- 
standing tbe efforts of Mr. Coates, seconded by some few 
otbers, tbe crowd grew dense around tbem. 

" Eemove bis fetters," said Ranulpb. And bis manacles 
were removed. 

" Tou will consent to remain bere a prisoner till to-mor- 
row ?" 

" I consent to notbing," replied Luke ; *'* I am in your 
bands." 

" He does not deserve your clemency, Sir Ranulpb," inter- 
posed Coates. 

" Let bim take bis own course," said Lady Rookwood ; 
" be will reap tbe benefit of it anon." 

" Will you pledge yourself not to départ ?" asked Ranulpb. 

" Of course," cried tbe attomey ; " to be sure be will. 
Ha, ha !" 

" No," retumed Luke, baugbtily, •* I will not — and you 
will detain me at your proper péril." 

" Better and better," exclaimed tbe attomey. " Tbis is tbe 
bigbest joke I ever beard." 

" I sball detain you, tben, in custody, until proper in- 
quiries can be made," said Ranulpb. " To your care, Mr. 
Coates, and to tbat of Mr. Tyrconnel, wbom I must request 
to lend you bis assistance, I commit tbe cbarge ; and I must 
furtber request, tbat you will sbow bim every attention 
wbicb bis situation will permit. Remove bim. We bave a 
sacred duty to tbe dead to fulfil, to wbicb even justice to tbe 
living must give way. Disperse tbis crowd, and let instant 
préparations be made for tbe completion of tbe cérémonial. 
You understand me, sir." 

" Ranulpb Rookwood," said Luke, stemly, as be departed, 
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" y OU hâve another — a more sacred office, to perfonn. Pulfil 
your duty to your father's son." 

" Away with him," cried Lady Rookwood. " I am out of 
ail patience with this tnfling. Follow me to my chamber," 
added she to her son, passing towards the door. The con- 
course of spectators, who had listened to this extraordinary 
scène in astonishment, made way for her instantly, and she 
left the room, accompanied by Kanulph. The prisoner was 
led out by the other door. 

" Botheration !" cried Titus to Mr. Coates, as they followed 
in the wake, " why did he choose out me ? I lose the funeral 
entirely by his arrangement." 

*^ That you will," replied Palmer. " Shall I be your 
deputy ?" 

" No, no," returned Coates. " I will hâve no other than 
Mr. Tyrconnel. It was Sir Eanulph*s express wish." 

" That*s the devil of it," returned Titus ; " and I who was 
to hâve been chief moumer, and hâve made ail the prépara- 
tions, am to be omitted. I wish Sir Ranulph had stayed tUl 
to-morrow — what could bring him hère, to spoil ail? — ^it*s 
cursedly provoking !" 

" Cursed provoMng !" cchoed Jack. 

" But then there's no help, so I must make the best of it," 
returned the good-humoured Irishman. 

^* Body o* me," said Coates, ^' there's something in ail this 
that I can't fathom. As to keeping the prisoner hère, that' s 
ail moonshine. But I suppose we shall know the whole drift 
of it to-morrow." 

" Ay," replied Jack, with a meani'ng smile, " to-morrow !" 
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THE SEXTON. 

Duchesê, Thon art very plain. 

Bosola. My trade is to flatter tbe dead— nofc the living — 

I am a tomb-maker. Webstsb. 

4 
I. 

THE STOEM. 

Corne, liât. an4 haxk ! tbe bcll doih towlo ^ 

For some but now dcparting sowle ; 

And was not tbat some ominons f owle ? 

Tho bat, tbe night-crow, or screecb-owle? 

To tbes0 X l^ear thâ wUd wolfu bpwlq, 

In this dark night tbat seeins to Fcowle ; — 

AU thèse my bhicke booke sball enrowle, 

For bark 1 still bark ! tho bell dotb iowle 

Foy 8ome but new-departed sowle !—HAYWOop.—Baptf of Lucrèce. 

TnE night was wild and stonny. .The day had been sultry, 
witji a lurid, metallic-looking àky, hanging like a vast gal- 
Tanic plate over the face of nature. As evening drew on, 
everytbing betokened tbe coming tempest. Unerring indica- 
tions of its apppoacb were noted by tbe weatberwise at tbe 
hall. Tbe swallow was seen to skim tbe surface of tbe pool 
80 closely, tbat be ruffled its placid mirror as be passed ; 
and tben sbarply darting round aud round, witb twittering 
scream, be wmged bis rapid flîgbt to bis clay-built borne 
beneatb tbe bam eaves. Tbe kine tbat bad berded to tbe 
margin of tbe water, and sougbt, by splasbing, to relieve 
tbemselvesfrom tbe keen persécution of tbeir myriad insect 
tormentors, wended stallwards, undriven, and deeply lowing. 
Tbe deer, tbat at twiligbt bad trooped tbitber also for refresb- 
ment, suddenly, " witb expanded nostrils, snuffed tbe air," and 
bounded off to tbeir coverts, amidst tbe sbeltering fembrake. 
Tbe rooks, " obstreperous of wing, in crowds combined," 
cawed in a way tbat, as plainly as words could bave done, 
bespoke tbeir o-pprebension ; and were seen, some hovering 
and beating tbe air witb flapping pinion, otbers sbooting 
upwards in mid space, as if to reconnoitre tbe weather ; wbile 
otbers, again, were croaking to tbeir mates, in loud discordant 
tone, from tbe higbest branches of tbe lime-trees ; ail, 

H 2 
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seemingly, as anxious and as busy as mariners before a gale 
of wind. At sunset, the hazy vapours, which had obscured 
tbe borizon tbrougb tbe day, rose up in spiral volumes, 
like smoke from a buniirig forest, and, becoming gradually 
condensed, assumed tbe form of buge, biUowy masses, wbicb, 
reflecting tbe sun*s ligbt, cbanged, as tbe sinking orb de- 
clined, from purple to flame colour, and tbence to asby, angry 
grey. Nigbt rnsbed onwards, like a sable steed. Tbere was 
a dead calm. Tbe stillness was undisturbed, save by an 
intermittent, sigbing wind, wbicb, bollow as a murmur from 
^ tbe grave, died as it rose. At once tbe grey clouds tumed 
to an inky blackness. A single, sbarp, intensely vivid flasb 
sbot from tbe bosem of tbe rack, sbeer downwards, and 
struck tbe eartb witb a report like tbat of a pièce of ord- 
nance. In ten minutes it was dunnest nigbt, and a rattling 
tbunderstorm. 

Tbe progress of tbe storm was watcbed witb infinité appre- 
bension by tbe crowd of tenantry assembled in tbe great 
bail ; and loud and fréquent were tbe ejaculations uttered, as 
eacb succeeding peal burst over tbeir beads. Tbere was, 
bowever, one amongst tbe assemblage wbo seemed to enjoy 
tbe uproar. A kindred excitement appeared to blaze in bis 
glances as be looked upon tbe storm witbout. Tbis was Peter 
Bradley. He stood close by tbe window, and sbaded npt bis 
eyes even before tbe fiercest flasbes. A grin of unnatural 
exbilaration played upon bis features, and be seemed to exult 
in, and to court, tbe tempestuous borrors, wbicb affected tbe 
most bardy amongst bis companions witb consternation, and 
made ail sbrink trembling into tbe recesses of tbe room. 
Peter' s conduct was not unobserved, nor bis réputation for 
unboly dealing forgotten. To some be was almost as mucb 
an object of dread.as tbe storm itseK. 

" Didst ever see tbe like o* tbat ?" saidFarmer Burtensbaw 
(one of tbe guests, wbose round, bonest face, good wine bad 
recently empurpled, but fear bad now mottled wbite), ad- 
dressing a neigbbour. " Didst ever bear of any man tbat 
were a Cbristian laugbing in tbe very face o' a tbunderstorm, 
witb tbe ligbtnin' fit to put out bis eyes, and tbe rattle above 
ready to break tbe drums o* bis ears? I always tbougbt 
Peter Bradley was not exactly wbat be ougbt to be, and now 
I am sure on it.'* 

" For my part, I tbink, neigbbour Burtensbaw," retumed 
tbe otber, "tbat tbis great burst of weatber's ail of bis 
raising, for in ail my born days I never see'd sucb a burly- 
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burly, and hope never to see the like of it again. l've heard 
my grandf ather tell of folk as could command wind and rain ; 
and, mayhap, Peter may hâve the power — we ail Icnow he 
can do more nor any other man.*' 

" We know, at ail events," replied Burtenshaw, " that he 
lives like no other man ; that he spends night after night by 
himself in that dreary churchyard ; that he keeps no living 
thing, except an old terrier do g, in his crazy cottage ; and 
that he never asks a body into his house from one year's end 
to another. l've never crossed his threshold thèse twenty 
years. But," continued he, mysteriously, "I happened to 
pass the house one dark dismal night, and there what dost 
think I see'd through the window ?'* 

" What— what didst see ?" 

"Peter Bradley sitting with a great book open on his 
knees ; it were a Bible, I think, and he crying like a child." 

" Art sure o' that?" 

" The iears were faUing fast upon the leaves," returned 
Burtenshaw ; " but when I knocked at the door, he hastily 
shut up the book, and ordered me to be gone, in a surly tone, 
as if he were ashamed of being caught in the fact." 

" I thought no tear had ever dropped from his eye," said 
the other. "Why, he laughed when his daughter Susan 
went off at the hall ; and when she died, folks said he re- 
ceived hush-money to say nought about it. That were a bad 
business anyhow ; and now that his grandson Luke be taken 
in the fact of housebreaking, he minds it no more, not he, 
than if nothing had happened." 

"Don't be too sure of that," repHed Burtenshaw; "he 
may be scheming summat ail this time. Well, I*ve known 
Peter Bradley now thèse two-and-fifty years, and, excepting 
that night, I never saw any good about him, and never 
heard of nobody who could tell who he be, or where he do 
come from." 

" One thing's certain, at least," replied the other farmer — 
" he were never bom at Eookwood. How he came hère the 
devil only knows. Save us ! what a crash ! — this storm be 
ail of his raising, I tell *ee." 

" He be — what he certainly will be," interposed another 
speaker, in a louder tone, and with less of appréhension in 
his manner than his comrade, probably from lus nerves being 
better fortified with strong liquor. " Dost thou think, 
Sammul Plant, as how Providence would intrust the like o' 
him with the command of the éléments ? No — no, it*s rank 
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blasphemy to suppose such a thing, and I*ve too much. of the 
true Catholic and apostate church about me^ to stand by and 
hear that said." 

" Maybe, then, he gets his power from the Prince of Dark- 
ness," rëplied Plant ; " no man else coxdd go on as he does 
-'-onlj look at him. He seems to be watching îot the 
thunderbowt." 

" I wish he may catch it, then/* returned the other. 

" That*s an ernl wish, Simon Toft, and thou maydt ré* 
pent it." 

" Not I," replied Toft ; " it would be a good clearance to 
the neighbottrhood to get rid o* th* old croaking cnrmud-» 
geon." . . 

Whether or not Peter overheard the conversation tre pré- 
tend not to say, but at that moment a blaze of lightâng 
showed him staring fiercely at the group. 

" As I live, he's overheard you, Simon,*' exclaimed Plant. 
" I wouldn*t be in your skin for a trifle." 

"Nor I,'* added Burtenshaw. 

" Let Eim overhear me,*' answered Toft ; " who cares f he 
shall hear summat worth listening to. I*m not afraid o* him 
or his arts, were they as black as Beelzebuth*s otm j atid to 
show you t'm not, 1*11 go and hâve a crack with him on thé 
spot.** 

" Thou*rt a fool for thy pains, if thou dost, friend Toft," 
returned Plant, " that*s ail I can say.** 

" Be advised by me, and stay hère,** seconded Burtenshaw, 
endeavouring to hold him backi 

But Toft would not be advised — 

Eingps may t)6 blest, bnt he was glorioru, 
O'er ail the illa of life tictorious. 

Staggering up to Peter, he laid a hard grasp upon his shoulder, 
and, thus f orcibly soliciting his attention, burst into a îoud 
horse-laugh. 

But Peter was, or affected to be, too much occupied to look 
at him. 

" What dost see, man, that thou starest so ?** 
" It comes, it comes — the rain — the rain — a torrent — a 
déluge — ha, ha ! Blessed is the corpse the rain rains on. Sir 
Piers may be drenched through his leaden covering by such 
a downf ail as that — splash, splash — fire and water and thunder, 
ail together — is not that fine ?— ha, ha ! The heavens will 
Weep for him^ though friends shed not a tear. When did a 
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great man's heir feel sympathy for his sire's decease ? When 
did tis widow moum? Wnen doth any man regret his 
fellow? Never! He rejoicetli— he maketh glad in his inmost 
heart — he cannot help it — it is his nature. We ail pray for, 
we aU delight in each other's destruction. We were created 
to do so ; or why else should we act thus ? I never wept for 
any man's death, but I hâve often laughed. Natural sym- 

Î)athy ! — out on the phrase. The distant heavens — the sense- 
ess trees — the impénétrable stones — shall regret you more 
than man — shall bewail your death with more sineerity. Ay, 
'tis well — rain on — splash, splash ; it will cool the hell-fever. 
Down, down — ^buckets and pails — ha, ha !" 

There was a pause, during which the sexton, almost ex- 
hausted by the frenzy in which he had suffered himself to be 
involved, seemed insensible to ail around him. 

" I tell you what," said Burtenshaw to Plant ; " I hâve 
always thought there was more in Peter Bradley nor appears 
on the outside. He is not what he seems to be, take my word 
on it. Lord love you ! do you think a man such as he pré- 
tends to be could talk in that sort of way — about nat'ral 
simpering ? — no such thing." 

When Peter recovered, his insane merriment broke out 
af resh, having only acquired fury by the pause. 

" Look out, look out," cried he ; " hark to the thunder — list 
to the rain. Marked ye that flash — marked ye the clock-house 
—and the bird upon the roof ? *tis the rook — the great bîrd 
of the house, that hath borne away the soûl of the departed. 
There, there — can you not see it ? it sits and croaks thtough 
storm and rain, and never heeds at ail — and wheref ore should 
it heed? See, it flaps its broad black wings — ^it croaks 
— ^ha ! ha ! It comes — it comes." 

And driven, it might be, by the terror of the storm, îtom 
more secure quarters, a bird, at this instant, was dashed 
against the window, and f eU to the groimd. 

" That*s a call," continued Peter ; " it will be over soon^ and 
we must set out. The dead will not need to tarry. Look 
at that trail of fire along the avenue ; dost see yon line of 
sparkles, like a rocket's tail? That's the path the corpse 
will take. St. Hermès' flickering fire, Itobm Goodfellow's 
dancing light, or the blue flame of the corpse-candle, which I 
saw flitting to the churchyard last week, was not so pretty a 
sight — ha, ha ! You asked me for a song a moment ago— 
you shall hâve one now without asking." 

And without waiting to consult the inclinations of his com- 
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rades, Peter broke into the following wild strain with ail the 
fervour of a half-crazed improvisatore. 

THE COEPSE-CANDLE. 

Lambere flamma ra<poç et circnm fanera pasci. 

Throngh the midniglit gloom did a pale blue liglit 

To the chnrchyard mirk wing its lonesome flight : — 

Thrice it floated those old walls round — 

Thrice it paused — till the grave it found. 

Over the grass-green sod it glanced, 

Over the fresh-tumed earth it danced, 

Like a torch in the night-breeze quivering— 

Neyer was seen so gay a thing ! 

Never was seen so blithe a sight 

As the midnight dance of that pale blue light ! 

Now what of that pale bine flame dost know P 

Oanst tell where it cornes from, or where it will go P 

Is it the Boul, released from day, 

Over the earth that takes its way, 

And tarries a moment in mirth and glee 

Where the corse it hath quitted interr'd shall be P 

Or is it the trick of some fancifcl sprite, 

That taketh in mortal mischance delight, 

And marketh the road the coffin shall go, 

And the spot where the dead shall be soon laid low P 

Ask him who can answer thèse questions aright ; 

I know not the cause of that pale blue light ! 

" I can't say I like thy song, Master Peter," said Toft, as 
the sexton finished his stave, " but if thou didst see a corpse- 
candle, as thou call'st thy pale blue flame, whose death doth 
it betoken ? — eh !" 

** Thy own," returned Peter, sharply. 

" Mine ! thou lying old cheat — dost dare to say that to my 
face ? Why, l'm as haie and hearty as ever a man in the 
house. Dost think there's no life and vigour in this arm, 
thou drivelling old dotard?** 

XJpon which, Toft seized Peter by the throat, with an 
energy that, but for the timely intervention of the company, 
who rushed to his assistance, the prophet might himself hâve 
anticipated the doom he prognosticated. 

Eeleased from the grasp of Toft, who was held back by the 
bystanders. Peter again broke f orth into his eldritch laugh ; 
and staring right into the face of his adversary, with eyes 
glistening, and hands uplifted, as if in the act of calling down 
an imprécation on his head, he screamed, in a shrill and dis- 
cordant voice, " Soh ! y ou will not take waming ? y ou revile 
me — y ou flout me ! *Tis well ! your fate shall prove a warn- 
ing to ail unbelievers — they shall remember this night, though 
^ou will not. Pool ! f ool ! your doom has long been sealed ! 
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I saw your wraith cboose out its last lodginent on Halloween ; 
I know the spot. Your grave is dug already — ^ha, ha !" And, 
with renewed laughter, Peter rushed out of the room. 

" Did I not caution thee not to provoke him, friend Toft ?" 
said Plant ; " it's ill playing with edge tools ; but don*t let 
him fly off in that tantrum — one of ye go after him." 

" That wiU I," replied Burtenshaw ; and he departed in 
search of the sexton. 

** l'd advise thee to make it up with Peter so soon as thou 
canst, neighbour," continued Plant ; " he's a bad friend, but 
a worse enemy." 

" Why, what harm can he do me ?" returned Toft, who, 
however, was not without some misgivings. " If I must die, 
I can't help it — I shall go none the sooner for him, even if he 
speak the truth, which I don't think he do ; and if I must, I 
shan't go unprepared ; only I think as how, if it pleased 
Providence, I could hâve wished to keep my old missis Com- 
pany some few years longer, and see those bits of lasses of 
mine grow up into women, and respectably provided for. 
But His will be done. I shan't leave 'em quite penniless, 
and there's one eye at least, I*m sure, won't be àrj at my 
departure." Hère the stout heart of Toft gave way, and he 
shed some few " natural tears ;" which, however, he speedily 
brushed away. " I tell you what, neighbours," continued he, 
" I think we may ail as well be thinking of going to our own 
homes, for, to my mind, we shall never reach the churchyard 
to-night." 

" That yotc never will," exclaimed a voice behind him ; and 
Toft tuming round, again met the glance of Peter. 

" Come, come, Master Peter," cried the good-natured 
f armer, " this be ugly jesting — ax pardon for my share of 
it — sorry for what I did ; so give us thy hand, man, and 
think no more about it." 

Peter extended his claw, and the parties were, apparently, 
once more upon terms of friendship. 



106 BOOKWOOD. 



n. 

THE FUNEBAL OBATIOK. 

In ilortiiëm ousioms daiv wfts ezpreflt 

To frieuda departcd br tneir fn&eral f east ; 

Though l'ye consTilted Holingshead and Stowi 

I find it yery di^cult to know, 

Who, to refresli the attendants to the graye, 

Burnt daret fliist, or Naples' bisonit gare. 

KiJXQ.^Art of Goohery. 
Cetenim pritusqnam cotpns hnino înjéctA contêgatur, defoiictiis ot&nôhè 
fimebri landabatur. — ^Durand, 

A 8TTPPLT of spirits was hère introduoed; lights were 
biought at the same time, and placed upon a long oak table. 
The party gathering roiind it, ill-humour was speedily dissi- 
pated, and even the storm disregarded, in the copions liba- 
tions that ensned. At this jnnctnre, a loiterer appeared in 
the hall. His movements were nnnoticed bjr ail exceptîng the 
sexton, who watched his proceedings with some curiosity. 
The person walked to the window, appearing, so far as coma 
be discovered, to eye the storm with great impatience i fîe 
then paced the haU rapidly backwards and lorwards, and 
Peter fancied he could detect sounds of disappointment, in 
his muttered exclamations. Again he retumed to the window, 
as if to ascertain the probable duration of the shower. It 
was a hopeless eîideavour ; ail was pitch dark without ; the 
lightning was now only seen at long intervais, but the rain 
still audibly descended in torrents. Apparently, seeing the 
impossibîlity of controlling the éléments, the person ap- 
proached the table. 

" What think you of the night, Mr. Palmer ?" asked the 
sexton of Jack, for he was the anxious investigator of 
the weather. 

" Don't know — can't say — set in, I think ; cursed unlucky 
— for the fimeral, I mean ; we shall be drowned if we go." 

" And dmnk if we stay,*' rejoined Peter. " But never 
fear, it will hold up, dépend upon it, long bef ore we can start. 
Where hâve they put the prisoner ?" askéd he, with a sudden 
change of manner. 

" I know the room, but can't describe it ; it*s two or three 
doors down the lower corridor of the eastern gallery." 

" Good. Who are on guard?" 

" Titus Tyrconnel, and that swivel-eyed quill-driver, Coates." 

" Enough." 
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" Corne, corne, Master Peter," rôâxed Toft, " let*8 hare an- 
other stave. Grive us one of jour old snatches. "So more 
corpse-candles, or that sort oi thin^. Something lirely — 
something jolty — ha, ha !" 

"A good moYe," shouted Jack. " A lirely ftoîig froin fou 
— ^lillibullero from a death*s head — ^ha, ha 1" 

" My songs are ail of a sort," returned Peter ; " î am 
seldom asked to sing a second time. Howavet, tôti &re 
welcome to the merriest I haye.^' And preparing mtnSëlf, 
like certam crthet accomplished vôcalistë, iHxh ft fêW préli- 
minary hems and haWs, he struck forth the following doleful 
ditty: 

TfîE OLD ÔAK COFi'îl^. 

Sid e^ oomponi tëf stti iii osfla teliu.^TtfiuiiLûâ* 

In a obnrdliTard, npon ihe sward, a coân there wàs laid, 
And leaniliff stood, beside the wdod, a sexton on his spade. 
A coffln old ànd black it was, and fasbioned corional/, 
With qoaint deyioe of caryea oak, in hideons fantasie. 

Tm hstB iras wrougbt the scnlptui'ed thonght of a tofihented face» 
With serpents lithe that ronnd it writhe, in f olded strict embraoe. 
Qrim TJdages of grinning fiends were at each corner set, 
And emblematic scrolls} mort-heads, and bones together met. 

** Ab, well-a-day 1" that sexton grey nnto himself did cry, 
"Beneath that lid mnch lieth hid — mach aWfnl mystefie. 
li is an anoient coffln from the abbey that stbod hère ; 
Perchance it holds an abbot's bones, perehance those of a frerè. 

" In digging deep^ where moflks do sleep, befieâth yon doister shrined^ 
Hiat comn old, -mthin the monld, it was my chance to find j 
The costly cartings of the lid I scraped fHU eâ,i*ef tilly, 
In hope to get at name or date^ yet nothiâg conld I seë. 

" With piek and spade l'ye plied my trade toi sitty j^ears aûd mofe» 
Tet neyer fonnd, beneath the gronnd, shell stirange as that before ; 
Fnll many cofi&ns haye I seen— haye seen them deep Or flat, 
Fantastical in fashion — none fantastical as that.'' 

And saying so, with heayy blow, the lid he shattered wide, 
And, pale with fright, a ghastly sight that seiton fftej espied ; 
A misérable sight it was, that loatbsome corose to eee, 
The last, last, dteary, darkëoitie ériàge of fàlPïi htimaiiity. 

Thongh ail was gone, sa\e reeky bone, a greeii aiid tfrisljr héàfi 

With scarce a trace o! fleshy face, sti^atige posttii>d cUd it keé|). 

The hands were dench'd, the teeth wejre wreiieh'd, As il thë wreteh hàd iHsen, 

S'en after death had té,*eti bis bt^h, to strlte and btttst his pHë<m. 

The neck was bent, the hails Were rent, ho limb or Joint was Étrài^i } 
Together glned, with blood itnbned, black and coagnlate. 
And, as the sexton stooped him doWn to lift the eomn plank, 
His fihgets were defiled ail o'er with slimy stil)stance dank. 

" Ah, well-a-day !" that sexton grey ttntô himself did (îry, 
" FuU well I see hoir Fate's decfee foredootned this wfetch tO die | 
A liying man, a breathiliit mati, within the coffln thitisti 
Alack ! alack ! the agony el« he retntiiéd to âttst." 
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A TÎsion drear did then appear nnto that sexton's ejes ; 
Like that poor wiglit before him straight he in a coffîn lies* 
He lieth in a trance withln that coffin close and f ast ; 
Tet thongh he Bleepeth now, he feels he shaU awake at last. 

The coffin then, by reyerend men, is borne with footsteps slow, 
Where tapen shine b^ore the shrine, where breathes the requiem low ; 
And for the dead the prayer is said, for the sonl that is not floTm — 
Then aU is drown'd in hoUow soond, the earth is o'er him thrown ! 

He draweth breath — ^he wakes from death to life niiore horrible ; 
To agony ! snch agony ! no liying tongue may tell. 
Die! die he mnst, that wretched one ! he stmggles— strives in yain ! 
No more heaven's light, nor snnshine bright, shall he behold again. 

** Gramercy, Lord !" the sexton roar'd, awakening suddenly, 
" If this be dream, yet doth it seem most dreadfnl so to die. 
Oh, cast my body in the sea ! or hnrl it on the shore ! 
But nail me not in coffin fast— no grave will I dig more.'* 

It was not difficult to discover the effect produced by this 
Rong, in the lengthened faces of the greater part of the 
audience. Jack Palmer, however, laughed loud and long. 

" Bravo, bravo !" cried he ; " that suits my humour ex- 
actly. I can't abide the thoughts of a coffin. No deal box 
for me." 

" A gibbet might, perhaps, serve your tum as well," mut- 
tered the sexton ; adding aloud, " I am now entitled to call 
upon you ; — a song ! — a song !" 

"Ay, asong, Mr. Palmer, a song," reiterated the hinds. 
" Yours will be the right sort of thing." 

" Say no more," replied Jack. " TU give you a chant com- 
posed upon Dick Turpin, the highwayman. It*s no great 
shakes, to be sure, but it's the best I hâve." And with a 
knowing wink at the sexton, he commenced in the true nasal 
whine the following strain : 

ONE FOOT IN THE STIREUP; 

OR, tubpin's piest flinq. 

* * Cum esset proposita Turpi{vL)8 . " - Cicero. 

** One foot in the stirrup, one hand in the rein 

And the noose be m^ portion, or freedom l'il gain ! 

Oh ! giye me a seat in my saddle once more. 

And tiiese bloodhounds shall find that the chase is not o'er 1" 

Thus muttered Dick Turpin, who found, while he slept, 

That the Philistines old on his slumbers had crept ; 

Had entrapped him as puss on her form you'd ensnare, 

And that gone were his anappers—anà gone was his mare. Hilloah ! 

How Dick had been captured is readily told, 

The pursuit had been hot, though the night had been cold : 

So at daybreak, exhausted, he sought brief repose 

Mid the thick of a comfield, away from his foes. 
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Bat in yain was his caution— in yain did his steed, 
Ever watcMal and wakef ul in moments of need, 
Witb lip and with hoof on her master's clieek press— 
He slept on, nor heeded the waming of Bess. 
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" Zonnds ! gem'men !" cried Turpin, "yon've found me at fault, 

And the highflying bighwayman's come to a hait ; 

You hâve tumed up a tmmp (for I weigh well my weight), 

And the forty is yourSy though the halter's my fate. 

Well, come on't what will, you shall own when ail' s past, 

That Dick Torpin, the Dauntless, was game to the last. 

But, before we go further, l'U hold you a bet, 

That one foot in my stirrup you won't let me set. SUllodh 1 

** A hundred to one is the odds I will stand, 

A hundred to one is the odds you command ; 

Here's a handf ul of goldfinches ready to fly 1 

May I venture a foot in my stirrup to try ?** 

As he carelessly spoke, Dick directed a glance 

At his courser, and motioned her slyly askance :— > 

You might tell by the singular toss of her head, 

And the prick of her ears, that his meaning she read* SUloah! 

With dérision at first was Dick's wager receired, 

And his error at stai*ting as yet nuretriered ; 

But when f rom his pocket the shiners he drew, 

And offered to " make up the hundred to two," 

There were havers in plenty, and each whispered each, 

The same thing, though variod in figure of speech, 

" Let the fool act his foUy-the stirrup of Bess ! 

He bas put his foot in it already we guess !" Hilloah I 

Bess was brought to her master— Dick steadfastly gazed 

At the eye of bis maro, then his foot quick upraised : 

His tœ touched the stirrup, bis hand grasped the rein— 

He was safe on the back of his courser again ! 

As the Clarion, fray-sounding and shrili, was the neigh 

Of Black Bess, as she answered his cry " hark-away l" 

" Beset me, ye bloodhonnds ! in rear and in van ; 

My foot's in the stirrup, now catch me who can?'* Hilloah! 

There was riding and gibing mid rabble and rout, 
And the old woods re-ecboed the Philistines' shout ! 
There was burling and whirling o'er brake and o'er brier, 
But the course of Dick Turpin was swift as beaven's fire. 
Whipping, spurring, and straining, would nothing arail, 
Dick laughed at their curses, and scoffed at their wail ; 
" My foot's in the stirrup !"— thus rang his last cry ; 
Bess bas answered my call ; now her mettle we'll try !" Hilloah ! 
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Uproarious applause followed Jack*s song, when the jovi- 
ality of the mourners was interrupted by a summons to attend 
in the state room. Silence was at once completely restored ; 
and, in the best order they could assume, they followed their 
leader, Peter Bradley. Jack Palmer was amongst the last to 
enter, and remained a not incurious spectator of a by no 
means common scène. 

Préparations had been made to give due solemnity to the 
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cérémonial. The leaden coffin was fasfcened down, and en- 
closed in an outer case of oak, upon the lid of which stood a 
ricbly-ehased massive silver flagon, fiUed with burnt claret, 
called ihe grace-cup, Ail tbe lighta were remoyed, save two 
lofty wax flambeaux, whicb were placed to the baok, and 
threw a lurid glare upon the gronp immediately aboi^t the 
body, consistijig of Eanulj)b Eookwood ^.nd soma otber friands 
6f the deceased. Poctor Sinall stood in front of the hier ; 
and, nnder the directions of Peter Bindley, the tepantry and 
household were formed into a wide half-moon across the 
chamber. There was a hush of expectatioTi, p»s Doctor Small 
looked gravely round j and evep. Jack PalmjBr, wbo was as 
little likely as any man to yield to an impression of the kind, 
felt himseK moved by the scène. 

The very orthodo:^ SmaJl, pts ip well known to our readers, 
held everything savouring of the superstitions of the Scarlet 
Lady in suprême abonu^ation; and, entertaining such opi- 
nions, it can scarcely be supposed that a funeral oratiop would 
find much favour in his eyes, accompapied, as it was, with the 
accessories of oe^ser, p^idle, and cup ; aU evidently dei^ved 
from that period when, under the three-crowned ppntiff's 
sway, the shaven priest projioupced bis beïiedictipn o*er the 
dead, and released the penitept's soûl from purgatpria} flames, 
while he heavily mulcted the price of his rcdep^ptioa from 
the possessions of his successor. Small resented the ide3< of 
treading in such steps, as an insuit to himself aod bis cloth. 
Was he, the intolarant of Papistry, to tolerato this ? Was 
he, wbo could not endure the odour of Catholicism, to bave 
his nostrils thus poUuted, his garments thus defiled by actual 
contact with it. It was not to be thought of : and he had 
formally signified bis declip^tipTi to Mr. Coates, when a little 
conversation with tbat gentleman, and certain weighty con- 
sidérations therein held f orfch (the advowson of the church of 
Eookwood residing witb tbe f^mily), p.ild represented by him, 
as well as the placing in juxtaposition of penalties to be in- 
curred by refusai, that the scruples of Small gave way ; and, 
with the best graqe he oould muster, very reluetantly promised 
compliance. 

With thèse feelings, it will be readilly conceived that the 
doctor was not in the best possible frame of mind for the de- 
livery of bis exhortation. His temper h?bà been ruffled by a 
variety of petty annoyances, amongst the greatest of which 
was the condition to which the good cheer had reduced bis 
derk, Zachariah Trundletext, whose reeling eye, pendulous 
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position and open mouth, proclaimed him absolutely inca- 
pable of office. Zachariah was, in consequwice, dismiesod, 
and Small commenced his disconrse unsupported. But as aur 
recording it would not probably conduce to tbe amusement 
of our readers, whatever it might be to tlieir édification, we 
shall pass it over with very brief mention. Suffice it to say, 
tbat tbe oration was so thickly interstrewn with leng^hy 
quotations from the fathers — Ohrysostomus, Hieronimus, 
Ambrosius, Basilius, Bemardus, and the rest with whose 
recondite Latinity, notwithstanding the clashing of their 
opinions with his own, the doctor was intimately acquainted, 
and which he moreover delighted to quote, that his auditors 
were absolutely mystified and perplexed, and probably not 
without design. Countenances of such amazement were 
turned towards him, that Small, who had a keen sensé of the 
ludicrous, could scarcely forbear smiling as he proceeded ; 
and if we could suspect so grave a personage of waggery, 
we should almost think that, by way of retaliation, he had 
palmed some abstruse monkish epicedium upoTi bis astounded 
auditors. 

The oration concluded, biscuits and confectionery were, 
according to old observance, banded to such of the tenantry 
as chose to partake of them. The serving of the grace-cup, 
which ought to hâve formed part of the duties of Zachariah, 
had he been capable of office, fell to the share of the 
sexton. The bowl was kissed, first by Ranulph, with lips 
that trembled with émotion, and af terwards by his surround- 
ing friends ; but no drop was tasted — a eirôumstance which 
did not escape Peter*s observation. Proceeding to the 
tenantry, the first in order h^ppeiied to be farmer Toft. 
Peter presented the cup, and as Toft was about to drain a deep 
draught of the wine, Peter whispered in his ear, " Take my 
advice for oijce, friend Toft, and don't let a bubble of the 
liquid pass your lips. For every drop of the wine you drain. 
Sir Piers will hâve one sin the less, and you a load the heavier 
on your conscience. Didst never bea.r of sin swaUowing? 
For what else wg^s this ciistom adopted ? Seest thou not the 
cup' s brim hath not yet been moisteîied ? Well, as you wiU 
— ha, ha !" And the sexton passed onwards. 

His work being nearly completed, he looked round for Jaek 
Pahner, whom he had remarked during the oration, but 
could nowhere discover hiipL. Peter was about to place tb^ 
fiagon, now almost drained of its contents, upon its (onudr 
resting-place, when Small took it from his hands. 
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" ' In pocnli fundo residuum non reîinque,^ âdmonisheth 
Pythagoras," said he, returning the cup drained of its con- 
tents to the sexton. 

" My task hère is ended," muttered Peter, " but not else- 
where. Foui weather or fine, thunder or rain, I must to tlie 
church." 

Bequeathing his final instructions to certain of the house- 
hold who were to form part of the procession, in case it set 
out, he opened the hall door, and, the pelting shower dashing 
heavily in his face, took his way up the avenue, screaming, 
as he strode along, the f ollowing congenial rhymes : 

EPHIALTES. 

I am tlie hag wlio ride by night 

Throngh the moonless air on a courser white I 

Over the dreamiug earth I fiy, 

Hère and there — at my phantasy ! 

My frame is withered, my visage old, 

My locks are frore, and my bones ice-cold. 

The wolf will howl as I pass his lair, 

The ban-dog moan, and the screech-owl stare* 

For breath, at my coming, the sleeper strains. 

And the f reezing current f orsakes his yeins 1 

Vainly for pity the wretch may sue — 

Mercuess Mara no prayers subdue ! 

To his couch Iflit — 
On his hreast I sit ! 

Astride ! astride ! cistride ! 
And one charm alone 
{A hollow stone /*) 

Can scare me froni his side ! 

A thonsand antic shapes I take ; 

The stoutest heart at my tonch will quake. 

The miser dreams of a bag of gold, 

Or a pondérons chest on his bosom roll'd. 

The drunkard groans 'neath a cask of wine ; 

The reveller swelts 'neath a weighty chine. 

The recréant tnms, by his foes assailed, 

To flee !— but his feet io the ground are nailed. 

The goatherd dreams of his monntain-tops. 

And, dizzily reeling, downward drops. 

The murderer f eels at his throat a knife, 

And gasps, as his victim gasp'd, for life î 



* In référence to this imaginary charm, Sir Thomas Browne observes, in 
his Vulgar Errors, *' What natnral effects can reasonably be expected, when, 
to preyent the Ephialtes, or Nightmare, we bang a hollow stone in our 
stables?'' Grose also states, *' tnat a stone with a hole in it, hung at the 
bed's head, will prevent the nightmare, and is therefore called a hag-stone." 
The belief in this charm still Imgers in some districts, and maintains, like the 
horse-shoe affixed to the bam*door, a feeble stand against the superstition- 
destroying '* march of intellect.' ' 
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The tbief recoils from the scorching brand 5 
Tbe mariner drowns in sigbt of land ! 
— ^Tbus sinf al man bave I power to fray, 
Torture and rack — but not to slay ! 
But ever tbe couch of purity, 
With sbuddering glanée I burry by. 

Then mount ! away ! 

To horae ! I say, 

To horse ! astride ! astride ! 

Thefire-drake shoots -' 

The screech'Owl hoots — 

As through tlie air I glida I 



III. 



THE CHURCHYARD. 



Metbougbt I walked, abont tbe mid of nigbt, 

Into a churcbjard. Webster. — The White Demi. 

LiGHTS streamed through the chancel window as the sexton 
entered the churchyard, darklj defining ail the ramified 
tracery of the noble Gothic arch, and illumining the gor- 
geous dyes of its richly-stained glass, profusely decorated 
with the armoriai bearings of the fonnder of the fané, and 
the many alliances of his descendants. The sheen of their 
blazonry gleamed bright in the darkness, as if to herald to 
his last home another of the line whose achievements it dis- 
played. Glowing colourings, chequered like rainbow tints, 
were shed upon the broken leaves of the adjoining yew-trees, 
and upon the rounded grassy tombs. 

Opening the gâte, as he looked in that direction, Peter 
became aware of a dark figure, enveloped in a large black 
cloak, and covered with a slouched hat, standing at some 
distance, between the window and the tree, and so interven- 
ing as to receive the full influence of the stream of radiance 
which served to dilate its ahnost superhuman stature. The 
sexton stopped. The figure remained stationary. There 
was something singular both in the costume and situation of 
the persoD. Peter's curiosity was speedily aroused, and, 
familiar with every inch of the churchyard, he determined to 
take the nearest eut, and to ascertain to whom the mysterious 
cloak and hat belonged. Making his way over the undulat- 
iiig graves, and instinctively rounding the headstones that 
iutercepted his path, he quickly drew near the object of his 
inquiry. From the moveless posture it maintained, tbe 
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figure appeared to be unconscious of Peter*s approacli. To 
liis eyes it seemed to expand as he advanced. He was now 
almost close upon it, when his progress was arrested by a 
violent grasp laid on his shoulder. He started, and uttered 
an exclamation of alarm. At this moment a vivid flash of 
lightning illuminated the whole churchyard, and Peter then 
thought he beheld, at some distance from him, two other 
figures, bearing upon their shoulders a huge chest, or, it 
might be, a coffin. The* garb of thèse figures, so far as it could 
be discerned through the drenching rain, was fantastical in 
the extrême. The foremost seemed to hâve a long white 
beard descending to his girdle. Little leisure, however, was 
allowed Peter for observation. The vision no sooner met his 
glance than it disappeared, and nothing was seen but the 
glimmering tombstones, nothing heard but the whistling 
wind and the heavily-descending shower. He rubbed his eyes. 
The muflS^d figure had vanished, and not a trace could be 
discovered of the mysterious coflfin-bearers, if such they were. 

" What hâve I seen ?" mentally ejaculated Peter : ^* ta this 
sorcery or treachery, or both? No body^snatchers would 
visit this place on a night like this, when the whole loeigh- 
bourhood is aroused. Can it be a vision I hâve seen. Pshaw ! 
shallT juggle myself as I deceive thèse hinds ? It was no 
bcarded démon that I beheld, but the gipsy patrieo, Bal- 
thazar. I knew him at once. But what mieant that mufflad 
figure ; and whose arm could it hâve been that gripad my 
shoulder ? Ha ! what if Lady Rookwood should hâve givan 
orders for the removal of Susan*s body. No, no; that 
cannot be. Besides, I hâve the keys of the vault ; and there 
are himdreds now in the church who would permit no such 
desecration. I am perplexed to think wmt it can mean. 
But I willto the vaiit." Saying which, he hastened to the 
church porch, and after wringing the wet from his clothaiB, 
as a water-dog might shake the moisture from hie curly hida, 
and doffing his broad felt hat, he entered the holy édifice. 
The interior seemed one blaze of light to the «aiiton, in his 
sudden transition from outer darkness. Soma faw persons 
were assembled, probably such as were engaged in the pré- 
parations ; but there was one group which immediately 
attracted his attention. 

Near the commimion table stood three p^srsons, habited in 
decp mouming, apparently occupied in examining the various 
monumental carvings that enriched the waU^. Peter's office 
lad him to that part of the church. About to descend into 
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the vaults, to make the last préparations for the réception of 
the dead, with lantern in band, kejs, and a crowbar, lie 
approached the party. Little attention was paid to the 
pexton's proceedings, till the harsh grating of the look at- 
tracted their notice. 

Peter started as he beheld the face of one of the three, and 
relaxing his hold upon the key, the strong boit shot back in 
the lock. There was a whisper amongst the party, A light 
step was heard advancing towards him j and ère the sexton 
could sufficiently recover his surprise, or force open the door» 
a female figure stood by his side. 

The keen, inquiring stare which Peter bestowed upon the 
countenance of the young lady so much abashed her, that she 
hesitated in her purpose of addressing him, and hastily 
retired. 

"She hère/* muttered Peter; ^'nay, then, I must no 
longer withhold the dreaded secret from Luke, or Eanulph 
may, inde^d, wrest his possessions from him." 

Reinf orced by her companions, an elderly lady and a tall 
handsome man, whose beàring and deportment bespoke him 
to be a soldier, the fair stranger again ventured towards 
Peter. 

" You are the sexton/* said she, addressing him in a voice 
Bweet and musical. 

" I am," returned Peter. It was harmony succeôded by 
dissonance. 

" You, perhaps, can tell us, then," said the eldefly lady, 
" whether the funeral is likely to take place to-nïght ? we 
thought it possible that the storm might altogether privent 
it." 

" The storm is over, as nearly as may be," replied Peter. 
" The body will soon be on its way. I am but now a??ived 
from the hall." 

" Indeed !" exclaimed the lady. ** None of the family will 
be présent, I suppose. Who is the chief moumer ?*' 

"Young Sir Êanulph!" answered the sexton. "There 
will be more of the family than were expected "* 

" Is Sir Ranulph returned ?" asked the young lady, with 
great agitation of manner. " I thought he was abroad ; tbat 
he was not expected. Are you sure you are rightly in- 
formed r'* 

" I parted with him at the hall not ten minutes siftce/' re- 
plied Peter. " He returned from France to-njgbt most 
unexpectedly." 
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" Oh, mother !" exclaimed the jounger lady, " that this 
should be — that I should meet him hère. Why did we 
corne ? — let us départ." 

"Impossible,'* replied her mother; "the storm forbids it. 
This man*s information is so strange, I scarce can crédit 
it. Are you sure you bave asserted the truth?" said she, 
addressing Peter. 

" I am not accustomed to be doubted," answered he. 
" Other things as strange hâve happened at the hall." 

** What*. mean you ?" asked the gentleman, noticing this 
last remark. 

" You would not need to ask the question of me had you 
been there, amongst the other guests," retorted Peter. 
" Odd things, I tell you, hâve been done there this night, and 
Etranger things may occur before the morning." 

" You are insolent, sirrah. I comprehend you not." 

" Enough ! I can comprehend ^ow," replied Peter, signi- 
ficantly ; " I know the count of the moumers invited to this 
cérémonial, and I am aware that there are three too many." 

" Know you this saucy knave, mother ?" 

" I cannot call him to mind, though I fancy I hâve seen 
him before," 

" My recollection serves me better, lady," interposed 
Peter. " I remember one, who was once the proud heiress 
of Rookwood — ay, proud and beautiful. Then the house was 
fiUed with her gallant suitors. Swords were crossed for her. 
Hearts bled for her. Yet she favoured none, until one hap- 
less hour. Sir Eeginald Rookwood had a daughter; Sir 
Eeginald lost a daughter. Ha ! — I see I am right. Well, 
he is dead and buried ; and Eeginald, his son, is dead like- 
wise ; and Piers is on his road hit her ; and you are the last, 
as in the course of nature you might hâve been the first. 
And, now that they are ail gone, you do rigbtly to bury your 
grievances with them." 

" Silence, sirrah," exclaimed the gentleman, " or I will 
beat your brains ont with your own spade" 

" No ; let him speak, Vavasour," said the lady, with an 
expression of anguish; " he has awakened thoughts of other 
days." 

" I hâve done," said Peter, " and must to work. Will you 
descend with me, madam, into the sepulchre of your ancestry ? 
AU your family lie within — ay, and the Lady Eleanor, your 
mother, amongst the number." 

Mrs. Mowbray signified her assent, and the party pre. 
pared to foUow him. 
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The sexton held the lantem, so as to throw its light upon 
the steps as ihej entered the gloomy réceptacle of the de- 
parted. Eleanor half repented having ventured within its 
dreary limits, so much did the appearance of the yawniiig 
catacombs, surcharged with mortality, and, above ail, the 
ghostly figure of the grim knight, affect her with dread, as 
she looked wistfully around. She required ail the support 
her brother's arm could afford her ; nor was Mrs. Mowbray 
altogether unmoved. 

" And ail the f amily are hère interred, you say ?'' inquired 
the latter. 

" AU,'' replied the sexton. 

" Where, then, lies Sir Eeginald's younger brother ?" 

"Who?" exclaimed Peter, starting. 

** Alan Rookwood.*' 

" What of him ?" 

" Nothing of moment. But I thought you could, perhaps, 
inform me. He died young." 

" He did," replied Peter, in an altered tone — " very young ; 
but not before he had lived to an old âge of wretchedness. 
Do you know his story, madam ?" 

" I hâve heard it." 

" From your father's lips ?" 

"From Sir Eeginald Rookwood's — never. Call him not 
my f ather, sirrah ; even hère I wiU not hâve him named so 
to me." 

"Your pardon, madam," returned the sexton. " Great 
cruelty was shown to the Lady Eleanor, and may well call 
f orth implacable resentment in her child ; yet methinks the 
wrong he did his brother Alan was the foulest stain with 
which Sir Reginald's black soûl was dyed." 

" With what particular wrong dost thou charge Sir Eegi- 
nald ?" demanded Major Mowbray. " What injury did he 
inflict upon his brother Alan ?" 

" He wronged his brother's honour," replied the sexton ; 
" he robbed him of his wife, poisoned his existence, and 
hui'ried him to an untimely grave." 

Eleanor shudderingly held back during this horrible nar- 
ration, the hearing of which she would willingly hâve shunned, 
had it been possible. 

" Can this be true ?" asked the major. 

" Too true, my son," replied Mrs. Mowbray, sorrowfully. 

"And where lies the unfortunate Alan?" asked Major 
Mowbray. 
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" *Twiit tivo cross roads. Where else shoidd the suicide 
lie?" 

Erading any fuither question, Peter hastily traversed tliô 
vault, elevating the light, so as to reveal the contents of each 
cell. One circumstance filled him with surprise and dismay 
— he could nowhere perceive the coffin of his daughter. In 
vain he peered into erery catacomb — thej were apf arently 
undisturbed; and, witt niUch iiiternal marrelling and mis- 
giving, Peter gave up the search. " That vision is nôw eX- 
plained," muttered he ; " the body is remoVed, but by whom ? 
Death ! can I doubt ? It must be Lady Eookwood — ^who elëe 
can hâve any interest in its removal. She has acted boldly. 
But she shall yet hâve reason to repent her temerity," As 
he continued his search, his companions silently followed. 
Suddenly he stopped, and signifying that ail wêLs fluîshed, 
they not unwillingly quitted this abode of horror, leaving 
hïîH behind them. 

** It is a dreadful place," whispered Eleanor to her motbei* ; 
'* 110* t^^oidd 1 hâte visited it, had I conceived anything of its 
hoTtot&, And that strange man ! who or what is he ? 

" Ay, who is he F'* repeated Major Mowbray» 

*' I recoUect him now," replied Mrs. Mowbray ; *' he is one 
who has ever been connected with the family. He had a 
daughter, whose beauty was her ruin : it is a sad taie ; I 
cttnnot tell it ncrW : you hâve lieard enough of misery and 
guilt : but that may account for his bitterness of speech. Se 
Hrfts ft dépendent tiJ)on my poor brother." 

" Poor man!" replied Eleanôr ; "if he has been unfortU- 
nate, 1 pity him. 1 am sorry we hâve been into that dreadful 
place. I am rety faint : and I tremble more than ever at 
the thought of meeting Ranulph Eookwood again. I can 
scârcely support myself ; I am sure I shall not ventùre to 
look upoU him." 

" Had I dreamed of the likelihood of his attendihg the 
cereinony, rest assttred, dear Eleanor, we should not hâve 
been hère : but I was informed there was no possibility of 
his return. Compose yourself , my child. It will be a trying 
time to both of Us ; but it is now inévitable." 

At this moment the bell began to toU. ** The procession 
has started," said Peter, as he passed the Mowbrays. " That 
bell announces the settihg out." 

" See yonder persoïis hurrying to the door," exclàimed 
Eleanor, wlth eagerness, and trembling violently. " They 
are coming. Oh ! I shall never be able to go through witn 
itj dear raother." 
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Peter hastened to the church door, where lie stationed 
himself, in company with a liost of others equally curious. 
Flickering lights in the distance, shining like stars tlirongli 
the trees, sbowed tliem tliat the procession was collecting in 
front of the hall. The rain had now entirely ceased ; the 
thtinder muttered from afar, and the lightning seemed only 
to lick the moisture from the trees. The bell continued to 
toll, and its loud booming awoke the drowsy echoes of the 
valley. On the sudden, a solitaiy, startling concussion of 
thunder was heard ; and presently a man rushed down from 
the belfry, with the tidings that ho had seen a bail of fire fall 
from a cloud right over the hall. Every ear was on the alert 
for the next sound : none was heard. It was the crisis of 
the storm. Still the funeral procession advanced not. The 
strong sheen of the torchlight was still visible from the 
bottom of the arenue, now disappearing, now brightly glim- 
mering, as if the bearers were hnrrying to and fro amongst 
the trees. It was évident that much confusion prevailed, and 
that some misadventure had occurred. Each man muttered 
to his neighbour, and few were there who had not ili a 
measure surmised the cause of the delay. At this juncture, 
a person without his hat, breathless with haste, and almost 
palsied with fright, rushed through the midst of them, and, 
siumbling over the threshold, f ell headlong into the church. 

" What's the matter, Master Plant ? What has happened ? 
TeU us ! Tell us !" exclaimed several voices simultaneously. 

"Lord hâve mercy upon us!" cried Plant, gasping for 
utterance, and not attempting to raise himself . " It's hor- 
rible! dreadful! oh!— oh!" 

" What has happened ?" inquired Peter, approaching the 
fallen man. 

" And dost tliou need to ask. Peter Bradley ? thou, who 
f oretold it ail ? but I will not say what I think, though my 
tongue itches to tell theë the truth. Be satisfied, thy wizard*s 
lore has served thee right — he is dead." 

"AVho? Ranulph Kookwood! Has anything befallen 
him, or the prisoner, Luke Bradley ?'* asked the sexton, with 
eagerness. 

A scream hère burst forth from one who was standing 
behind the group ; and, in spite of the efforts of her mother 
to withhold her, Eleanor Mowbray rushed forward. 

" Has aught happened to Sir Ranulph ?" asked she. 

" Noa — ^noa — not to Sir Eanulph — he be with the body." 

" Heaven be thanked for that !" exclaimed Eleanor. And 
then, as ashamed of her own véhémence, and, it might seem, 
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apparent indifférence to another's fate, she inquired who was 
hurt? 

" It be poor neighbour Toft, that be killed by a tbiinder- 
bolt, ma'am," repHed Plant. 

Exclamations of horror burst from ail around. 

No one was more surprised at this intelligence than the 
sexton. Like many other seers, he had not, in ail proba- 
bility, calculated upon the f ulfilment of Lis prédictions, and 
he now stared aghast at the extent of his own f oreknowledge. 

"T tell'ee what, Master Peter," said Plant, shaking his 
bullet-head, *' it be well for thee thou didn*t live in my 
grandfather's time, or thou'dst ha' been ducked in a blanket ; 
or maybe bumt at the stake, like Ridley and Latimer, as we 
read on ; but however that may be, ye shall hear how poor 
Toft's death <îame to pass, and nobody can tell*ee better nor 
I, seeing I were near to him, poor fellow, at the time. Well, 
we thought as how the storm were ail over, and had ail got 
into order of mavch, and were just beginning to step up the 
avenue, the coffin-bearers pushing lustily along, and the 
torches shining grandly, when poor Simon Toft. who could 
never travel well in liquor in his life, reeled to one side, and 
staggering against the first huge lime-tree, sat himself down 
beneath it — thou knowest the tree I mean." 

" The tree of fate," returned Peter. " I ought, methinks, 
to know it." 

" Well, I were just stepping aside, to pick him up, when 
ail at once there comes such a crack of thunder, and whizzing 
through the trees, flashed a great globe of red fîre, so bright 
and dazzlin', it nearly blinded me; and when I opened my 
eyes, winkin' and waterin*, I see'd that which blinded me 
more even than the flash — that which hàd just afore bcen 
poor Simon, but which was now a mass o' black smouldering 
ashes, clean consumed and destroyed — his clothes rent to a 
thousand tatters — the earth and stones tossed up, and 
scattered ail about, and a great splinter of the tree lying 
beside him." 

" God's will be done !" said the sexton ; "this is an awful 
judgment." 

" And Sathan cast down ; for this is a spice o' his handi- 
work," muttered Plant ; adding, as he slunk away, " If ever 
Peter Bradley do come to the blanket, dang me if I don't 
lend a helpin' hand." 
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IV, 

THE PUNEEAL. 

How îîko a silent stream, shaded by night. 

And glidiug softly with pur windy «ighs, 

Moves the wliolo frame of this soleranity ! 

Tears, sighs, and blacka, ûlling tlic simile I 

Whilst I, the only munnur in this grove 

Of death, thus hollowly break forth. The Fatal Dowry, 

Word being given tliat the f unerâl train was f ast approach- 
ing, the church door was thrown open, and the assemblage 
divided in two lines to allow it admission. 

Meanwhile, a striking change had taken place, even in this 
brief period, in the appearance of the night. The sky, here- 
tofore curtained with darkness, was now illumined by a 
serene, soft moon, which, floating in a watery halo, tinged 
with silvery radiance the edges of a few ghostly clouds that 
hurried along the deep and starlit skies. The suddenness of 
the change could not fail to excite surprise and admiration, 
mingled with regret that the procession had not been delayed 
until the présent time. 

Slowly and mournfully the train was seen to approach the 
churchyard, winding, two by two, with melancholy step, 
around the corner of the road. First came Doctor Small; 
then the mutes, with their sable panoply; next, the torch- 
bearers ; next, those who sustained the coffin, bending beneath 
their ponderous burden, folio wed by Sir Ranulph, and a long 
line of attendants, ail plainly to be distinguished by the 
flashing torchlight. There was a slight hait at the gâte, and 
the coffin changed supporters. 

" ni luck betide them !" ejaculated Peter ; " could they 
find no other place except that to hait at ? Must Sir Piers 
be gatekeeper till next Yule ? No," added he, seeing what 
folio wed ; " it will be poor Toft, after ail." 

Following close upon the coffin came a rude shell, contain- 
ing, as Peter rightly conjectured, the misérable remains of 
Simon Toft, who had met his fa te in the nianner described by 
Plant. The boit of death glanced from the tree which it first 
struck, and reduced the unfortunate f armer to a heap of dust. 
Universal consternation prevailed, and doubts were enter- 
tained as to what course should be pursued. It was judged 
best by Doctor Small to remove the remains at once to the 
chamel-house. Thus, "unanointed, unaneled, with ail his 
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imperfections on his head," was poor Simon Toft, in one 
brief second, in the twinkling ôf an eye, plunged from the 
height of festivity to tlie darkness of the grave, and so 
horribly disfigured, that scarce a resti go of bnmanity was 
discemible in the mutilated mass tbat remained of him. 
Truly may we be said to walk in blindness, and amidst deep 
pitf ails ! 

The churchyard was thronged by the moumful train. The 
long array of dusky figtiteis— tbe wairing totcbligltt^ gleaming 
ruddily in the white moonshine — now glistenina npon the 
sombre habiliments of the bearers, and on théfî shrouded 
load, now reflected Mpoû the j^ged branche» of the yeW- 
trees, or falling upôû the îvied otittresses of thé ancient 
chtttch, constituted no unitnpressive pictilte. Otef ftll, like a 
lamp hung in the still sky. snone the môon, i^heddingasooth- 
ing^ spiritual lustre over tne scène. 

The organ broke into a soleînn strain, as the cofin was 
borne along the mid-aisle — the moiirners lollowing, with ré- 
vèrent step, and slow. It was deposited near the tnouth of 
the vault, the whole assemblage cîrcllng arounâ it. Doctor 
SmaU proceeded with the performance of that magliifîcent 
service appointed for the burial of tho dead. jtt a tolie as re- 
markable foi* its sadiiess, as for its fofcG ana feîvotir. There 
was a tear in every ete — a cloud on eterjr brow. 

Brightly illumined as was the whole building, there were 
still some recesses whlch, owîng to the intervention of heavy 
pillars, were thrown into shade ; fttid in oùe of thèse, sup- 
ported by her mother and brothet, etood Ëleanor, a weeping 
witness of the scène. She beheld the coffin silently borne 
along; she saw one dark figure slowly foUoWing: she knew 
those pale features — oh, how pale they were ! A year had 
wrought a f earful altération j she could scarce crédit what she 
beheld. He must, indeed, hâte sttffered — deeplv sufPered; 
and her heart told her that his sotfows had been lor her. 

Many a wistful look, besides, t^ras dîîected to thejrincipal 
figure in this cérémonial, Eanulph Eookwood. Se was a 
prey to unutterable angtiish of soûl ; his hettf t bled inwardly 
fôr the father he had lost. Mechanioally fotlowlug the body 
down the adsle, he had taken his station near it, ga^ilig with 
confused vision upon the bystanders ; had llstened, with a sad 
composure, to the expressive deliveiy of Small, until he read 
— ** For man walkeih in a vain shadow and disquieteih hiimelf 
in vain ; he heapeth up riches, and cannot telt tmo shalt gather 
thmr 
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" Verily !" exclaimed a cleep roice ; and Bannlph looking 
round, met the eyes of Peter Bradley fixed full npon him^ 
But it was eridently not the setton wno had spoken. 

Small continued the service. He arrived at thi» rerié :-^ 
" Thoii, hast set our miadeeds hefore thee ; and our secret sins in 
the light of Thy countennnce.** 

" Bren so !" exchiimed the voice ; and as Banulph raised 
his eyes in the direction of the sound, he thought he saw h 
dark figure, muffled in a cloak, disappear behind one of the 
pillars. He bestowed, however, at the moment, little thought 
upon this incident, nis heart melted within him ; and lean- 
ing his face upon his hand, he wept aloud. 

" Command yoursolf, I entreat of y ou, my dear Sir 
Eanulph," said Doctor Small, as soon as the service WM 
finished, " and siiffer this melancholy cérémonial to be oom- 
pleted." Saying which, he gently withdrew Banulph from 
his support, and the coffin was lowered into the vault. 

Baniûph remained for some time in the extremity of sor- 
row. T/Vlien he in part recovered, the crowd had dispersed, 
and few persons were remaining Tfithin the church ; yet near 
him stood three apparent loiterers. They advanced towards 
him. An exclamation of surprise and joy burst from his 
lips. 

" Eleanor !" 

" Banulph !" 

" Is it possible ? Do I indeed behold yon, Eleanor !*' 

No other word was spoken. They rushed into each other's 
arms. Oh ! sad — sad is the lover's parting — no pang so keen * 
but if life hath a zest more exquisite than others^-if felicity 
hath one drop more racy than the rest in her honeyed cup, it 
is the happiness enjoyed in snch a union as the présent. To 
say that he was as one raised from the depths of misery^ bjr 
some angel comf orter, were a feeble comparison of the tiltns- 
port of Banulph. To paint the thrilling delight of Eleanor-=— 
the trembling tendemess — the fond abandonment which vàn- 
quished ail her maiden sctuples, would be impossible. Be- 
luctantly yielding — fearing, yet complying, her lips wete 
sealed in one long, loving kiss, the sanctÔying pledge of their 
tried affection. 

"Eleanor, dear Eleanor," exclaimed Banulph, "thoagh I 
hold you within my arms — ^though each nerve within iny 
frame assures me of your présence — though 1 look into those 
eyés, which seem fraught with greater endearment than erer 
I hâve known them wear — ^thotlgh I see and feel, and kïlO# 
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ail this, so sudden, so iinlooked for is the happiness, that I 
could ahuost doubt its reality. Say to what blessed circum- 
stance I am indebted for this unlooked-for happiness/* 

" We are staying not far hence, with friends, dear Eanulph ; 
and my mother, hearing of Sir Piers Eookwood*s death, and 
wishing to bury ail animosity with him, resolved to be pré- 
sent at the sad ceremony. We were told you could not be 
hère." 

" And would my présence hâve prevented yonr attendance, 
Eleanor ?" 

" Not that, dear Eanulph ; but *' 

"But what?" 

At this moment the advance of Mrs. Mowbray offered an 
interruption to their further discourse. 

" My son and I appear to be secondary in your regards, Sir 
Eanulph," said she, gravely. 

" Sir Eanulph !" mentally echoed the young man. " What 
will she think, when she knows that that title is not mine ? I 
dread to tell her." He then added aloud, with a melancholy 
smile, " I crave your pardon, madam ; the delight of a 
meeting, so unexpected, with your daughter must plead my 
apology." 

" None is wanting, Sir Eanulph," said Major Mowbray. 
" I, who hâve known what séparation from my sister is, cari 
readily excuse your feelings. But you look ill." 

" I hâve, indeed, experienced much mental anxiety," said 
Eanulph, looking at Eleanor ; *' it is now past, and I would 
fain hope that a brighter day is dawning." His heart an- 
swered, 'twas but a hope. 

" You were unlooked for hère to-night, Sir Eanulph," said 
Mrs. Mowbray ; " by us, at least : we were told you were 
abroad." 

"You were rightly informed, madam," replied Eanulph. 
" I only arrived this evening from Bordeaux." 

" I am glad you are retumed. We are at présent on a 
visit with your neighbours, the Davenhams, at Braybrook, 
and trust we shall see you there." 

"I will ride over to-morrow," replied Eanulph ; " there is 
much on which I would consult you ail. I would hâve ven- 
tured to request the f avour of your company at Eookwood, 
had the occasion been other than the présent." 

"And I would willingly hâve accepted your invitation," 
retumed Mrs. Mowbray ; " I should like to see the old house 
once more. During your father's lifetime I could not approach 
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it. You are lord of broad lands, Sir Ranulph — a, goodly 
inlieritance." 

"Madamr 

" And a proud title, whicli you will grâce well, I doubt not. 
The first, the noblest of our bouse, was he from whom you 
dérive your name. You are the third Sir Ranulph ; the nrst 
founded the house of Rookwood ; the next advanced it ; 'tis 
for you to raise its glory to its height." 

" Alas ! madain,! bave no such thought." 

"Wherefore not? You are young, wealthy, powerful. 
Witb such domains as those of Rookwood — with such a title 
as its lord can claim, nought should be too high for your 
aspirations." 

" I aspire to nothing, madam, but your daughter's hand ; 
and even that I will not venture to solicit until you are 
acquainted with " And he hesitated. 

" With what ?" asked Mrs. Mowbray, in surprise. 

" A singular, and to me most perplexing event bas occurred 
to-night," replied Ranulph, " which may materially affect my 
future fortunes." 

" Indeed !" exclaimed Mrs. Mowbray. " Does it relate to 
your mother ?" 

" Excuse my answering the question now, madam," replied 
Ranulph ; " you shall know ail to-morrow." 

" Ay, to-morrow, dear Ranulph," said Eleanor ; " and 
whatever that morrow may bring forth, it will bring happi- 
ness to me, if you are bearer of the tidings." 

" I shall expect your coming with impatience," said Mrs. 
Mowbray. 

** And I," added Major Mowbray, who had listened thus 
far in silence, " would offer you my services in any way you 
think they would be useful. Command me as you think 
fitting." 

" I thank you heartily," retumed Ranulph. " To-morrow 
you shall learn ail. Meanwhile, it shall be my business to 
investigate the truth or falsehood of the statement I hâve 
heard, ère I report it to you. Till then, farewell !" 

As they issued from the church it was grey dawn. Mrs. 
Mowbray' s carria^e stood at the door. The party entered it ; 
and, accompanied by Doctor Small, whom he f ound within, in 
the vestry, Ranulph walked towards the hall, where a fresh 
gurprise awaited him. 
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V. 

THE CAPTIVE. 

Black Will* Whîch ifl the plfuse wber^ we're to be eonceftled P 

Grenu This inner room. 

Black WilL 'Tis well. The word is, " Now I take yon." 

Arden of Feversham. 

GuAEDED by the two young farmers who had displayed so 
much address in seizing him, Luke, meanwhile, had been 
COîiveyed in gafety to the small chamber in the eastern wing, 
destined by Mr. Çoates to be his place of confinement for the 
night. The room, or rather closet, opening from another 
ropm, was extrepiely well adapted for the purpose, having no 
perceptible outlet ; being deiended, on either side, by thick 
partition walls of the hardest oak, and at the extremity by 
the solid masonry of the mansion. It was, in f act, a remnant 
pf the building anterior to the first Sir Ranulph's day ; and 
the narrow limits of Luke' s cell had been erected long before 
the date of his earliest progenitor. Having seen their prisoner 
safely bestowed, the room was caref ully examined, every board 
sounded, ©very crevice and corner peered into, by the curions 
eve of the little lawyer ; and nothing being f ound insecure, 
tne light was removed, the door locked, the rustic constables 
dismissed, and a brace of pistols having been loaded and laid 
on the table, Mr. Coates pronoamced himself thoroughly satis- 
fied, and quite comfortable. 

" Comfortable !" Titus heaved a sigh as he echoed the 
Word. He felt anything but comfortable. His heart was 
with the body ail the while. He thought of the splendeur 
of the funeral, the torches, the illumined church, his own 
dignified march down the aisle, and the effect he expected to 
produce amongst the bewildered rustics. He thought of ail 
thèse things, and cursed Luke by ail the saints in the calendar. 
The sight of the musty old apartment, hung round with f aded 
arras, which, as he said, " smelt of nothing but rats and 
ghosts, and such like varmint," did not serve to inspirit him ; 
and the proper equilibrium of his temper was not completely 
restored until the appearance of the butler, with ail tho 
requisites for the manufacture of punch, afforded him somo 
prospective solace. 

" And what are they about now, Tim ?" asked Titus. 

" Ail as jolly as can be," answered the domestic ; " Doctor 
Small is just about about to pronounce the funeral 'ration." 
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^' Ptvil tok9 it." ejacul&tod Titus, '' thcre*8 another miss. 
CcniUin't I jaiit sUp out and hear that F '' 

■* 0^ no iK^UAfi" aeâd Coates. '' Oonsidor, Sir Eanulph 
is there." 

** Wàll, well," rajoioad Titus, linaving a dcep sigb» and 
squeezing a lemon ; " are you sure this is bilinf/ wator, Tim ? 
Ton kmw, Vm mighty particular." 

^* Psrfectlj aware oi it, sir." 

" Ah, Tim, io you recoliect the way I used to brew for 
po0r Sir TÏBfBy witn a himdi of red currants at the Ix^itom o€ 
m gllW ? Aod tbea to think tbat, af ter ail, I should bo l(;ft 
DUt ot his {unirai — it's tbe bi)igbt of l)ar)>arity. Tim, this 
rum of yours is poor stufE — there' s no i)uncli worth tho 
tf0nbh of driiiking, except whisky punch. A glass of right 
foti^aen, straw*colour, peat-flayour, ten degrces over proof, 
wonld be the only thing to drow» my cares. Any su<;li thing 
ia tiyd ceUar? There used to bo an odd bottle or so, Tim--- 
in the left bin, near the door." 

'* Vve a ttotion thisre be," rctumed Timotliy. " l'U try tho 
biu TOur bpnx>ur mentions, aud if I can Liy hauds ui>on a 
bottai FOU shall baye it, you may dépend." 

The butler departed, and Titus, emulating Mr. Coatcs, who 
had already enveloped himself, like Juno at tho approach of 
Jjumf in a cloud, proceeded to light his pipe. 

léVkB, jms^wkuBy had beeu Isft alone, without light. Ue 
had mu£^ to maditate upon, and with nought to eheck tho 
curr^nt of bis thoughts, ha pensively revolyod his présent 
situation fl/ud future prospects. Tho future was gloomj 
^oujgb «— the présent fraught with danger. Ând now that 
tbe^ydr of exeitement was passed, ho seyerely reproaclied 
himself for his precipitancy. 

Sii minid, by degrees, liâsumed a more tranquil stato ; and, 
eibaiist^ with bis great preyious fatigue, he tlirew himself 
upon tb^ floor ot his prison^bouse, and addressed himseU' to 
slumber. The noise hc madis induced Ooates to enter tho 
ropm, wbieh he did with a pistol in each hand, followed l>y 
Titus, with a pipe and candie; but finding ail safe tho 
sentinjels retir^d. 

^* Om may sea, with balf an eye, that you're not used to a 
&^her b^, my friend," said Titus, as the door was locked. 
" Bj tbje -j^wefu, be's a tall chap, any how-^why his feet 
almost touch the door. I should say that room was a matter 
of m &et long, Kr- Coates." 

" Exactly six feet, sir." 
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" Well, that's a good guess. Curse that ugly rascal, Tim ; 
lie*s never brouglit the whisky. But 1*11 be even with him 
to-morrow. Couldn't you just see to the prisoner for ten 
minutes, Mr. Coates ?" 

" Not ten seconds. I shall report you, if you stir from 
your post." 

Hère the door was opened, and Tim entered with the whisky. 

" Arrah ! by my soûl, Tim, and hère you are at last — 
uncork it, man, and give us a thimbleful — ^blob ! there goes 
the stopper — here's a glass" — smacking his lips — " whist, 
Tim, another drop — stuff like this will never hurt a body. 
Mr. Coates, try it— no — I thought you'd be a man of more 
taste.'* 

" I must limit you to a certain quanti ty," replied Coates, 
" or you will not be fit to keep guard — another glass must be 
the extent of your allowanee." 

" Another glass ! and do you think l'U submit to any such 
iniquitous proposition ?" 

" Beg pardon, gentlemen," said Tim ; " but her ladyship 
desires me to tell you both, that she trusts you will keep the 
strictest watch upon the prisoner. I hâve the same message 
also from Sir Eanulph." 

" Do you hear that ?" said Coates. 

" And what are they ail about no w, Tim ?" groaned Titus. 

" Just starting, sir," returned Tim ; " and, indeed, I must 
not lose my time gossiping hère, for I be wanted below. You 
must be pleased to take care of yourselves, gentlemen, for an 
hour or so, for there will be only a few women-kind left in 
the house. The storm's just over, and the men are ail 
lighting their torches. Oh, it*s a grand sight !" And off set 
Tim. 

" Bad luck to myself, anyhow," ejaculated Titus ; " this is 
more than I can bear — l've had enough of this watch and 
ward business — if the prisoner stirs, shoot him, if you think 
proper — ^l'il be back in an hour." 

** I tell you what, Mr. Tyrconnel," said Coates, coolly, 
taking up the pistol from the table, " l'm a man of few 
words, but those few are, I hope, to the purpose, and I*d 
hâve you to know, if you stir from that chair, or attempt to 
leave the room, dammee but l'il send a brace of buUets after 
you. l'm serions, I assure you. Saying which, he cocked 
the pistol. 

By way of reply to this menace, Titus deliberately filled a 
stiff glass of whisky «and water. 
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" That*s your last glass,".said the inexorable Coates. 

To retum once more to Luke. Ile slept uneasily for some 
short space, and was awakened by a «oiind which reached his 
dreaming ears, and connected itself with the visions that 
slumber was weaving around him. It was some moments 
before he could distinctly remember where he was. He 
would not venture to sleep again, though he felt over- 
whelmed by drowsiness — there was a fixed pain at his heart, 
as if circulation were suspendcd. Changing his posture, he 
raised himself upon one arm; he then became aware of a 
scratching noise, somewhat similar to the sound he had heard 
in his dream, and perceived a light gleaming through a cre- 
vice in the oaken partition. His attention was immediately 
arrested, and placing his eye close to the chink, distinctly saw 
a dark lantern burning ; and by its light, a man filing some 
implements of house-breaking. The light fell before the 
hard features of the man, with whose countenance Luke was 
familiar; and although only one person came within the 
scope of his view, Luke could make out, from a muttered 
conversation that was carried on, that he had a companion. 
The parties were near to him, and though speaking in a low 
tone, Luke*s quick ear caught the f oUowing : V 

" What keeps Jack Palmer, I wonder ?" said he of the 
file. " We*re ail ready for the fakement — pops primed — and 
I tell you what, Rob Eust, I*ve made my clasp-knife as sharp 
as a razor, and dammee, if Lady Rookwood offers any résist- 
ance, l'il spoil her talking in future, I promise you." 

Suppressed laughter, from Eust, followed this speech. That 
laugh made Luke*s blood run cold within his veins. 

" Harkee, Dick Wilder, you're a reg'lar out-and-outer, and 
stops at nothing, and curse me if l'd think any more of 
it than yourself . But Jack's as squeamish of bloodshed as 
young miss that cries at her eut fînger. It's the safer plan. 
Say what you will, nothing but that will stop a woman's 
tongue." 

*' I shall make short work with her ladyship to-night, any 
how. Hist ! hère Jack comes." 

A footstep crossed in the room, and, presently afterwards, 
exclamations of surprise and smothered laughter wer? heard 
from the parties. 

" Bravo, Jack ! famous ! That disguise would deceive the 
devil himself." 

" And now, my lads," said the new conter, " is ail right ?" 

** Eight aîid tight." 
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" Nothing forgotten ?" 

« Nothing." 

" Then off with your stamps, and on with your list slippers ; 
not a word. Follow me, and for your lives, don't move a 
step, but as I direct you. The word must be, * Sir Fiers 
Bookwood calïs.' We'll overhaul the swag hère, when the 
speak is spoken over. This crack may make us ail for life ; 
and if you'll follow my directions implicitly, we'U do the trick 
in style. This slum must be our rendezvous, when all's over ; 
for hark ye, my lads, I!ll not budge an inch till Luke 
Bradley be set free. He's an old friend, and I always stick 
by old friends. I*d do the same for one of you if you were 
in the same scrape, so damn you, no flinching ; besides, I owe 
that spider-shank'd, snivelling, split-cause Coates, who stands 
sentry, a grudge, and 1*11 pay him off, as Paul did the 
Ephesians. You may crop his ears, or slit his tongue as you 
would a magpie's, or any other chattering varmint; make 
him sign his own testament, or treat him with a touch of 
your Haheas Corpus Act, if you think proper, or give him a 
taste of blue plumb. One thing only I stipulate, that you 
don't hurt that fat, mutton-headed Broganeer, whatever ho 
may say or do; he*s a devilish good feUow. And now to 
business." 

Saying which, they noiselessly departed. But carefuUy as 
the door was closed, Luke's ear could detect the sound. nis 
blood boiled with indignation ; and he experienced what ail 
must hâve felt, who hâve been similarly situated, with the 
will, but not the power, to assist another — a sensation almost 
approaching to torture. At this moment a distant scream 
burst upon his ears — another — ^he hesitated no longer. With 
ail his force, he thundered at the door. 

" What do you want, rascal ?" cried Coates from without. 

" There are robbers in the house." 

" Thank you for the information. There is one I know of 
already." 

" Fool, they are in Lady Eookwood*s room ; run to her 
assistance." 

" A likeiy story, and leave you hère." 

" Do you hear that scream r" 

'* Eh, what's that ? I do hear something." 

Hère Luke dashed with ail his force against the door. It 
yielded to the blow, and he stood before the astonished 
attorney. 

" Advance a footstep, villain," exclaimed Coates, présent- 
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ing both his pistols, " and I lodge a brace of balls in tout 
head.'; 

*'Listen to me," said Luke ; "the robbers are in Lady 
Eookwood's chamber — they will plunder the place of every- 
tbing — perbaps murder ber. Fly to ber assistance, I will 
accompany y ou — assist y ou — it is your only cbance." 

" My only cbance — your only cbance. Do y ou take me for 
a greenbom? Tbis is a poor subterfuge; could you not 
bave vamped up sometbing better ? Get back to your own 
room, or I sball make no more of sbooting you tban I would 
of snuffing tbat candie." 

" Be advised, sir," continued Luke. " Tbere are tbree of 
tbem — give me a pistol, and fear notbing." 

" Give you a pistol ! Ha, ba ! — to be its mark myself . 
Tou are an amusing rascal, I will say." 

" Sir, I tell you not a moment is to be lost. Is life 
notbing ? Lady Eookwood may be murdered." 

" I tell you^ once for ail, it won't do. Go back to your 
room, or take tbe conséquences." 

" By tbe powers ! but it sball do, anybow," exclaimed 
Titus, flinging bimself upon tbe attomey, and bolding botb 
bis arms ; " you bave bulîied me long enougb. l'm sure tbe 
lad*s in tbe rigbt." 

Luke snatcbed tbe pistols from tbe bands of Coates. 

" Very well, Mr. Tyrconnel ; very well, sir," cried tbe at- 
tomey, boiling witb wratb, and spluttering out bis words. 
** Extremely well, sir ; you are not perbaps aware, sir, wbat 
you bave done ; but you will repent tbis, sir — repent, I say — 
repent was my word, Mr. Tyrconnel." 

" Eepent be d — d," replied Titus. " I sball never repent 
•a good-natured action." 

" Follow me," cried Luke ; " settle your disputes bereafter. 
Quick, or we sball be too late." 

Coates bustled after bim, and Titus, putting tbe neck of 
tbe forbidden wbisky bottle to bis lips, and gulping down a 
basty moutbf ul, snatcbed up a rusty poker, and f ollowed tbe 
party witb more alacrity tban migbt bave been expected from 
80 portly a personage. 
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VI. 

THE APPARITION. 

Oihhet. Well, gentlemen, 'ils a fine night for our enterprise. 

Hounslow. Dark as hcU. 

Bagahot, And blows like the devil. 

Boniface. Tou'll haye no créature to deol with but tlie ladies. 

Gihhet. And I can assure yon, friend, there's a great deal of address, and 
cood manners, in robbing a lady. I am tbe most of a gentleman, that way, 
that eyer travelled tbe road. Beaux Straiagem, 

AccoMPANiED by her son, Lady Eookwood, on quitting the 
chamber of the dead, retumed to her own room. She then 
renewed ail her arguments ; had recourse to passionate sup- 
plications — to violent threats ; but without effect. Eanulph 
maîntained profound silence. Passion, as it ever doth, de- 
feated its own ends ; and Lady Rookwood, seeing the ill 
effect her anger would probably produce, gradually softened 
the asperity of her manner, and sufEered him to départ. 

Left to herself , and to the communings of her own troubled 
spirit, her fortitude, in a measurê,* forsook her, under the 
pressure of the difficulties by which she was environed. 
There was no plan she could devise — ^no scheme adopt, un- 
attended with péril. She must act alone — ^with promptitude, 
and secrecy. To win her son over was her chief désire, and 
that, at ail hazards, she was resolved to do. But how ? She 
knew of only one point on which he was vulnérable — ^his love 
for Eleanor Mowbray. By raising doubts in his mind, and 
placing fresh dijfficulties in his path, she might compel him 
to acquiesce in her machinations, as a necessary means of 
accomplishing his own object. This she hoped to effect. 
StiU there was a depth of resolution in the placid stream of 
Eanulph's character, which she had often noticed with appré- 
hension. Aware of his firmness, she dreaded lest his sensé 
of justice should be stronger than his passion. 

As she wove thèse webs of darkness, fear hitherto unknown, 
took possession of her soûl. She listened to the howling of 
the wind — to the vibration of the rafters — to the thunder's 
roar, and to the hissing rain ; till she, who never trembled 
at the thought of danger, became filled with vague uneasi- 
ness Lights were ordered ; and when her old attendant 
returned, Lady Eookwood fixed a look so wistful upon her, 
that Agnes ventured to address her. 

" Bless you, my lady," said the ancient handmaiden, trem- 
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bling, " y ou look very pale, and no wonder. I feel sick at 
heart, too. Oh ! I shall be glad when they return from the 
church, and happier still when the morning dawns. I can't 
sleep a wink — can*t close my eyes, but I think of him." 

" Of Mm r 

" Of Sir Piers, my lady ; for though he's dead, I don't 
think he*s gone." 

" How ?" 

" Why, my lady, the corruptible part of him's gone, sure 
enough. But the incorruptible, as Doctor Small calls it — ^the 
sperrit, my lady. It might be my fancy, your ladyship ; but 
as I am standing hère, when I went back into the room just 
now for the lights, as I hope to live, I thought I saw Sir 
Piers in the room/' 

" You are crazed, Agnes." 

"No, my lady, l'm not crazed; it was mère fancy, no 
doubt. Oh, it's a blessed thing to live with an easy con- 
science — a thrice blessed thing to die with an easy one, and 
that's what I never shall, l'm afeard. Poor Sir Piers ! l'd 
mumble a prayer for him, if I durst." 

" Leave me," said Lady Eookwood, impatiently. 

And Agnes quitted the room. 

" What if the dead can return ?" thought Lady Eookwood. 
"Ail men doubt it, yet ail men believe it. I would not 
believe it, were there not a creeping horror that overmasters 
me, when I think of the state beyond the grave — that inter- 
mediate state, for such it must be, betwixt heaven or hell, 
when the body lieth mouldering in the ground, and the soûl 
survives, to wander, unconj&ned, until the hour of doom. And 
doth the soûl survive when disenthralled ? Is it dépendent 
on the body? Does it perish with the body? Thèse are 
doubts I cannot résolve. But if I deemed there was no 
future state, this hand should at once liberate me from my 
own weaknesses — my f ears — ^my lif e. There is but one path to 
acquire that knowledge, which once taken can never be re- 
traced. I am content to live — ^while living to be feared — it 
may be, hated ; when dead, to be contemned — yet still re- 
membered. Ha ! what sound was that ? A stifled scream ! 
Agnes ! — ^without there ! She is full of fears. I am not free 
from them myself , but I will shake them off . This will divert 
their channel," continued she, drawing from her bosom the 
marriage certificate. " This will arouse the torpid current 
of my blood — * Fiers Eookwood to Suaan Bradley* And by 
whom was it solemnized ? The name is Checkley — Richard 
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Checkley. Ha ! I bethink me, a Papist priest— a récusant — 
who was for some time an inmate of the hall. I hâve heard 
ôf this man — he was afterwards imprisoned, but escaped— he 
is eîther dead, or in a foreign land. No witnesses — 'tis -well ! 
Methinks Sir Piers Rookwood did well to préserve this. It 
shall light his funeral pyre. Would he could now behold me, 
as I consume it !" 

She held the paper in the direction of the candie ; but, ère 
it could touch the flame, it dropped from her hand. As if her 
horrible wish had been granted, before her stood the figure 
of her husband ! Lady Eookwood started not. No sign of 
trépidation or alarm, save the sudden stiffening of her form, 
was betrayed. Her bosom ceased to palpitate— her respira- 
tion stopped — her eyes were fixed upon the apparition. 

The figure appeared to regard her sternly. It was at some 
little distance, within the shade cast by the lofty bedstead. 
Still she could distinctly discem it. There was no ocular dé- 
ception ; it was attired in the costume Sir Piers was wont to 
wear — a hunting dress. AU that her son had told her rushed 
to her recollection. The phantom advanced. Its countenance 
was pale, and wore a gloomy frown. 

" What would y ou destroy ?" demanded the apparition, in 
a hollow tone. 

" The évidence of " 

« What ?" 

" Tour marriage." 
With yourself , accursed woman P** 
With Susan Bradley." 

"Blood and thunder," shouted the figure, in an altered 
tone. " Married to her 1 then Luke ù legitimate, and heir 
to this estate!" Whereupon the apparition rushed to the 
table, and laid a very substantial grasp upon the document. 
"Amarriage certificate !" ejaculated the spectre; "here'sa 
pièce of luck ! It ain't often in our lottery life we draw a 
prize like this. One way or the other, it must tum up a few 
cool thousands." 

" Eestore that paper, villain," exclaimed Lady Eookwood, 
recovering ail the audacity natural to her character, the in- 
stant she discovered the earthly nature of the intnide*; 
" restore it, or, by Heaven, you shall rue your temerity." 

" Softly, softly," replied the pseudo-phantom, with one 
hànd pushing back the lady, while the other conveyed the 
precious document to the custody of his nether man — 
" Boftly," said he, giving the buckskin pocket a slap — " two 
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words to tliat, my lady. I know its value as well as your- 
self, and must make my market. The highest offer has me, 
yoTir ladyship ; he's but a poor auctioneer that knocks down 
his ware when only one bidder is présent. Luke Bradley, or, 
as I find he now is, Sir Luke Rookwood, may come down 
more handsomely." 

" Who are you, ruffian, and to what end is tbis masque- 
rade assumed ? If for tbe purpose of terrifying me into 
compliance witb tbe scbemes of tbat madman, Luke Bradley, 
wbom I présume to be your confederate, your labour is mis- 
spent — your stolen disguise has no more weight with me than 
his forged claims." 

** Forged claims. Egad, he must be a élever hand to bave 
forged that certificate. Tour ladyship, however, is in error. 
Sir Luke Eookwood is no associate of mine ; I am his late 
father's friend. But I bave no time to bandy talk. What 
money bave you in tbe bouse ? Be alive." 

" You are a robber, then ?" 

" Not I. l'm a tax-gatherer — a coUector of Rich-Bates — 
ha ! ha ! What plate bave you got ? Nay, don't be alarmed 
— take it quietly — thèse things can't be helped — better make 
up your mind to it without more ado — ^much tbe best plan — 
no screaming, it may injure your lungs, and can alarm no- 
body. Tour maids bave done as much before— it's beneath 
your dignity to make so much noise. So, you will not 
beed me ? As you will." Saying which, be deliberately eut 
tbe bell-cord, and drew out a brace of pistols at tbe same time. 

" Agnes !" shrieked Lady Eookwood, now seriously alarmed. 

" I must caution your ladyship to be silent," said tbe rob- 
ber, who, as our readers will no doubt bave already con- 
jectured, was no other than tbe redoubted Jack Palmer. 
"Agnes is abeady disposed of," said be, cocking a pistol. 
"However, like your deceased 'lord and master,* I may 
appear, you will find you bave got a very différent spirit 
from tbat of Sir Piers to deal witb. I am naturally tbe 
politest man breathing— bave been accounted tbe best-bred 
man on tbe road, by every lady whom I bave bad tbe 
honoiir of addressing; and I should be sorry to sully my 
w^U-eamed réputation by anything like rudeness. I must 
twe a little force of tbe gentlest kind. Perhaps you will 
permit me to hand you to a chair. Bless me ! what a wrist 
jour ladyship bas got. Excuse me, if I hurt you, but you 
are so devilish strong. What ho ! * Sir Piers Eookwood 
caUs ' " 
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Eeady," cried a voice. 

That's the word," rejoined another ; ** ready," and imme- 
diately two men, their features entirely hidden by a shroud 
of black crape, accoutred in rougli attire, and each ai-med 
wittL pistols, rushed into the room. 

" Lend a hand," Baid Jack. 

Even in this perilous extremity, Lady Eookwood's courage 
did not désert her. Anticipating their purpose, ère ter 
assailants could reach her, she extricated herself f rom Pal- 
mer's graep, and rushed upon the foremost so unexpectedly, 
that, before the man could seize her, she snatched a pistol 
from his hand, and presented it at the group with an aspect 
like that of a tigress at bay — ^her eye wandering from one to 
the other, as if selecting a mark. 

There was a pause of a few seconds, in which the men 
glanced at the lady, and then at their leader. Jack looked 
blank. 

" Hem !" said he, cooUy ; " this is something new — dis- 
armed— defied by a petticoat. Hark ye, Rob Eust ; the 
disgrâce rests with you. Clear your character by securing 
her at once. What ! ^afraid of a woman ?" 

" A woman ?" repeated Rust, in a surly tone ; " devilish 
like a woman, indeed. Few men could do what she has 
done. Give the word, and I fire. As to seizing her, that's 
more than l'U engage to do." 

" Then damn you for a coward," said Jack. " I will steer 
clear of blood — if I can help it. Come, madam, surrender, 
like the more sensible part of your sex, at discrétion. You 
will find résistance of no avail." And he stepped boldly to- 
wards her. 

Lady Rookwood pulled the trigger. The pistol flashed in 
the pan. She flimg away the useless weapon, without a 
word. 

** Ha, ha !" said Jack, as he leisurely stooped to pick up 
the pistol, and approached her ladyship ; " the buUet is not 
y et cast that is to be my billet. Hère," added he, dealing 
Rust a heavy thump upon the shoulder with the butt-end of 
the pièce, " take back your snapper, and look you, prick the 
touch-hole, or your barking-iron will never bite for you. 
And now, madam, I must take the liberty of again handing 
you to a seat. Dick Wilder, the cord — quick. It distresses 
me to proceed to such lengths with your ladyship— but safe 
bind, safe find, as Mr. Coates would say." 

" Tou will not bind me, ruffian." 
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" Tour ladysliip is very much mistaken — I hâve no alter- 
native — yonr ladysliip's wrist is far too dexterous to be at 
liberty. I must furthermore request of your ladyship to 
be less vociférons — you interrupt business, whicb should be 
transacted witb silence and délibération." 

Lady Eookwood's rage and vexation at this indignity were 
beyond ail bounds. Résistance, however, was useless, and 
she submitted in silence. The cord was passed tightly round 
her arms, when it flashed upon her recoUection, for the first 
time, that Coates and Tyrconnel, who were in charge of 
her captive in the lower corridor, might be summoned to her 
assistance. This idea no soonor crossed her mind than she 
uttered a loud and prolonged scream. 

" Damnation !" cried Jack ; " civility is wasted hère. Give 
me the gag, Bob !" 

" Better slit her squeaking-pipe at once," replied Eust, 
drawing his clasped knife ; ** she'U thwart everything." 

" The gag, I say, not thatJ^ 

" I can't find the gag," exclaimed Wilder, savagely. " Leave 
Kob Rust to manage her — he*ll silence her, I warrant you, 
while you and I rummage the room." 

" Ay, leave her to me," said the other miscreant. " Go 
about your business, and take no heed. Her hands are fast — 
she can't scratch — ^l'U do it with a single gash — send her to 
join her lord, whom she loved so well, before he's under 
ground. They'U hâve something to see when they corne 
home from the master's funeral — their mistress eut and dry 
for another. Ho, ho !" 

" Mercy, mercy !" shrieked Lady Rookwood. 

" Ay, ay, l'U be merciful," said Eust, brandishing his knife 
before her eyes. " l'il not be long about it. Leave her to 
me— ru give her a taste of Sir Sidney." 

"No, no, Eust; no bloodshed," said Jack, authoritatively ; 
" l'il find some other way to gag the jade." 

At this moment, a noise of rapid footsteps washeard within 
the passage. 

" Assistance comes," screamed Lady Eookwood. " Help ! 
help !" 

" To the door," cried Jack. The words were scarceïy ont 
of l^^jf^outh before Luke dashed into the room, f oUowed by 
Cc^pS and Tyrconnel. 

Imer and his companions levelled their pistols at the 
intraders, and the latter would hâve fired ; but Jack's keen 
eye having discerned Luke amongst the foremost, checked 
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further hostilities for tlie présent. Lady Eookwood, mean- 
while, finding herself free from restraint, rushed towards her 
deliverers, and crouched beneath Luke*s protecting arms, 
whicli were extended, pistol in hand, over her head. Behind 
tliem stood Titus Tyrconnel, flourishing the poker, and Mr. 
Coates, who, upon the sight of so much warlike préparation, 
began somewhat to repent having rushed so precipitately 
into the lion* s den. 

" Luke Bradley !" exclaimed Palmer, stepping forward. 

" Luke Bradley 1" echoed Lady Eookwood, recoiling, and 
staring infco his face. 

" Fear nothing, madam," cried Luke. " I am hère to assist 
y ou — I will défend y ou with my life.'* 

" Vou défend we r exclaimed Lady Eookwood, doubtfuUy. 

" Even I" cried Luke, " strange as it may sound." 

" Holy powers protect me !'* ejaculated Titus. " As I live 
it is Sir Piers himself." 

" Sir Piers !" echoed Coates, catching the infection of 
terror, as he perceived Palmer more distinctly. " What ! is 
the dead come to life again ? A ghost ! a ghost !" 

"By my soûl," cried Titus, "it's the first ghost I eyer 
heard of that committed a burglary in its own house, and on 
the night of the body's burial, too. But who the devil are 
thèse ? maybe they're ghosts likewise." 

" They are," said Palmer, in a hoUow tone, mimicking the 
voice of Sir Piers, " attendant spirits. We are come for this 
woman ; her time is out ; so no more palavering, Titus. 
Lend a hand to take her to the churchyard, and be d — d 
to you." 

" Upon my conscience, Mr. Coates," cried Titus, " it*s 
either the devil or Sir Piers. Well only be in the way hère. 
He's only just settling his old scores with his lady. I 
thought it would come to this long ago. We*d best beat a 
retreat." 

Jack took advantage of the momentary confusion created 
by this incidental alarm at his disguise, to direct Eust to* 
wards the door by which the new corners had entered j and, 
this being accomplished, he burst into aloud laugh. * 

" What ! not know me ?" cried he ; " not know 
friend with a new face, Luke ? Nor you, Titus ? j 
who can see through a millstone, lawyer Coatei^ 
recognise " 

"Jack Palmer, as l'm a sinner!" cried Titus, 
this beats Banaghan. Arrah ! Jack, honey, what dœB tluB 
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mean ? Is it yourself I see in sucli compaily ? You're not 
robbing in earnest ?" 

" Indeed but I am, friend Titus," exclaimed Jack ; " and it 
is my own self y ou see. I just took tlie liberty of borrowing 
Sir Piers's old hunting-coat from the justice-room. Tou said 
my toggery wouldn't do for tbe funeral. l'm no other than 
plain Jack Palmer, after ail." 

" With half-a-dozen aliases at your back, I dare say," cried 
Coates. " / suspected you ail along. AU your praise of 
highwaymen was not lost upon me. No, no ; 1 can see into 
a millstone, be it ever so tbick." 

" Well," replied Jack, " l'm sorry to see you hère, friend 
Titus. Keep quiet, and you sball corne to no harm. As to 
you, Luke Bradley, you bave anticipated my intention by 
balf an bour ; I meant to set you free. For you, Mr. Coates, 
you may commit aU future care of your afEairs to your exe- 
cutors, administrators, and assigns. You will bave ûo 
furtber need to trouble yourself witb worldly concerns," 
added he, levelling a pistol at tbe attomey, wbo, bowever, 
sbielded bimself, in an agony of appréhension, bebind Luke's 
person. " Stand aside, Luke." 

"I stir not," replied Luke. "I tbank you for your good 
intention, and will not injure you — tbat is, if you do not force 
me to do so. I am bere to défend ber ladysbip." 

"Wbat's tbat you say?" returned Jack, in surprise — 
" défend ber ladysbip ?" 

" Witb my life," replied Luke. " Let me counsel you to 
dc^art." 

"Are you mad? Défend her ! — Lady Rookwood — ^your 
eneïny — ^wbo would bang you ? Tut, tut ! Stand aside, I 
say, Luke Bradley, or look to yourself." 

**You bad better consider well ère you proceed," said 
Luke. " You know me of old. I bave takien odds as great, 
and not come off tbe vanquisbed." 

" Tbe odds are even," cried Titus, " if Mr. Coates will but 
sbow figbt. l'il stand by you to tbe last, my dear joy. 
You'te the right son of your father, thougb on tbe wrong 
Och ! Jack Palmer, my jewel, no wonder you resemble 
_in." 

£ear this ?" cried Luke. 
Aeaded fool !" muttered Jack. * 
don't you shoot him on tbe spot ?" said Wilder. 
mar my own chance," thought Jack. "No, tbat 
"will never do ; bis life is not to be thrown away. " Be quiet," 
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said hé, in a whisper to Wilder ; " IVe anotlier card to play, 
which shall serve us better tlian ail the phinder hère. No 
harm must corne to that youngster ; his life is worth thou- 
sands to us." Then, tuming to Luke, he continued, " l'm 
loth to hurt you ; yet what can I do ? Tou must hâve the 
worst of it if we corne to a pitched battle. I therefore advise 
you, as a friend, to draw off your forces. We are three to 
three, it is true ; but two of your party are unarmed." 

"TJnarmed!" interrupted Titus. "Devil bum me! this 
iron shillelah shall convince you to the contrary, Jack, or any 
of your friends." 

" Make ready then, my lads," cried Palmer. 

"Stop a minute," exchiimed Coates; "this gets serions; it 
will end in homicide — in murder. We shall ail hâve our throats 
eut to a certainty ; -and though thèse rascals will as certainly 
be hanged for it, that will be poor satisfaction to the sufferers. 
Had we not better refer the matter to arbitration ?" 

" I*m for fighting it out," said Titus, whisking the poker 
round his heaâ, like a flail in action. " My blood's up. Come 
on, Jack Palmer, l'm for you." 

" I should vote for retreating," chattered the attorney, " if 
that cursed fellow had not placed a ne exeat at the door." 

" Give the word, captain," cried Eust, impatiently. 

" Ay, ay," echoed Wilder. 

" A skilful gênerai always parleys," said Jack. " A word 
in your ear, Luke, ère thatbe done which cannot be undone." 

" You mean me no treachery ?" returned Luke. 

Jack made no answer, but uncocking his pistols, deposited 
them within his pockets. 

" Shoot him as he advances," whispered Coates ; " he is in 
your power now." 

" Scoundrel !" repUed Luke, " do you think me as base as 
yourself ?" 

"Hush, hush! for God's sake don*t expose me," said 
Coates. 

Lady Eookwood had apparently listened to this singular 
conférence with sullen composure, though in reality she was 
racked with anxiety as to its results ; and, now apprehending 
that Palmer was about to make an immédiate disclosure to 
Luke, she accosted him as he passed her. 

"Unbind me!" cried she, "and what you wish skiijjl be 
yours — money — ^jewels " 

" Ha ! may I dépend ?" 

" I pledge my word." 

Palmer untied the cord, and Lady Eookwood, approaching 
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a table whereon stood thé escritoir, touclied a spring, and a 
secret drawer flew open. 

"You do tliis of your own free will?" asked Luke. 
" Speak, if it be othei*wise." 

" I do," retumed the lady, hastily. 

Palmer's eyes glistened at the treasures exposed to his view. 

" They are jewels of countless price. Take them, and rid 
me," sbe added in a wbisper, " of Azw." 

" Luke Bradley ?" 

"Ay." 

" Give them to me." 

" They are yours frcely on those terms." 

" You hear that, Luke," cried he aloud ; " you hear it, 
Titus ; this is no robbery, Mr. Coates — ' Know ail men by 
thèse présents* — I call you to witness, Lady Rookwood gives 
me thèse pretty things." 

" I do," returned she ; adding, in a whisper, " on the 
terms which I proposed." 

" Must it be done at once ?" 

" Without an instantes delay." 

" Before your own eyes ?" 

" I fear not to look on. Each moment is precious. He is 
ofE his guard now. You do it, you know, in self-defence." 

" And you ?" 

" For the same cause." 

" Yet he came hère to aid you ?" 

" What of that ?" 

" He would hâve risked his hfe for yours ?" 

" I cannot pay back the obligation. He must die!*' 

« The document ?" 

" Will be useless then." 

" Will not that suffice ; why aim at life ?" 

" You trifle with me. You fear to do it." 

" Fear r 

" About it, then ; you shall hâve more gold." 

" I wiU about it," cried Jack, throwing the casket to 
Wilder, and seizing Lady Rookwood's hands. I am no 
Italian bravo, madam — no assassin — ^no remorseless cut- 
throat. What are you — devil or woman — who ask me to 
do this ? Luke Bradley, I say." 

" Wotdd you betray me ?" cried Lady Eookwood. 

" Ton hâve betrayed yourself , madam. Nay, nay, Luke, 
hands ofP. See, Lady Rookwood, how you would treat a 
friend. This strange fellow would blow out my brains for 
layirfg a finger upon your ladyship/' 
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" Double it." 

"ItsAa/Zbedoubled." 

"I will turn it over." 

" Eesolve me now." 

" Tou shall hear from me." 

" In what manner ?" 

**I will find speedy means.'* 

" Your name is Palmer ?'* 

" Palmer is the name he goes by, your ladysliip," replied 
Coates ; " but it is a fashion with thèse rascals to bave an 
alias.'* 

" Ha ! ha !" said Jack, thrusting the ramrod into his pistol- 
barrel, as if to ascertain there was a bail within it ; " are you 
there Mr. Coates ? Pay your wager, sir." 

" What wager ?" 

" The hundred we bet you would take me if ever you 
had the chance." 

• 

" Take you ! — ^it was Dick Turpin I betted to take." 

" / am Dick Turpin — that's my alias !" replied Jack. 

" Dick Turpin ! then PU hâve a snap at youat ail bazar ds," 
cried Coates, springing suddenly towards him. 

" And I at you," said Turpin, discharging his pistol right 
in the face of the rash attorney ; " there's a quittance in 
fuU." 



THE GIPSY. 

Lf^ a garland on my hearse 

Of the dismal yew ; 
Maidens, willow branches bear, 

Say I died true. 
My loTe was false, but I was firm 

From my hour of- birth ; 
Upon my buried body lie 

liglitly, gentle eartb. Beàuhont and Flbtoheb. 

I. 

A MOBNING BIDE. 

I had a sister, who among the race 
Of gipsies was tiie fairest. Falr she was 
lu gentle blood, and gestnre to her bcanty. Bbome. 

OiSi quitting Lady Eookwood's chamber, Luke speeded 
along the gloomy corridor, descended the spir al etairs, and^ 
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swiftly traversing sundry other dark passages, issued from a 
door at the back of the house. Daj was just beginning to 
break. His first object had been to furnisli himself with 
means to expedite bis fligbt ; and perceiving no one in tbe 
yard, be directed his hasty steps towards tbe stable. The 
! door was f ortunately unfastened ; and, entering, he f ound a 
' strong roan horse, which he knew, from description, had been 
his father's f avourite hiinter, and to the use of which he now 
considered himself fnlly entitled. The animal roused him- 
self as he approached, shook his glossy coat, and neighed, as 
if he recognised the f ootsteps and voice. 

" Thou art mistaken, old fellow," said Luke ; " I am not 
he thou thinkest ; nevertheless, I am glad thy instinct would 
bave it so. If thou bearest my father's son as thou hast 
borne thy old master, o'er many a field for many a day, he 
need not fear the best mounted of his pursuers. Soho ! come 
hither, Eook." 

The noble steed tumed at the call. Luke hastily saddled 
him, vaulted upon his back, and, disregarding every impedi- 
ment in the shape of fence or ditch, shaped his course across 
the field towards the sexton*s cottage, which he reached just 
as its owner was in the act of unlocking the door. Peter 
testified his delight and surprise at the escape of his grand- 
son by a greeting of chuckling laughter. 

"How? — escaped!" exclaimed he. "Who bas delivered 
you from the hands of the Moabites ? Ha, ha ! But why do 
I ask ? Who could it bave been but Jack Palmer ?" 

"Myown hands bave set me free," retumed Luke. "I 
am indebted to no man for liberty ; still less to him. But I 
cannot tarry hère ; each monient is precious. I came to 
request you to accompany me to the gipsy encampment. 
Will you go, or not ? 

" And mount behind you ?" replied Peter : ** I like not the 
manner of conveyance." 

" Farewell, then," and Luke tumed to départ. 

" Stay ; that is Sir Piers's horse, old Rook. I care not if I 
do ride him." 

" Quick, then ; mount." 

" I will not delay you a moment," rejoined the sexton, 
opening his door and throwing his implements into the 
cottage. " Back, Mole ; back, sir," cried he as the dog rushed 
eut to greet him. " Bring your steed nigh this stone, grand- 
son Luke — ^there — a little nearer — alVs right. And away 
they galloped. 
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The Bexton's first inquiries were directed to ascertain how 
Luke had accomplished his escape; and, having satisfied 
himself in this particular, he was content to remain silent ; 
mnsing, it miglit be, on tlie incidents detailed to him. 

The road Luke chose was a rough, unfrequented lane, that 
skirted, for nearly a mile, the moss-grown palings of the park. 
It then diverged to the right, and seemed to bear towards a 
range of hills rising in the distance. High edges impeded 
the view on either hand; but there were occasional gaps, 
affording glimpses of the tract of country through which he 
was riding. Meadows were seen steaming with heavy dews, 
intersected by a deep channelled stream, whose course was 
marked by a hanging cloud of vapour, as well as by a row of 
melancholy poUard-willows, that stood like stripped, shiver- 
ing urchins by the river side. Other fields succeeded, yellow 
with golden grain, or bright with flowering clover (the 
autumnal crop), coloured with every shade, from the light 
green of the turnip to the darker verdure of the bean, the 
various products of the teeming land. The whole was backed 
by round drowsy niasses of trees. 

Luke spoke not, nor abated his furious course, till the road 
began to climb a steep ascent. He then drew in the rein, 
and from the heights of the acclivity surveyed the plain over 
which he had passed. 

It was a rich agricultural district, with little picturesque 
beauty, but much of true English endearing loveliness to 
recommend it. Such a quiet, pleasing landscape, in short, as 
one views, at such a season of the year, from every eminence 
in every county of our merry isle. The picture was made up 
of a tract of land, filled with corn ripe for the sickle, or 
studded with sheaves of the same golden produce, enlivened 
with green meadows, so deeply luxuriant as to claim the 
scythe for the second time ; each divided from the other by 
thick hedgerows, the uniformity of which was broken ever 
and anon by some towering elm, tall poplar, or wide-branching 
oak. Many old farmhouses, with their broad bams and 
crowded haystacks (forming little villages in themselves), 
omamented the landscape at différent points, and by their 
Bubstantial look evidenced the fertility of the soil, and the 
thriving condition of its inhabitants. Some three miles dis- 
tant might be seen the scattered hamlet of Rookwood ; the 
dark russet thatch of its houses scarcely perceptible amidst 
the embrowned f oliage of the surroundiiig timber. The site 
of the village was, however, pointed out by the square tower of 
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the antique churcîi, tliat crested thé summit of thé adjoining 
hill ; and although the hall was entirely hidden from view, 
Lnke readilj traced out its locality amidst the depths of the 
dark grove in which it was embosomed. 

This goodly prospect had other claims to attention in 
Lnke's ejes besides its agricultural or pictorial merit. It 
was, or he deemed it was, his own. Far as his eye ranged, 
yea, even beyond the line of vision, the estâtes of Rookwood 
extended. 

" Bo you see that house below us in the valley ?" asked 
Peter of his companion. 

" I do," replied I/ake ; " a snug old honse — a model of a 
farm. Everything looks comf ortable and well to do about it. 
There are a dozen lusty haystacks, or thereabouts ; and the 
great bam, with its roof yellowed like gold, looks built for a 
granary ; and there are stables, kine-houses, orchards, dove- 
cots, and fishponds, and an old circular garden, with wall- 
îtait in abnndanoe. He shonld be a happy'man, and a 
wealthy one, who dwells therein." 

" He dwells therein no longer,'* retumed Peter ; " ho died 
last night." 

" How know you that ? None are stirring in the house as 
yet." 

" The owner of that house, Simon Toft," replied Peter, 
" was last night struck by a thunderbolt. He was one of the 
coffin-bearers at your father's funeral. They are sleeping 
within the house, you say. 'Tis well. Let them sleep on — 
they wiU awaken too soon, wake when they may — ^ha, ha !" 

" Peace," cried Luke ; " you blight everything — even this 
smiling landscape you would tum to gloom. Does not this 
mom awaken a happiei: train of thoughts within your mind ? 
With me it makes amends for want of sleep, effaces resent- 
ment, and banishes evefy black misgiving. 'Tis a joyous 
thing, thus to scour the country at earliest dawn ; to catch 
ail the spirit and freshness of the moming; to be abroad 
before the lazy world is half awake ; to make the most of 
brief existence ; and to hâve spent a day of keen enjoyment, 
almost before the day begins with some.' I like to anticipate 
the rising of the glorious luminary ; to watch every line of 
light changing, as at this moment, from shuddering gre y 
to blushing rose ! See how the heavens are dyed ! Who 
would exchange y on gorgeous spectacle," continued he, 
pointing towards the east, and again urging his horse to full 
speed down the hill, endangering the sexton's seat, and 
tbreatenmg to impale him upon the crupper of the saddle — 
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" who wonld exchange that sight, and the exliilarating f eeling 
of this fresh mom, for a couch of eiderdown, and a headache 
in re version ?" 

^* I for one,'* retumed the sexton, sharply, " would willingly 
exchange it for that, or any other couch, provided it rid me of 
tiiis accursed crupper, which galls me sorely. Moderate your 
pace, grandfion Luke, or I must throw myself ofE the horse in 
self-defence." 

Luke Blackeued his charger's pace, in compliance with the 
sexton'g wish. 

"Ah! well," continued Peter, restored in a measure to 
comfort ; " now I can contemplate the sunrise, which you laud, 
somewhat at mine ease. 'Tis a fine sight, I doubt not, to the 
eyes of youth ; and, to the sanguine soûl of him upon whom 
life itself is dawning, is, I dare say, inspiriting : but when 
the heyday of existence is past ; when the blood flows slug- 
gishly in the veins; when one has known the desolating 
storms which the brightest sunrise has preceded, the seared 
heart refuses to trust its false glitter ; and, like the ex- 
perienced sailor, sees oft in the brightest skies a forecast of 
the tempest. To such a one, there can be no new dawn 
of the heart ; no sun can gild its cold and cheerless horizon ; 
no breeze can revive puises that hâve long since ceased to 
throb with any chance émotion. I am too old to feel fresh- 
ness in this nipping ^ir. It chills me more than the damps 
of night, to which I am accustomed. Night — ^midnight ! is 
my season of delight. Nature is instinct then with secrets 
dark and dread. There is a language which he who sleepeth 
not, but will wake, and watch, may haply learn. Strange 
organs of speech hath the invisible world ; strange language 
doth it talk; strange communion hold with him who would 
pry into its mysteries. It talks by bat and owl— by the grave- 
worm, and by each crawling thing — by the dust of graves, as 
well as by those that rot therein — but ever doth it discourse 
by night, and 'specially when the moon is at the full. 'Tis 
the lore I hâve then learnt that makes that season dear to me. 
Like your cat, mine eye expands in darkness. I blink at the 
sunshine, like your owl." 

" Cease this forbidding strain," retumed Luke ; " it sounds 
as harshly as your own screech-owl's cry. Let your thoughts 
take a more sprightly turn, more in unison with my own and 
the fair aspect of nature." 

" Shall I direct them to the gipsies' camp, then ?" said 
Peter, with a sneer. "Do your own thoughts tend thi- 
ther?" ^ 
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" Tou are not altogether in the wrong," replied Luke. " I 
was thinking of the gipsies' camp, and of one who dwells 
amongst its tents." 

" I knew it," replied Peter. " Did you hope to deceive 
me, by attributing ail your joyousness of heart to the dawn? 
Your thoughts hâve been wandering ail this while upon one 
who hath, I will engage, a pair of sloe-black eyes, an olive 
skin, and yet withal a clear one — * black, yet comely, as the 
tents of Kedar, as the curtains of Solomon* — ^a mesh of jetty 
hair, that hath entangled you in its network — ^ripe lips, and a 
cunning tongue — one of the plagues of Egypt. Ha, ha !" 

" You hâve guessed shrewdly," repHed Luke ; " I care not 
to own that my thoughts were so occupied." 

" I was assured of it," replied the sexton, " And what 
may be the name of her towards whom your imagination was 
straying?" 

** Sibila Perez," replied Luke. Her father was a Spanish 
Gitano. She is known amongst her people by her mother's 
name of Lovel." 

** She is beautiful, of course ?" 

" Ay, very beautiful ! — but no matter ! You shall judge of 
her charms anon." 

" I will take your word for them," returned the sexton ; 
" and you love her ?" 

" Passionately," 

" You are not married ?" asked Peter, hastily. 

" Not as yet," replied Luke ; " but my faith is plighted." 

" Heaven be praised ! Thë mischief is not then irréparable. 
I would hâve you married — though not to a gipsy girl." 

" And whom would you sélect ?" 

" One before whom Sybil's beauty would pale as stars at 
day's approach." 

" There lives not such a one." 

" Trust me there does. Eleanor Mowbray is lovely beyond 
parallel. I was merely speculating upon a possibility, wben 
I wished her yours — it is scarcely Hkely she would cast her 
eyes upon you." 

" I shall not heed her neglect. Graced with my title, I 
doubt not, were it my pleasure-to seek a bride amongst those 
of gentle blood, I should not find ail indiffèrent to my 
suit." 

" Possibly not. Yet what might weigh with others, would 
not weigh with her. There are qualities you lack which she 
has discovered in another." 
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" In wliom ?" 

" In Eanulph Eookwood." 

" Is he lier suitor ?" 

" I hâve reason to think so." 

** And y ou would hâve me abandon my own betrothed love, 
to beguile from my brotherhis destined bride ? That were to 
imitate the condnct of my grandsire, the terrible Sir Reginald, 
towards his brother Alan." 

The sexton answered not, and Luke fancied he could per- 
ceive a quivering in the hands that grasped his body for 
support. There was a brief pause in their conversation. 

" And who is Eleanor Mowbray ?" asked Luke, brealdng 
the silence. 

" Your cousin. On the mother's side a Eookwood. 'Tis 
therefore I would urge your union with her. There is a 
prophecy relating to your house, which seems as though it 
wôuld be fulfiUed in your person and in hers : 

m^tn tf)t filtra^ Hooli i6!]&an perclb on tbt toj;tmo0t tiougt, 
Cï)ere «laïï ÏJe cïamour anU screamln^, 3[ troto ; 
But of Ttgljt, nnîi of Tttle, of tje ancient neiet, 
Cfie iaoo& t|)at tDitf) Hooli mateie; tsftnll l^oln ]^tm f^oftf^tsiu 

" I place no faith in such fantasies," replied Luke ; " and 
yet the lines bear strangely upon my présent situation." 

" Their apphcation to yourself and Eleanor Mowbray is 
unquestionable," replied the sexton. 

" It would seem so, indeed," rejoined Luke ; and he again 
sank into abstraction, from which the sexton did not care to 
arouse him. 

The aspect of the country had materially changed since 
their descent of the hill. In place of the richly-cultivated 
district which lay on the other side, a broad brown tract of 
waste land spread out bef ore them, covered with scattered 
patches of gorse, stunted fem, and low brushwood, presenting 
an unvaried surface of unbaked turf. The shallow coat of 
sod was manifested by the stones that clattered under the 
horse's hoofs as he rapidly traversed the arid soil, clearing 
with ease to himself, though not without discomfort to the 
sexton, every gravelly trench, natural chasm, or other inequality 
of ground that occurred in his course. Clinging to his grand- 
son with the tenacity of a bird of prey, Peter for some time 
kept his station in security ; but, unluckily, at one dike 
rather wider than the rest, the horse, owing possibly to the 
mismanagement, intentional or otherwise, of Luke, swerved, 



150 BOOKWOOD. 

and the sexton dislodged from his " high estate," fell at the 
edge of tlie trench, and roUed incontinently to the bottom, 

Luke drew in the rein to inquire if any bones were broken ; 
and Peter presently upreared his dusty person from the abyss, 
and without condescending to make any reply, yet muttering 
curses, " not loud, but deep," accepted his grandson's prof- 
fered hand, and remounted. 

While thus occupied, Luke fancied he heard a distant 
shout, and noting whence the sound proceeded — ^the same 
quarter by which he had approached the heath — ^he beheld a 
single horseman, spurring in their direction, at the top of his 
speed; and to ju^e from the rate at which he advanced, 
it was évident hé was anything but indifEerently mounted. 
Apprehensive of pursuit, Luke expedited the sexton's ascent ; 
and that accomplished, without bestowing further regard 
upon the object of his solicitude, he resumed his headlong 
j0[ight. He now thought it necessary to bestow more atten- 
tion to his choice of road, and, perfectly acquainted with the 
heath, avoided ail unnecessary hazardous passes. Li spite of 
his knowledge of the ground, and the excellence of his horse, 
the stranger sensibly gained upon him. The danger, how- 
ever, was no longer imminent. 

" We are safe," cried Luke ; " the limits of Hardchase are 
past. In a few seconds we shall enter Davenham Wood. I 
will tum the horse loose, and we will betake ourselves to 
flight amongst the trees. I will show you a place of conceal- 
ment; He cannot follow us on horseback, and on foot I defy 
him." 

** Stay," cried the sexton. " He is not in pursuit ; he takes 
another course ; he wheels to the right. By Heaven ! it is 
the fiend himself upon a black horse, come for Bow-legged 
Ben. See, he is there already." 

The horseman had tumed, as the sexton stated, careering 
towards a revolting object, at some little distance on the right 
hand. It was a gibbet, with its grisly burden. He rode 
swiftly towards it, and, reining in his horse, took ofE his hat, 
bowing profoundly to the carcase that swung in the moming 
breeze. Just at that moment a gust of air catching the jBlesh- 
less skeleton, its arms seemed to be wayed in reply to the 
salutation. A solitary crow winged its flight oyer the horse- 
man* s head as he paused. After a moment's hait, he wheeled 
about, and again shouted to Luke, waving his hat. 

*' As I live," said the latter, " it is Jack Palmer." 
. *' Dick Turpin, you mean," rejoined the sexton. " He has 
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been paying his respects to a brother blade. Ha, ha ! Dick 
wiU never hâve the honour af a gibbet ; he is too tender of 
the knife. Did you mark the crow ? But hère he cornes." 
And in another instant Turpin was by their side. 



n. 

A €HPSY BNCAMPMEITT. 



I seo a column of slow-rising smoke 
O'ertop the lofty wood, that skirts tbe wild. 

CowPB». — The Task, 

" The top of the morning to you, gem'men," said Turpin, 
as he rode up at an easy canter. " Did you not hear my 
halloo ? I caught a glimpse of you on the hill yonder. I 
knew you both, two miles ofE ; and so, having a word or two 
to say to you, Luke Bradley, before I leave this part of the 
country, I put Bess to it, and she soon brought me within 
bail. Bless her black skiu^" added he, afEectionately patting 
his horse's neck, ** there's not her match in thèse parts, or in 
any other ; she wants no coaxing to do her work — ^no bleeders 
for her. I should hâve been up with you before this had I 
not taken a cross-cut to look at poor Ben. 

One nîgbt, when mounted on my mare, 
To Bagshot Heath I did repair, 
And saw WiU Davies hanging there, 
Upon the gibbet blcak and bare, 

With a rusUfiedf fustified, musHfieà atr. 

Excuse my singing. The sight of a gibbet always puts me in 
mind of the Golden Farmer. May I ask whither you are 
boimd, comrades ?" 

" Comrades !" whispered the sexton to Luke ; " you see he 
does not so easily forget his old friends." 

" I hâve business that will not admit of delay," rejoined 
Luke ; " and, to speak plainly " 

" You want not my society," retumed Turpin ; " I guessed 
aa much. Natural enough! You hâve got an inkling of 
your good fortune. You hâve found ont you are a rich man's 
heir, not a poor wench's bastard. No offence, l'm a plain- 
spoken man, as you will find, if you know it not already. I 
hâve no objection to your playing thèse fine tricks on others, 
though it won't answer your turn to do so with me." 
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'* Sir !" ezclaimed Luke, sharply. 

" Sir to you," replied Turpin. " Sir Luke — as I suppose 
you would now choose to be addressed. I am aware of ail. 
A nod is as good as a wink to me. Last night I leamt the 
fact of Sir Piers's marriage from Lady Eookwood — ay, from 
lier ladyship. Tou stare, and old Peter, there, opens Ms 
ogles now. She let it out by accident ; and I am in posses- 
sion of what can alone substantiate your fatber's first mar- 
riage, and establish your claims to the property." 

" The devil !" cried the sexton ; adding, in a whisper to 
Luke, "Tou bad better not be precipitate in dropping so 
obliging an acquaintance." 

" You are jesting," said Luke to Turpin. 

" It is ill jesting before breakfast,'* retûmed Dick : " I am 
seldom in tbe mood for a joke so early. What if a certain 
marriage certificate had fallen into my band ?" 

"A marriage certificate!" ecboed Luke and tbe sexton 
simultaneously. 

" Tbe only existing proof of tbe union of Sir Piers Eook- 
wood witb Susan Braâley," continued Turpin. " Wbat if I 
bad stumbled upon sucb a document — nay more, if I knew 
wbere to direct you to it ?" 

** Peace !" cried Luke to bis tormentor ; and tben address- 
ing Turpin, " If wbat you say be true, my quest is at an end. 
Ail tbat I need you appear to possess. Otber proofs are 
secondary to tbis. I know witb wbom I bave to deal. Wbat 
do you demand for tbat certificate ?" 

"We will talk about tbe matter after breakfast," said 
Turpin. " I wisb to treat witb you as friend witb friend. 
Meet me on tbose terms, and I am your man; reject my 
ofEer, and I tum my mare's bead, and ride back to Eook- 
wood. Witb me now rest ail your bopes. I bave dealt 
fairly witb you, and I expect to be fairly dealt witb in return. 
It were idle to say, now I bave an opportunity, tbat I sbould 
not tum tbis luck to my account. I were a fool to do otber- 
wise. Tou cannot expect it. And tben I bave Eust and 
Wilder to settle witb. Tbougb I bave left tbem bebind, tbey 
know my destination. We bave been old associâtes. I like 
your spirit — I care not for your baugbtiness ; but I will not 
belp you up tbe ladder to be Mcked down myself . Now you 
understand me. Wbitber are you bound ?" 

" To Davenbam Priory, tbe gipsy camp." 
Tbe gipsies are your friends ?" 
Tbey are." 
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" I am alone." 

" You are safe." 

" You pledge your word that ail shall be on the square. 
You will not mention to one of that canting crew wliat I hâve 
toldyou?" 

" With one exception, you may rely upon my secrecy." 

" Whom do you except ?" 

" A woman." 

" Bad ! never trust a petticoat." 

" I will answer for her with my life.** 

" And for your granddad there ?" 

"He will answer for himself," said Peter. "You need 
not fear treachery in me. Honour among thieves, you 

kULOW." 

" Or where else should you seek it ?" rejoined Turpin ; 
" for it has left ail other classes of society. Your highway- 
man is your only man of honour. I will trust you both ; and 
you shall find you may trust me. After breakfast, as I said 
before, we will bring the matter to a conclusion. Tip us 
your daddlé, Sir Luke, and I am satisfied. You shall rule in 
Eookwood, 1*11 engage, ère a week be flown ; and then — ^but 
so fauch parleying is .dull work ; let's make the best of our 
way to breakfast." 

And away they cantered. 

A narrow bridle-road conducted them singly through the 
défiles of a thick wood. Their route lay in the shade, and 
the air felt chilly amidst the trees, the sun not having at- 
tained sufficient altitude to penetrate its depths, while over- 
head ail was warmth and light. Quivering on the tops of the 
timber, the horizontal sunbeams created, in their refraction, 
brilliant prismatic colourings, and. filled the air with motes 
like golden dust. Our horsemen heeded not the sunshine or 
the shade. Occupied each with his own train of thought, 
they silently rode on. 

Bayenham Wood, through which they urged their course, 
hadj in the olden time, been a forest of some extent. It was 
then an appendage to the domains of Eookwood, but had 
passed from the hands of that family to those of a wealthy 
adjoining landowner and lawyer. Sir Edward Davenham, in 
the keeping of whose descendants it had ever after continued. 
A noble wood it was, and numbered many patriarchal trees. 
Ancient oaks, with broad gnarled limbs, which the storms of 
five hundred years had vainly striven to uproot, and which 
were now sliernly decaying ; gigantic beech-trees, with silvery 
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stems shooting smoothlj upwards, sustaining branches of 
sucli size, that eacli, dissevered, woidd in itself hâve f ormed a 
tree, populous with leaves, and yariegated with ricli antumnal 
tints ; tne sprightly sycamore, the dark chestnut, the weird 
wych-elm, the majestic elm itself, festooned with ivy, every 
variety of wood, dark, dense, and intricate, composed the 
forest through which they rode ; and so multitudinous was 
the timber, so closely planted, so entirely filled up with a 
thick matted végétation, which had been allowed to coUect 
beneath, that little view was a^orded, had any been desired 
by the parties, into the labyrinth of the grove. Tree after 
tree, clad in the glowing livery of the season, was passed, and 
ftg rapidly succeeded by others. Occasionally a bough pro- 
jected over their path, compelling the riders to incline their 
heads as they passed ; but, heedless of sucb dif&culties, they 
pressed on. 

Now the road grew lighter, and they became at once 
sensible of the génial influence of the sun. The transition 
was as agreeable as instantaneous. They had opened upon 
an extensive plantation of full-grown pines, whose tall, 
branchless stems grew up like a forest of masts, and freely 
admitted the pleasant sunshine. Beneath those trees, the 
soil was sandy and destitute of ail undergrowth, though 
covered with brown, hair-like fibres and dry cônes, shed by 
tke pines. The agile squirrel, that freest denizen of the 
grove, starting from the ground as the horsemen galloped on, 
sprang up the nearest tree, and might be seen angrily gazing 
at the disturbers of his haunts, beating the branches with 
his f ore-feet, in expression of displeasure ; the rabbit darted 
acsross their path; the jays flew screaming .amongst the 
foliage ; the blue cushat, scared at the clatter of the horses* 
hoofs, sped on swift wing into quarters secure from their 
approach ; while the parti-coloured pies, like curions village 
gossips, congregated to peer at the strangers, expressing their 
astonishment by loud and continuous chattering. Though so 
gentle of ascent as to be almost imperceptible, it was still 
évident that the path they were pursuing gradually moimted 
a hill-side ; and when at length they reached an opening, the 
view disclosed the eminence they had insensibly won. Pausing 
for a moment upon the brow of the hill, Luke pointed to a 
stream that wound through the valley, and, tracing its course, 
indicated a particular spot amongst the trees. There was no 
appearance of a dwelling house; no cottage roof, no white 
oanvas shed, to point out the tents of the wandering tribe 
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wlK)se abode they were seeking. The only circnmstance be* 
tokening that it had once been the haunt of man, were a few 
grey monastic ruins, scarce distinguisbable from the stony 
bajnrier by which they were surrounded; and the sole eyi- 
dence that it was still frequented by human beings wa» a 
thin column of pale blue smoke, that arose in curling wreaths 
from ont the brake, the light-coloured vapour beautifolly 
contrasting with the green umbrage whence it issued. 

" Our destination is yonder," exclaimed Luke, pointing in 
the direction of the vapour. 

" I am glad to hear it," cried Turpin, " as well as to per- 
ceiye there is some one awake. That smoke holds out a 
prospect of breakfast. No smoke without fire, as old Lady 
Scanmag said ; and l'il wager a trifle that fire was not lighted 
for the fayter fellows to count their fingers by. We shall 
fînd three sticks, and a black pot with a kid seething in it, 
m engage. Thèse gipsies hâve picked out a prettyish spot 
to quaiter in — quite picturesque, as one may say — and but 
for that tell-tale smoke, which looks for ail the world like a 
Dutch skipper blowing his moming cloud, no one need know 
of their vicinity. A pretty place, upon my soûl." 

The spot, in sooth, merited Turpin's eulogium. It was a 
Httle vaÛey, in the midst 6f wooded hills, so secluded, that 
not a single habitation appeared in view. Clothed with tim- 
ber to the very summits, excepting on the side where the 
party stood, which verged upon the declivity, thèse moun- 
tainous ridges presented a broken outline of foliage, varie- 
gated with tinted masses of bright orange, mnber, and deepest 
green. Four hills hemmed in the valley. Hère and there, a 
grey slab of rock might be discemed amongst the wood, and 
a mountain-ash figured conspicuously upon a jutting crag 
immediately below them. Deep sunken in the ravine, and 
eoncealed in part from view by the wild herbage and dwarf 
shrubs, ran a range of précipitons rocks, severed, it would 
seem, by some diluvial convulsion, from the opposite moun- 
tain side, as a corresponding rift was there visible, in which 
the same dip of strata might be observed, together with cer- 
tain ribbed cavities, matching huge bolts of rocks which had 
once locked thèse stony walls together. Washing this cliff, 
swept a clear stream, well known and well regarded, as it 
waxed in width, by the honest bretbren of the angle, who 
seldom, however, tracked it to its rise amongst thèse hills. 
Thé stream found its way into the valley through a chasm 
ÎBJt to the left, and rushed thundering down the mountain 
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side in a boiling cascade. The valley was approached in this 
direction from Bookwood by an imfrequented carriage-road, 
wldcli Luke liad, from prudential reasons, avoided. Ail 
seemed consecrated to silence — ^to solitude — ^to thé hush of 
nature ; yet this quiet scène was the chosen retreat of lawless 
depredators, and had erstwhile been the théâtre of feudal 
oppression. We haye said that no habitation was visible ; 
that no dwelling tenanted by man could be seen ; but f oUow- 
ing the spur of the f urthest mountain hill, some traces of a 
stone wall mightbe discovered ; and upon a natural platform 
of rock stood a stem square tower, which had once been the 
donjon of the castle, the lords of which had caUed the four 
hills their own. A watch-tower then had crowned each emi- 
nence, every vestige of which had, however, long since dis- 
appeared. Sequestered in the vale, stood the priory before 
aUuded to (a monastery of Grey Friars, of the order of St. 
Francis), some of the vénérable walls of which were still 
remaining ; and if they had not reverted to the bat and owl, 
as is wont to be the fate of such sacred structures, their 
clpistered shrines were devoted to beings whose nature par- 
took, in some measure, of the instincts of those créatures of 
the night — a people whose deeds were of darkness, and whose 
eyes shunned the light. Hère the gipsies had pitched their 
tent ; and though the place was often, in part, deserted by 
the vagrant horde, yet certain of the tribe, who had grown 
into years (over whom Barbara Lovel held queenly sway), 
made it their haunt, and were suffered, by the authorities of 
the neighbourhood, to remain unmolested — a lenient pièce of 
policy, which, in our infinité regard for the weal of the tawny 
tribe, we recommend to the adoption of ail other justices and 
knights of the shire. 

Bidding his grandsire hâve regard to his seat, Luke leaped 
a high bank ; and, f oUowed by Turpin, began to descend the 
hill. Peter, however, took care to provide for himself . The 
descent was so perilous, and the footing so insecm'e, that he 
chose rather to trust to such conveyance as nature had fur- 
nished him with, than to hazard his neck by any f aise step of 
the horse. He contrived, therefore, to slide off from behind, 
shaping his own course in a more secure direction. 

He who has wandered amidst the Alps must hâve often had 
occasion to witness the wonderful surefootedness of that 
mountain pilot, the mule. He must hâve remarked how, 
with tenacious hoof, he will claw the rock, and drag himself 
from one impending fragment to another, withperfect security 
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to his rider; how lie will breast the roaring currents of air,, 
and stand nnshrinking at the verge of almost unfatliomable 
ravines. But it is not so with the horse : fleet on the plain, 
careful over rugged ground, he is timid and uncertain on the 
hill-side, and the risk incurred by Luke and Turpin, in their 
descent of the almost perpendicular sides of the cliff, was 
tremendous. Peter watched them in their descent, with some 
admiration, and with much contempt. 

" He will break his neck, of a surety," said he ; " but 
what matters it ? As well now as hereafter." 

So saying, he approached the verge of the précipice, where 
he could see them more distinctly. 

The passage along which Luke rode had never before been 
traversed by horse' s hoof. Cut in the rock, it presented a 
steep zigzag path amongst the clifEs, without any defence for 
the foot traveller, except such as was afforded by a casual 
clinging shrub, and no protection whatever existed for a 
horseman ; the possibility of any one attempting the passage 
not having, in ail probability, entered into the calculation of 
those who framed it. Added to this, the steps were of such 
imequal heights, and withal so narrow, that the danger was 
proportionately increased. 

" Ten thousand devils !" cried Turpin, staring downwards, 
" is this the best road you hâve got?" 

" You will find one more easy," replied Luke, " if you ride 
for a quarter of a mile down the wood, and then return by 
the brook side. You will meet me at the priory." 

" No," answered the highwayman, boldly ; " if you go, I 
go too. It shall never be said that Bick Turpin was afraid 
to follow where another would lead. Proceed." 

Luke gave his horse the bridle, and the animal slowly and 
steadily commenced the descent, fixing his forelegs upon the 
steps, and drawing his hinder limbs carefuUy after him. 
Hère it was that the lightness and steadiness of Turpin's 
mare was completely shown. No Alpine mule could hâve 
borne its rider with more apparent ease and safety. Turpin 
encouraged her by hand and word ; but she needed it not. 
The sexton saw them, and, tracking their giddy descent, he 
became more interested than he anticipated. His attention 
was suddenly drawn towards Luke. 

"He is gone," cried Peter. "He falls — ^he sinks — ^my 
plans are ail defeated — the last link is snapped. No," added 
ne, recovering his wonted composure, "lus end is not so 
fated." 
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Bock had mîssed liis footing. He rolled stumbling down 
the précipice a few yards. Luke's fate seemed inévitable. 
His feet were entangled in the stirrup, he could not free 
himself . A birch-tree, growing in a chink of the précipice, 
«rrested his further f ail. But for this timely aid ail had been 
over. Hère Luke was enabled to extricate himself f rom the 
stirrup, and to regain his feet ; seizing the bridle, he dragged 
his faulty steed back again to the road. 

" You hâve had a narrow escape, by Jove," said Turpin, 
who had been thunderstruck with the whole proceeding. 
" Those big cattle are always clumsy ; devilish lucky it's no 
worse." 

It was now comparatively smooth travelling ; but they had 
not as yet reached the valley, and it seemed to be Luke's 
object to take a circuitous path. This was so évident, that 
Tmpin could not help commenting upon it. 

Luke evaded the question. " The crag is steep there," 
said he ; " besides, to tell you the truth, I want to surprise 
them." 

" Ho, ho !" laughed Dick. " Surprise them, eh ? What a 
pity the birch-tree was in the way ; you would hâve donc it 
properly then. Egad, here's another surprise.'* 

Dick's last exclamation was caused by his having suddenly 
come upon a wide gully in the rock, through which dashed a 
headlong torrent, crossed by a single plank. 

" You must be mad to hâve taken this road," cried Turpin, 
gazing down into the roaring depths in which the waterfall 
raged, and measuring the distance of the pass with his eye. 
" So, so, Bess ! — ^Ay, look at it, wench. Curse me, Luke, if I 
think your horse will do it ; and, therefore, turn him loose." 

But Dick might as well hâve bidden the cataract to flow 
backwards. Luke slaruck his heels into his horse's sides. The 
steed galloped to the brink, snorted, and refused to leap. 

« I told you so-^he can*t do it," said Turpin. " Well, if 
you are obstinate, a wilf ul man must hâve his way. Stand 
aside, while I try it for you." Patting Bess, he put her to 
a gallop. She cleared the gulf bravely, landing her rider 
safely upon the opposite rock. 

"Now then," cried Turpin, from the other side of the 
chasm. 

Luke again urged his steed. Encouraged by what he had 
seen, this time the horse sprang across without hésitation. 
The next instant they were in the valley. 

For some time they rode along the banks of the stream 
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in silence. A sound at lengtli caught thé quick ears of the 
higtwayman. 

" Hist !" cried he ; " some one sings. Do yon hear it ?" 

" I do," replied Lnke, the blood rushing to his cheeks. 

" And could give a guess at the singer, no donbt," said 
Tnrpin, with a knowing look. " Was it to hear yon wood- 
lark that you nearly broke your own neck, and put mine in 
jeopardy !" 

" Prithee, be silent," whispered Lnke. 

" I am dumb," replied Turpin ; " I like a sweet voice as 
weîl aB another." 

Clear as the note of a bird, yet melancholy as the distant 
dole of a vesper-bell, arose the sound of that sweet voioe 
from ilie wood. A fragment of a Spanish gipsy song it 
warbled : Luke knew it well. Thus ran the romance : 

LA GITANILLA.* 



By the GiiadalquÎYir, 

Ero ttie snn be flown, 
By that glorious river 

Sits a maid alone. 
like the sunset splendonr 
Of that cnrrent hright, 
Shone her dark eyes tender 

Ab its witching light ; 
Like the ripple flewing, 

Tinged with purple sheen, 
Daridy, richly glowing, 
Ib her warm cheek seen. 
'Tis the GitanUla 
By the stream doth linger, 
In the hopc that eve 
Will her lover hring her. 



See, the snn is sinking ; 

AU growB dim, and dîes ; 
See, the waves are drinking 

Glories of the skies. 
Day*s last lustre playeth 
On that cnrrent dark ; 
Yet no speck betrayeth 

His long looked-for hark. 

*Tis the hour of meeting I 

Nay, the honr is past ; 

Swift the time is âeeting I 

Fleeteth hope as fast P 

Stm the GitanUla 

By the stream dorth liz^er, 
In the hope that night 
Will her lover bring her. 



T^e tender trembling of a guitar was heard in aceompaai- 
ment of the ravishing melodisfc. 

The song ceased. 

" Where is the bird ?" asked Turpin. 

" Move on in silence, and you shall see," said Luke ; and, 
keeping upon the turf, so that his horse's tread became 
inaudible, he presently arrived at a spot where, through the 
boughs, the object of his investigation could plainly be dis- 
tinguished, though he himself was eoncealed from view. 

Upon a platform of rock, rising to the height of the trees, 
nearly perpendicularly from the river' s bed, appeared the 
figure of the gipsy maid. Her f ootstep rested on the extrême 
edge of the abrupt cliff, at whose base the water boiled in a 

* Set to musio by Mr. F. Semer. 
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deep wliirlpool, and thé bounding chamois could not hâve 
been more lightly poised. One small hand rested upon her 
guitar, the other pressed her brow. Braided hair, of the 
jettest die and sleekest texture, was twined around her brow, 
in endless twisted f olds : 

Bowled it was in many a cnriouB fret, 
Much like a ricli and curions coronet, 
Upon whose arches twenty Cnpids lay, 
And were as tied, or loth to fly away. 

And so exubérant was this rarest féminine omament, that, 
after encompassing her brow, it was passed behind, and hung 
down in long thick plaits almost to her feet. Sparkling as 
the sunbeams that played upon her dark yet radiant features, 
were the large black, Oriental eyes of the maiden, and shaded 
with lashes long and silken. Hers was a Moorish counte- 
nance, in which the magnificence of the eyes éclipses the face, 
be it ever so beautiful (an effect to be observed in many of 
the paintings of MuriUo), and the lovely contour is scarcely 
noticed in the gaze which those long, languid, luminous orbs 
attract. Sybil*s features were exquisite, yet y ou looked only 
at her eyes — ^they were the loadstars of her countenance. 
Her costume was singular, and partook, like herself , of other 
dimes. Like the Andalusian dame, her choice of colour in- 
clined towards black, as the material of most of her dress 
was of that sombre hue. A bodice of embroidered velvet 
restrained her délicate bosom's swell; a rich girdle, from 
which depended a silv.er chain, sustaining a short poniard, 
bound her waist ; around her slender throat was twined a 
costly kerchief ; and the rest of her dress was calculated to 
dispïay her slight, yet faultless, figure to the fullest ad- 
vantage. 

Unconscious that she was the object of regard, she raised 
her guitar, and essayed to touch the chords. She struck a 
f ew notesy and resumed her romance : 

Swift that stream flows on, 

Swift the night is wearing,*^ 
Yet she is not gone, 

Though with heart despairing. 

Her song died away. Her hand was needed to brush off 
the tears that were gathering in her large dark eyes. At 
once her attitude was changed. The hare could not hâve 
started more suddenly from her form. She heard accents 
well known concluding the melody : 
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Pipa an oar-plash— hark I— 

Gently on the river ; 
'Tis her lover* s bark. 

On the Gnadalqnivir. 
Hark ! a song she hears ! 

Every note she snatches. 
As the singer nears, 
Her own name she oatches. 
Now the Gitanilla 

Stavs not by the water, 
For the midnight honr 
Hath her lover bronght her. 

It was her lover's voice. She caught the sound at once, 
and, starting, as the roe would arouse herself at the hunter's 
approach, bounded down the crag, and ère he had finished 
fche refrain, was by his side. 

Flinging the bridle to Turpin, Luke sprang to her, and 
caught her in his arms. Disengaging herself from his ardent 
embrace, Sybil drew back, abashed at the sight of the high- 
wayman. 

" Heed him not," said Luke ; " it is a friend." 

" He is welcome hère, then," replied Sybil. " But where 
hâve you tarried so long, dear Luke ?*' continued she, as they 
walked to a little distance from the highwayman. ** What 
hath detained you? The hours hâve passed wearily since 
you departed. You bring good news ?" 

" Good news, my girl ; so good, that I falter even in the 
telling of it. You shall know ail anon. And see, our friend 
yonder grows impatient. Are there any stirring ? We must 
bestow a meal upon him, and that f orthwith : he is one of 
those who brook not much delay.'* 

" I came not to spoil a love meeting," said Turpin, who 
had good-humourediy witnessed the scène ; " but, in sober 
seriousness, if there is a stray capon to be met with in the 
land of Egypt, I shall be glad to make his acquaintance. 
Methinks I scent a stew afar off." 

" Follow me," said Sybil ; " your wants shall be supplied." 

" Stay," said Luke ; " there is one other of our party, 
whose coming we must abide.'* 

" He is hère," said Sybil, observing the sexton at a dis- 
tance. " Who is that old man ?" 

" My grandsire. Peter Bradley." 

" Is that Peter Bradley ?" asked SybU. 

" Ay, you may well ask whether that old dried-up otomy, 
who ought to grin in a glass case for folks to stare at, be kith 
and kin of such a bang-up cove as your fancy man, Luke,." 
said Turpin, laughing — " but i'faith he is." 

M 
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" Though he is your grandsire, Luke,** sâid Sybil, " I like 
him not. His glance resemblefi that of tlie Evil Eye." 

And, in fact, the look wbich Peter fixcd upon her was such 
as the rattlesnake casts upon it» victim, and Sybil felt like a 
poor fluttering bird imder the £a»ciBalion of that venomous 
reptile. She could not remove ber eyes from his, though she 
trembled as she gazed. We hâve said that Peter's orbs were 
like those of the toad. Ag« bad not dimmed their brilliancy. 
In his harsh fettnres ycm cotild only read bitter scom or 
withering haie ; but in hxB eyes resided a nagnetic inâiKÎice 
ci attraction or repulsioa. Sybil «nderwent the fonoer feel- 
ing in a disa^eeable <iegree. She wae drawn to him as 
by the motion of a whirlpool, and mvohiirtarily clung to hcr 
lover. 

It is the Evil Eye,'* dew Luke. 

Tut, tut, dear Sybil ; I tell you it is my grandsire." 

" The girl says rightly, however," rejoined Turpin; "Peter 
has a confounded ugly look about the ogies, and «tares 
enough to put a modest wench out of conxxtenance. Oome, 
eotne, my old earthworm, cra^l along ; we bave waèfced for 
you long eBLOugfa. Is iMa the fir«t time you hâve «eeii a 
pretty lass, eh r" 

" It is the first time I hâve seeii one so beautiful,'^ wtÀà 
Peter ; " and I cmve your pardon if my freedom bas okendeà 
lier. I wofider not at yoiar e&diantment, grandson Luke, 
ttow I behold ihe objed; of it. But there is one pièce of 
eouneâl I would give to this fair maid. The next time tàse 
trusts you from her sight, ï would advise her to await you at 
the hill-top, otherwi«e the chances ane shrewdiy againftt your 
readbing tlie ground with nec^ unbit^en." 

There was «omething, uotwithstanding the satirical mann^ 
m idûdh. Peter delivered this speech, calculated to make a 
more favourable impression upon Sybil than his previous 
conduct had inspired h^r witii ; and, having ascertained from 
Luke to what his spee^ referred, she extended her hand to 
him, yet not without a shudder, as it was enclosed in his 
fidônny grasp. It was like the fingers of Venus in ihe grasp 
of a skeleton. 

" This is a little hand," said Peter, ** and I hâve some skill 
myself in palmistry. Shall I peruse its lines ?" 

" Not now, in the devil's name !" said Turpin, stamping 
impatiently. " We shall hâve Old Euffin himself amongst us 
presently, if Peter Bradley grows gallant." 

Leading their horses, the party took their way through the 
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ti^es. A few minutes' walking brought tliem in siglit of tke 
gipsy encampment, the spot selected for which might be 
termed the Eden of the valley. It was a small green plain, 
«mooth as a well-shom lawn, kept ever verdant (gave in such 
places as the fréquent fires had scorched its surface) by tke 
flcwing stream that rushed past it, and surrounded by an 
amphitJieatre of wooded hills. Hère might be seen the 
eanTas tent with its patches of varied colouring ; the rude- 
fàfthioned hut of primitive construction ; the kettle slung 

Between two pôles, npon a stick transverse ; 

the tethered beasts of burden, the horses, asses, dogs, carts, 
caravans, wains, blocks, and other movables and immovables 
belonging to the wandering tribe. Glimmering through the 
trees, at the extremity of the plain, appeared the ivy-mantled 
'vrails of Davenham Priory. Though much had gone to 
decay, enough remained to recal the pristine state of this 
once majestic pile, and the long, though broken line of Saxon 
axches, that still marked the cloister wall ; the piers that yet 
Biq)ported the dormitory ; the enormous horse-shoe arch that 
spanned the court ; and, above ail, the great marigold, or 
circular window, which terminated the chapel, and which, 
though now despoiled of its painted honours, retained, like 
the skeleton leaf , its fibrous intricacies entire, — ail eloquently 
spoke of the glories of the past, while they awakened ré- 
vérence and admiration for the still-enduring beauty of the 
présent. 

Towards thèse ruins Sybil conducted the party. 

" Do you dwell therein ?" asked Peter, pointing towards 
the priory. 

" That is my dwelling," said Sybil. 

"It is one I should covet more than a modem mansion," 
returned the sexton. 

" I love those old walls better than any house that was 
ever fashioned," replied Sybil. 

As they entered the Prior's Close, as it was called, several 
swarthy figures made their appearance from the tents. Many 
a greeting was bestowed upon Luke, in the wild jargon of the 
tribe. At length an uncouth dwarfish figure, with a shock 
head of black hair, hopped towards them. He seemed to 
acknowledge Luke as his master. 

" What, ho ! Grasshopper," said Luke ; "take thèse horses, 
and eee that they ladc neither dressing nor provender." 

" And hark ye, Grasshopper," added Turpin ; " I give you 

M 2 



164 ROOKWOOD. 

a spécial charge about this mare. Neither dress nor f eed hér 
till I see both done myself . Just walk her for ten minutes, 
and if you hâve a glass of aie in the place, let her sip it." 

" Your bidding shall be done/' chirped the human insect, 
as he fluttered away with his charges. 

A motley assemblage of tawny-sMnned varlets, dark-eyed 
women and children, whose dusky limbs betrayed their 
lineage, in strange costume, and of wild deportment, checked 
the path, muttering welcome upon welcome into the ear of 
Luke as he passed. As it was évident he was in no mood for 
converse, Sybil, who seemed to exercise considérable autho- 
rity over the crew, with a word dispersed them, and they 
herded back to their respective habitations. 

A low door admitted Luke and his companions into what 
had once been the garden, in which some old moss-encrusted 
apple and walnut trees were still standing, bearing a look 
of antiquity almost as vénérable as that of the adjoining 
fabric. 

Another open door gave them entrance to a spacious 
chamber, formerly the eating-room, or refectory of the holy 
brotherhood ; and a goodly room it had been, though now its 
slender lanceolated Windows were stuffed with hay, to keep 
out the air. Large holes told where huge oaken rafters had 
once crossed the roof, and a yawning aperture marked the 
place where a cheering fire had formerly blazed. As regarded 
this latter spot, the good old custom was not even now 
totally abrogated. An iron plate, covered with crackling 
wood, sustained a pondérons black caldron, the rich steam 
from which gratefully afPected the olfactory organs of the 
highwayman. 

" That augurs well," said he, rubbing his hands. 

" Still hungering after the fleshpots of Egypt," said the 
sexton, with a ghastly smile. 

" We will see what that kettle contains," said Luke. 

" Handassah — Grâce !'* exclaimed Sybil, calling. 

Her summons was answered by two maidens, habited, not 
unbecomingly, in gipsy gear. 

" Bring the best our larder can fumish," said Sybil, *' and 
use despatch. You hâve appetites to provide for sharpened 
by a long ride in the open air." 

" And by a night*s fasting," said Luke, " and solitary con- 
finement to boot." 

•'* And a night of business," added Turpin, " and plaguing, 
perplQxing business into the bargain." 
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*' And the night of a funeral, too," doled Peter ; '' and that 
funeral a father's. Let us hâve breakfost speedily, bj aU 
means. We liave rare appetites." 

An old oaken table (it might hâve been the self-same upon 
wbicli the holj friars had broken their moming fast) stood in 
the middle of the room. The ample board soon groaned 
beneath the weight of the savoury caldron, the unctuons 
contents of which proved to be a couple of dismembered 
pheasants, an equ^ proportion of pouLtrj, great goûts of 
ham, mushrooms, onions, and other piquant condiments, so 
satisfactory to Dick Turpin, that, upon tasting a mouthful, 
he absolutely shed tears of delight. The dish was indeed 
the triumph of gipsy cookery ; and so sedulously did Dick 
apply himself to his mess, and so complète was his abstrac- 
tion, that he perceived not he was left alone. It was only 
when about to wash down the last drumstick of the last f owl 
with a can of excellent aie that he made this discovery. 

" What ! ail gone ? And Peter Bradley, too ? What the 
devil does this mean ?" mused he. " I must not muddle my 
brain with any more Pharaoh, though I hâve f easted like a 
king of Egypt. That will never do. Caution, Dick, caution. 
Suppose I shift yon brick ârom the wall, and place this pre- 
cious document beneath it. Pshaw ! Luke would never play 
me false. And now for Bess ! Bless her black skin ! she'Û 
wonder where IVe been so long. It's not my way to leave 
her to shift for herself , though she can do that on a pinch." 

Soliloquizing thus, he arose and walked towards the door. 



in. 

SYBIL. 

The wiTing yine, that round the friendly elm 
Twines her soft limbs, and weaves a leâfj mantle 
For her snpporting lover, dares not venture 
• To mix her humble boughs with the embraoes 
Of the more lofty cedar. 

Albebtus Wallbnstein.— Glop^^rne. 

Beneath a mouldering wall, whither they had strayed, to 
be free from interruption, and upon a carpet of the greenest 
moss, sat Sybil and her lover. 

With eager curiosity she listenedto his taie. He recounted 
ail that had befallen him since his departure. He told her 
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of the awf ul reyelations of the tomb ; of tke ring that^ like a 
talisman, had conjured np a thonaand brilliant prospects ; of 
his subséquent périls ; bis escapes ; bis rencontre witb Ladj 
Bookwood ; bis viiit to bis fatber's body ; and bis meetmg 
witb bifi brotber. AU tbis sbe beard witb a cbeek now 
âasbed witb expectation, now made pale witb apprebènaion ; 
witb palpitating bosom, and suppressed breatb. But wben 
taking a softer tone, loye, affection, bappiness, inspired tbe 
tbeme, and Loke , songbt to paint tbe bliss tbat sbould be 
tbeirs in bis new estate ; wben be would tbrow bis f c»iiune 
into ber lap, bis titles at ber feet, and bid ber wear tbem 
witb bim ; wben, witb ennobled band and unebanged beart, 
be would f ulfil tbe trotb pligbted in bis outcast days ; in lien 
of tender, gratef ul acquiescence, tbe features of Sybil became 
orercast, tbe soft smile faded away, and, as spring sunsbine 
10 sueceeded by tbe sudden sbower, tbe ligbt tbat dweh in 
ber sunny orbs grew dim witb tears. 

" Wby — wby is tbis, dear Sybil?*' said Luke, gazing npon 
ber in astonîsbment, not unmingled witb displeasure. ** To 
wbat am I to attribute tbese tears P Ton do not, sureljy 
regret my good fortune ?" 

" Not on your own account, dear Luke," retumed «be, 
sadly. ** Tbe tears I sbed were for myself — ^tbe first, tbe only 
tears tbat I bave ever sbed for sucb cause ; and," added sb^ 
raising ber bead like a flower surcbarged witb moistnie, 
'* tbey shall be tbe last." 

" Tbis is inexplicable, dear Sybil. Wby sbould y ou lament 
for yourself , if not for me ? Does not tbe sunsbine of pro- 
sperity tbat now sbines upon me gild you witb the same 
beamr Did I not even now affirm tbat the day that saw 
me enter the bail of my f orefathers sbould dawn upon our 
espousals ?" 

" True ; but tbe sun that sbines upon you, to me wears a 
threatening aspect. Tbe day of tbose espousals will never 
dawn. You cannot make me tbe lady of Eookwood." 

"Wbat do I bear?" exclaimed Luke, surprised at tbis 
avowal of bis mistress, sadly and deliberately delivered. 
" Not wed you ! And wberefore not ? Is it the rank I bave 
acquired, or bope to acquire, that displeases you ? Speak, 
tbat I may waste no furtber time in thus pursuing the sba- 
dows of bappiness, while tbe reality ileets from me." 

" And are tbey shadows ; and is tbis tbe reality, dear 
Luke ? Question your secret soûl, and you will find it otber- 
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wise. You could not f orego your triumpli ; it is not likelj. 
You hâve dwelt too mucli upon the proud title wLich will be 
yours to yield it to another, when it may be won so easily. 
And, above ail, when yonr mother's réputation, and your 
own stained name, may be cleared by one word, breathed 
aload, would you f aU to utter it ? No, dear Luke, I read 
your heart ; you would not." 

" And if I could not f orego this, wheref ore is it that you 
refuse to be a sharer in my triumph ? Why wiU you render 
my honours valueless when I hâve acquired them ? You love 
me not." 

" Not love you, Luke ?" 

" Approve it, then." 

" I do approve it. Bear witness the sacrifice I am about 
to make of ail my hopes, at the shrine of my idolatry to you. 
Bear witness the agony of this hour. Bear witness the 
horror of the avowal, that I never can be yours. As Luke 
Bradley, I would joyfully — oh, how joyfidly! — hâve been 
your bride. As Sir Luke Rookwood" — and she shuddered 
as «he pronounced the name — " I never can be so." 

"Then, by Heaven! Luke Bradley will I remain. But 
wheref ore — wheref ore not as Sir Luke Eookwood ?" 

" Because," replied Sybil, with reluctance — " because I am 
no longer your equal. The gipsy's low-born daughter is no 
mate for Sir Luke Eookwood. Love cannot blind me, dear 
Luke. It cannot make me other than I am ; it cannot exalt 
me in my own esteem, nor in that of the world, with which 
you, alas ! toQ soon will mingle, and which will regard even 
me as — no matter what ! — it shall not scom me as your bride. 
I will not bring shame and reproach upon you. Oh ! if for 
me, dear Luke, the proud ones of the earth were to treat you 
with contumely, this heart would break with agony. For 
myself, I hâve pride suf&cient — perchance too much. Per- 
chanoe 'tis pride that actuates me now. I know not. But for 
you I am aU weakness. As you were heretofore, I would 
nave been to you the tenderest and truest wife that ever 
breathed ; as you are now—" 
i " Hear me, Sybil." 

"Hear me out, dear Luke. One other motive there is 
that détermines my présent conduct, which, were ail else sur- 
mounted, would in itself suffice. Ask me not what that is. 
I cannot explain it. For your own sake, I implore you, be 
satisfied with my refusai.'- 
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" What a destiny is mine !" exclaimed Luke, striking his 
forehead with his clenched hand. ,."No choice is left me. 
Either way I destroy my own happiness. On the one hand 
stands love — on the other ambition; yet neither will con- 
]om." 

"Pursue, then, ambition," said Sybil, energetically, "if 
y ou can hesitate. Forget that I hâve ever existed; forget 
you hâve ever loved ; forget that such a passion dwells within 
the human heart, and you may still be happy, though you 
are great." 

" And do you deem," replied Luke, with frantic impatience, 
" that I can accomplish this ; that I can forget that I hâve 
loved you ; that I can forget you ? Cost what it will the 
effort shall be made. Yet by our former love, I charge you 
tell me what has wrought this change in you? "Why do 
you now refuse me ?" 

" I hâve said you are Sir Luke Eookwood," retumed Sybil, 
with painful émotion. " Does that name import nothing ?" 

" Imports it aught of ill ?" 

" To me, everything of ill. It is a fated house. Its line 
are ail predestined." 

" To what ?" demanded Luke. 

" To murder /" replied Sybil, with solemn emphasis. " To 
the murder of their wives. Forgive me, Luke, if I hâve dared 
to utter this. Yourself compeUed me to it." 

Amazement, horror, wrath, kept Luke silent for a few 
moments. Starting to his feet, he cried ; 

'* And can you suspect me of a crime so foui ? Think you, 
because I shall assume the name, that I shall put on the 
nature likewise of my race ? Do you believe me capable of 
aught so horrible ?" 

" Oh, no, I believe it not. I am sure you would not do it. 
Your soxd woxdd reject with horror such a deed. But if 
Fate should guide your hand, if the avenging spirit of your 
murdered ancestress should point the steel, you could not 
shun it then." 

" In Heaven's name ! to what do you allude ?" 

" To a tradition of your house," replied Sybil. " Listen 
to me, and you shall hear the legend." And with a pathos 
that produced a thrilling effect upon Luke, she sang the 
f ollowing ballad : 
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THE LEGEND OF THE LADY OF EOOKWOOD. 

Grim Bannlph home hath ai midniglit corne, from the long wars of tbe Boses, 
And the squire, who waits at his ancient gâtes, a secret dark discloses ; 
To that varlct's words no response accords his lord, but his yisnge stem 
Grows ghastly white in the wan moonlight, and his eyes like the lean wolf 's 
bum. 

To his lady's bower, at that lonesome honr, nnannounced, is Sir Eannlph 

gone ; 
Through the dim corridor, throngh the hidden door he glides — she is ail 

alone ! 
FuU of holy zeal doth this yonng dame kneel at the meek Madonna's feet, 
Her hands are pressedonher gentle breast, and nptumed is her aspect sweet. 

Beats Banulph's heart with a joyf al start, as he looks on her guiltless face ; 
And the raging fire of his jealous ire is sabdned by the words of grâce ; 
His own name shares her marmnred prayers- more freely oan he breathe ; 
Bat ah ! that look ! Why doth he pluck his poniard from its sheath P 

On a f ootstool thrown lies a costly gown of saye and of minevere 
(A mantle fair for the dainty wear of a migniard cavalier), 
And on it flung, to a bracelet hang, a picture meets his eye ; 
''By my father's head," grim Banulph said, ''false wife, thy end draws 
nigh." 

From off its chain hath the fierce knight ta' en that fond and fatal pledge ; 
His dark eyes blaze, no word he says, thrice gleams his dagger's edge 1 
Her blood it drinks, and, as she sinks, his yictim hears his cry, 
"For kiss impure of paramonr, adolt'ress, dost thon die.'' 

Silent he stood, with hands embrued in gore, and glance of flame, 
As thns her plaint, in accents faint, made his ill-fated dame : 
** Kind Heaven oan tell, that ail too well, l'ye loyed thee, cruel lord ; 
But now with hâte commensurate, assassin, thou'rt abhorred. 

" l'ye loved thee long, through donbt and wrong ; l'yc loved thee, and no 

other ; 
And my love was pure for my paramour, for alas ! he was my brother ! 
The Eed, Bed Eose, on thy banner glows, on /lia pennon gleams the White, 
And the bitter fend, that ye both haye rued, forbids ye to unité. 

" My bower he songht, what time he thought thy jealous yassals slept, 
Of joy we dreamed, and ncyer deemed that watch those yassals kept ; 
An hour flew by, too speedily ! — that picture was his boon : 
Ah ! little thriit to me that gif t : he lef t me ail too soon ! 

" Wo worth the honr ! dark fates did lower, when our hands were first 

nnited, 
For my heart's firm tmth, 'mid tears and ruth, with death hast thou 

reqnited : 
In prayer sincère, full many a jrear of my wretched iife l'ye spent ; 
But to hell's control would I giye my sonl, to work thy chastisement !" 

Theso ydld words said, low drooped her head, and Bannlph's life-blood froze, 

For the earth did gape, as an awful shape from ont its depths arose : 

"Thy prayer is heard, Hell hath concurred," cried the fiend, "thy soûl is 

mine ! 
Like fate may dread each dame shall wod with Bannlph or his line l" 

Within the tomb to await her doom is that bapless lady sleepîng, 
And another bride by Banulph's side through tho liyelong night is weeping. 
This dame déclines — a third repines, and fades, like the rest, away ; 
Her lot she rues, whom a Bookwood woos -curaeâ, is Mr Wedding DoAf ! 



170 BOOKWOOi>. 

" And this is tHe legend of my ancestresa ?" said Luke, as 
Sybirs strains werc ended. 

" It is," replied she. 

" An idle taie," observed Luke, moodily. 

" Not so," answered Sjbil. " Has not tho curse of blood 
clung to ail your line ? Has it not attached to your f ather — 
to Sir Keginald — Sir Ralph— Sir Ranulph — to ail? Whicb 
d them bas escaped it ? And when I tell you tbis, dear 
Luke ; when I find you bear tbe name of tbis accursed race, 
can you wonder if I sbudder at adding to tbe list of tbe 
victims of tbat rutbless spirit, and tbat I tremble for you ? 
I would die for you willingly — but not by your band. I 
would not tbat my blood, wbicb I would now pour out for 
you as freely as water, sbould rise up in judgment against 
you. For myself I bave no f ears — for you a tbousand. My 
motber, upon ber deatbbed, told me I sbould never be yours. 
I believed ber not, for I was bappy tben. Sbe said tbat we 
never sbould be united ; or, if imited ^" 

" Wbat, in Heaven's name ?" 

** Tbat you would be my destroyer ; tbat your love sbould 
tum to batred ; tbat you would slay me. How could I crédit 
ber words tben ? How can I doubt tbem now, wben I find 
you are a Rookwood ? And tbink not, dear Luke, tbat I am 
ruled by selfisb fears in tbis resolution. To renounce you 
may cost me my life ; but tbe deed will be my own. You 
may call me superstitions, credulous ; I bave been nurtured 
in credulity. It is tbe faitb of my fatbers. Tbere are tbose» 
metbinks, wbo bave an insigbt into f uturity ; and sucb boding 
words bave been spoken, tbat, be tbey true or false, I wiU 
not risk tbeir fulfilment in my person. I may be credulous ; 
I may be weak ; I may be erring ; but I am steadfast in tiiis. 
Bid îne perisb at your feet, and I will do it. I will not be 
your Fate. I will not be tbe wretcbed instrument of your 
perdition. I will love, worsbip, watcb, serve, perisb for you 
—but I will not wed you." 

Exbausted by tbe vebemence of ber émotion, sbe would 
bave sunk upon tbe groimd, bad not Luke caugbt ber in bis 
arms. Pressing ber to bis bosom, be renewed bis passionate 
protestations. Every argument was unavailing. Sybil ap- 
peared inflexible. 

" You love me as you bave ever loved me ?" said sbe, at 
lengtb 

"A tbousand-fold more fervently," replied Luke ; " put it 
to tbe teit." 
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" How if I dared to da ao ? Consider well : I may ask 
too much." 

" Name it. If it be not ta surrender you, by my mother'g 
body I will obey you." 

** I would propose an oath." 

" Ha !" 

" A Bolemn, binding oath, that, if you wed me not, you 
will not wed anotber. Ha ! do you start ? Hâve I appalled 
you?" 

" I Btart ? I will take it. Hear me — ^by " 

"Hold!" exclaimed a voice behind them. "Do not for- 
swear yourself." And immediately afterwards tbe sexton 
made his appearance. There was a malignant smile upon 
bis countenanee. The lovera started at the ominous inter 
roption. 

" Begone !" cried Luke. 

" Take not tbat oath," said Peter, " and I leave you. Re- 
member the coonael I gave you on our way hither." 

" What counsel did he give you, Luke ?" inquired Sybil, 
eagerly, of her lover. 

" We spoke of you, fond girl," replied Peter. " I cautioned 
him against the match. I knew not your sentiments, or I 
had spared myself the trouble. You hâve judged wisely. 
Were he to wed you, ill would come of it. But he must wed 
aBother." 

" MirsT !" cried Sybil, her eyes absolutely emitting sparkles 
o£ indignation from their night-like depths ; and, unsheath- 
ing as. she spoke the short poniard which she wore at her 
giidle, she rushed towards Peter, raising her hand to strike. 
Jfttf^ wed another ! And dare you counsel this ?" 

Put up your dagger, fair maiden," said Peter, calmly. 

Had I beenyounger, your eyes might hâve had more terrors 
for me than your weapon ; as it is I am proof against both. 
You would not strike an old man like myself, and of your 
lover's kin ?" 

Sybil's uplifted hand fell to her side. 

" 'Tis true," continued the sexton, " I dared to give him 
this advice ; asd when you hâve heard me out, you will not, 
I am persuaded, think me so unreasonable as, at first, I may 
appear to be. I hâve been an imseen listener to your con- 
verse ; not that I désire to pry into your secrets, far from it ; 
I overheard you by accident. I ajpplaud your resolution; 
but if you are inclined to sacrifice aÛ for your lover's weal, 
do not let the work be incomplète. Bind him not by oath» 
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which he will regard as spiders' webs, to be burst througli at 
pleasure. Tou see, as well as I do, that he is bent on being 
lord of Rookwood ; and, in truth, to an aspiring mind, such 
a désire is natural — is praiseworthy. It wÛl be pleasant, as 
well as honoTirable, to efface the stain cast upon his birth. 
It will be an act of filial duty in him to restore his mother's 
good name ; and I, her f ather, laud his anxiety on that score ; 
though, to speak truth, fair maid, I am not so rigid as your 
nice moralists in my view of human nature, and can allow a 
latitude to love, which their nicer scruples will not admit. 
It will be a proud thing to triumph over his implacable 
foe ; and this he may accomplish " 

" Without marriage," int^rrupted Sybil, angrily. 

** True," retumed Peter ; " yet not maintain it. May win 
it, but not wear it. Tou hâve said truly, the house of Eook- 
wood is a fated house ; and it hath been said likewise, that 
if he wed not one of his own kindred — ^that if Rook mate not 
with Rook, his possessions shall pass away from his hands. 
Listen to this prophétie quatrain : 

mtn tit fittti^ TSiOdik fiitdl ^txti on t^e topmoiact Bougt, 
Cfiere 0|an Be cTamour anD scteecl^tng, 3| ttoto ; 
QBut of rtfijt to, nnïï tule of tje ancient nejeit, 
tEie laooi tj^at ^iti Hooli mateiei 0WI iolD iim ^iosifim* 

You hear what thèse quaint rhymes say. Luke, is, doubtless, 
the stray rook, and a fledgling hath flown hither from a distant 
country. He must take her to his mate, or relinquish her 
and * the ancient nest* to his brother. For my own part, I 
disregard such sayings. I hâve little faith in prophecy and 
divination. I know not what Eleanor Mowbray, for so she is 
called, can hâve to do with the tenure of the estâtes of Rook- 
wood. But if Luke Rookwood, after he has lorded it for a 
while in splendour, be cast f orth again in rags and wretched- 
ness, let him not blâme his grandsire for his own want of 
caution." 

" Luke, I implore you, tell me," said Sybil, who had lis- 
tened, horror-stricken, to the sexton, shuddering, as it were, 
beneath the chilly influence of his malevolent glance, "is 
this true ? Does your f ate dépend upon Eleanor Mowbray ? 
Who is she ? What has she to do with Rookwood ? Hâve 
you seen her ? Do you love her ?" 

" I hâve never seen her," replied Luke. 

" Thank Heaven for that !" cried Sybil. " Then you lovQ 
her not ?" 
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" How were that possible ?" retumed Luke. " Do I not 
say I havc not seen her ?" 

" Who is she, then ?" 

" This old man tells me she is my cousin. She is be- 
trothed to my brother, Ranulph." 

" How ?" ejaculated Sybil. " And would you snatch his 
betrothed from your brother*s arms ? Would you do him 
this grievous wrong ? Is it not enough that you must wrest 
from him that which he has long deemed his own ? And if 
he has falsely deemed it so, it will not make his loss the les s 
bitter. If you do thus wrong your brother, do not look for 
happiness ; do not look for respect ; for neither will be your 
portion. Even this stony-hearted old man shrinks aghast at 
such a deed. His snake-like eyes are buried on the ground. 
See, I hâve moved even him y 

And in truth Peter did appear, for an instant, strangely 
moved. 

" 'Tis nothing," retumed he, mastering his émotion by 
strong effort. " What is ail this to me ? I never had a 
brother. I never had aught — ^wife, child, or relative, that 
loved me. And I love not the world, nor the things of the 
world, nor those that inhabit the world. But I know what 
sways the world and its inhabitants ; and that is, self ! and 
8BLP-INTEREST. Lct Luko reflcct on this. The key to Eook- 
wood is Eleanor Mowbray. The hand that grasps hers, 
grasps those lands : thus saith the prophecy." 

" It is a lying prophecy." 

" It was uttered by one of your race." 

"By whom?" 

"By Barbara Lovôl," said Peter, with a sneer of triumph. 

"Ha!" 

" Heed him not," exclaimed Luke, as Sybil recoiled at this 
intelligence. " I am yours." 

" Not mine ! not mine !" shrieked she ; " but, oh ! not 
hersr 

".Whither go you?" cried Luke, as Sybil, half-bewildered, 
tore herself from him. 

" To Barbara Lovel." 

" I will go with you." 

" No ! let me go alone. I hâve much to ask her ; yet tarry 
not with this old man, dear Luke, or close your ears to his 
crafty talk. Avoid him. Oh, I am sick at heart. Follow 
me not ; I implore you, follow me not." 

And with distracted air she darted amongst the mouldering 



174 ROOKWOOD. 

cloisters, leaving Luke stupefied witli anguish and stirprise. 
Tho sexton maintained a stern and stoical composure. 

" She is a woman, after ail," muttered he ; " ail her high- 
flown résolves melt like snow in the sunshine, at the thought 
of a rival. I congratulate yon, grandson Luke ; you are îree 
from your fetters." 

" Free !" echoed Luke. " Quit my siglit ; I loathe to look 
upon you. Tou hâve broken the truest heart that evcar beat 
in woman's bosom." 

" Tut, tut," retumed Peter ; " it is not broken yet. Wait 
till we hear what old Barbara bas got to say ; and, meanwhile, 
we must arrange with Dick Turpin the price of that certi- 
ficate. The knavê knows its value well. Corne, be a man. 
This is worse than womanish." 

And at length he succeeded, half by force and half by per- 
suasion, in dmgging Luke away with him. 



IV. 

BABBABA LOVEL. 



Los Gitanos son encantadorcs, adivinos, Tna<?os, chyromanticos, que dicen 
por las rayas de las manos lo Future, que ellos llaman Bnenarontara, y g«De- 
ralmento son dados à toda supcrsticion. Doctob Sancho db Momcada. 

Discurso sobre Éspuhion de lo8 Qitanos, 

Liée a dove escaped from the talons of the falcon, Sybil 
fled from the clutches of the sexton. Her brain was in a 
whirl, her blood on fire. She had no ^stinct perception of 
extemal objects ; no definite notion of what she herself was 
about to do, and glided more like a flitting spirit than a 
living woman along tbe ruined ambulatory. Her hair had 
fallen in disorder over her face. She stayed not to adjust it, 
but tossed aside the blinding looks with frantic impatience. 
She felt as one may feel who tries to strain his nerves, shat- 
tered by illness, to the endurance of some dreadful, yet neces- 
sary pain. 

Sybil loved her granddamo, old Barbara ; but it was with a 
love tempered by fear. Barbara was not a person to inspire 
esteem or to claim affection. She was regardod by the wild 
tribe which she ruled as their queen-elect, with some such 
feeling of inexplicable awe as is entertained by the African 
êlave for the Obeah woman. They acknowledged her power. 
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tmliesitatingly obeyed her commands, and shrank with terrot 
from her anathema, which was indeed seldom pronounced ; 
but wheai uttered, was considered as doom. Her tribe slie 
looked upon as ker flock, and stretched her maternai hand 
over ail, ready alike to cherish or chastise ; and haying 
already snrvived a génération, that which succeeded, having 
from infancy imbibed a superstitions vénération for the 
"cunning woman," as she was called, the sentiment could 
ne ver be wholly effaced. 

Winding her way, she knew not how, througk roofiess 
halls, OTer disjointed fragments of f allen pillars, Sybil reached 
a flight of steps. A door, studded with iron nails, stayed her 
progress ; it was an old strong oaken f rame, surmounted by 
a Gotiiic arch, in the keystone of which leered one of those 
grotesque demoniacal faces with which the fathers of the 
church delighted to adom their shrines. Sybil looked up — 
her glance encountered the fantastical visage. It recalled the 
features of the sexton, and seemed to mock her — ^to revile 
her. Her fortitude at onoe deserted her. Her fingers were 
upon the handle of the door. She hesitated : she even drew 
back, with the intention of 4eparting, for she felt then that 
she dare not face Barbara. It was too late— she had moved 
the handle. A deep voice from within called to her by name. 
She dared not disobey that call — she entered. 

The room in which Sybil found herself was the only entire 
apartment now existing in the priory. It had survived ihe 
ravages of time ; it had escaped the dévastation of man, whose 
ravages outstrip those of time. Octagonal, lofty, yet narrow, 
you saw at once that it formed the interior of a turret. It 
was Hghted by a small oriel window commanding a lovely 
view of the scenery around, and panelled with oak, richly 
wrought in ribs and groins ; and éom overhead depended a 
moulded ceiling of honeycomb plaster-work. This room had 
something, even now, in the days of its desecration, of mo- 
nastic beauty about it. Where the odour of sanctity had 
breathed f orth, the fumes of idolatry prevadled ; but imagina- 
tion, ever on the wing, flew back to that period (and a tradi- 
tion to that effect warranted the supposition) when, perchance, 
it had been the sanctuary and the privacy of the prior's self. 

Wrapped in a cloak composed of the skins of varions 
animais, upon a low pallet, covered with stained scarlet cloth, 
sat Barbara. Around her head was coiffed, in folds like those 
of an Asiatic turban, a rich, though faded shawl, and her 
waist was encircled with the magie zodiacal zone — proper to 
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the sorceress — thé Mago Cineo of the Cingara (wlience the 
namo Zingaro, according to Monçada), which Barbara had 
brought from Spain. From ber ears depended long golden 
drops, of curious antique fasbioning ; and upon ber witbered 
fingers, wbicb looked like a coil of lizards, were booped a 
midtitude of silver rings, of tbe purest and simplest manu- 
facture. Tbey seemed almost of massive unwrougbt métal, 
Her skin was yellow as tbe body of a toad ; corrugated as its 
back. Sbe' migbt bave been steeped in saffron from ber 
finger tips, tbe nails of wbicb were of tbe same bue, to sucb 
portions of ber neck as were visible, and wbicb was puckered 
up like tbe tbroat of a turtle. To look at ber, one migbt 
bave tbougbt tbe embalmer bad experimented ber art upon 
berself. So dead, so bloodless, so blackened seemed tbe 
flesb, wbere flesb remained, leatber could scarce be tougber 
tban ber skin. Sbe seemed like an animated mummy. A 
frame, so tanned, appeared calculated to endure for âges; 
and, perbaps, migbt bave done so. But, alas! tbe soûl 
cannot be embalmed. No oil can reillumine tbat precious 
lamp ! And tbat Barbara' s vital spark was fast waning, was 
évident from ber beavy, lloodsbot eyes, once of a swimming 
bla.:k, and lengthy as a witch's, which were now sinister and 
sunken. 

Tbe atmospbere of tbe room was as strongly impregnated 
as a muséum witb volatile odours emitted from tbe stores of 
drugs witb wbicb tbe sbelves were loaded, as well as from 
varions stufEed spécimens of birds and wild animais. Barbara's 
only living companion was a monstrous owl, wbicb, percbed 
over tbe old gipsy's bead, bissed a token of récognition as 
Sybil advanced. From a book, placed in tbe plaster roof, 
was suspended a globe of crystal glass, about tbe size and 
sbape of a large gourd, fiUed witb a pure pellucid liquid, in 
wbicb a small snake, the Egyptian aspic, described perpétuai 
gyrations. 

Dim were tbe eyes of Barbara, yet not altogetber sigbtless. 
Tbe troubled demeanour of ber grandcbild struck ber as sbe 
entered. Sbe felt tbe bot drops upon ber band as Sybil 
stooped to kiss it ; sbe beard ber vainly-stifled sobs. 

" Wbat ails you, cbild ?" said Barbara, in a voice tbat 
rattled in ber tbroat, and bollow as tbe articulation of a 
pbantom. " Hâve you beard tidings of Luke Bradley ? Has 
any ill bef allen bim ? I told you tbou wouldst eitber bear of 
bim or see bim tbis moming. He is not retumed, I see. 
Whsbt bave you beard ?" 
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" He ta retumed," replied Sybil, faintlj ; " and no ill hath 
happened to lûm." 

" He w retumed, and you are hère," echoed Barbara. " No 
ill hath happened to him, thou sajest — am I to understand 
tbere is ill to you ?" 

Sybil answered not. She could not answer. 

" I see, I see," said Barbara, more gently, her head and 
hand shaking with paralytic affection : " a quarrel, a lovers' 
quarrel. Old as I am, I hâve not forgotten my feelings as a 
girl. What woman ever does, if she be woman? and you, 
like your poor mother, are a true-hearted wench. She loved 
her husband, as a husband should be loved, Sybil ; and 
though she loved me well, she loved him better, as was right. 
Ah ! it was a bitter day when she left me for Spain ; for 
though, to one of our wandering race, ail countries are alike, 
yet the soil of our birth is dear to us, and the présence of our 
Mndred dearer. Well, well, I will not think of that, She is 
gone. Nay, take it not so to heart, wench. Luke has a hasty 
temper. 'Tis not the fîrst time I hâve told you so. He will 
not bear rebuke, and you hâve questioned him too shrewdly 
touching his absence. Is it not so ? Heed it not. Trust 
me, you will hâve him seek your forgiveness ère the shadows 
shorten 'neath the noontide sun." 

" Alas ! alas !" said Sybil, sadly ; " this is no lovers' 
quarrel, which may, at once, be forgotten and forgiven — 
would it were so !" 

"What is it, then?" asked Barbara; and, without waiting 
Sybil's answer, she continued, with véhémence, " has he 
wronged you ? Tell me, girl, in what way ? Speak, that I 
may avenge you, if your wrong requires revenge. Are you 
blood of mine, and think I will not do this for you, girl ? 
None of the blood of Barbara Lovel were ever unrevenged. 
When Eichard Cooper stabbed my lirst-born, Francis, he fled 
to Flanders, to escape my wrath. But he did not escape it. 
I pursued him thither. I hunted him out ; drove him back 
to his own country, and brought him to the gallows. It took 
a power of gold ? What matter ? Revenge is dearer than 
gold. And as it was with Eichard Cooper, so it shall be with 
Luke Bradley. I will catch him, though he run. I will trip 
him, though he leap. I will reach him, though he flee afar. 
I will drag him hither by the hair of his head," added she, 
with a livid smile, and clutching at the air with her hands, as 
if in the act of pulling some ono towards her. " He shall 
Vf cd you within the hour, if you will hâve it, or if your honour 
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need that it should be so. Mj power is not departed from 
me. My people are yet at my command. I am still their 
queen, and woe to him that offendeth me!" 

" Mother ! mother !" cried Sybil, affrighted at the storm 
she had im-wittingly aroused, " he bas not injured me. 'Ti» 
I alono wbo am to blâme, not Luke." 

" You speak in mysteries," said Barbara. 

" Sir Piers Rookwood is dead." 

" Dead !" echoed Barbara, letting fall her hazel rod. " fifer 
Piers dead !" 

" And Luke Bradley '* 

"Ha!" 

" Is his successor." 

" Wbo told you tbat ?" asked Barbara, witb încreased 
astonishment. 

"Luke himself. Ail is disclosed." And Sybil hastily 
recounted Luke's adventures. " He is now Sir Luke Book- 
wood." 

" This is news, in truth," said Barbara; "yet not news to 
weep for. You sbould rejoice, not lament. Well, well ; I 
foresaw it. I sball live to see ail accomplisbed ; to see my 
Agatba's cbild ennobled ; to see her wedded ; ay, to see her 
well wedded," 

" Dearest motber !" 

" I can endow you, and I will do it. You sball bring your 
busband not alono bcauty, you sball bring bim wealtb." 

" But, mother " 

" My Agatha's daughter sball be Lady Eookwood." 

" No ver ! It cannot be." 

" What cannot be ?" 

" The match you now propose." 

" "V^Hiat mean you, silly wench ? Ha ! I perceive the 
meaning of those tears. The truth flashes upon me. He bas 
discarded you." 

" jN"o, by the Heaven of Heavens, he is still the same — ua- 
altered in affection." 

" If so, your tears are ont of place." 

" Mother, it is not fitting that I, a gipsy bom, should wed 
witb him." 

" Not fitting ! Ha ! and you my cbild ! Not fitting ! Get 
up, or I will spurn you. Not fitting ! This from you to me ! 
I tell you it is fitting ; you sball bave a dower as ample as 
that of any lady in the land. Not fitting ! Do you say so, 
because you think that he dérives himself from a proud and 
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ancien t line ? — ancient and proud — ha, ha ! I tell y ou, girl, 
that for his one ancestor I can number twentj ; for the years 
in which his lineage hath flourished my race can boast cen- 
turies and was a people — a kingdom ! — ère the land in which 
he dwells was known. What ! if by the curse of Heaven wo 
were driven forth, the curse of hell rests upon his house/ ' 

" I know it," said Sybil ; " a dreadful curse, which, if I wed 
him, will alight on me." 

*' No ; not on y ou ; you shall avoid that curse. I know a 
means to satisfy the avenger. Leave that to me," 

" I dare not, as it never can be ; yet, tell me — you saw tho 
body of Luke*s ill-f ated mother. Was she poisoned ? Nay, 
you may speak. Sir Piers's death releases jou from your 
oath. How died she ?" 

" By strangulation," said the old gipsy, raising her palsied 
hand to her throat. 

" Oh !" cried Sybil, gasping with horror. " Was there a 
ring upon her fînger when you embalmed the body ?" 

" A ring — a wedding-ring ! The finger was crookened. 
Listen, girl. I could hâve told Luke the secret of his birth 
long ago, but the oath imposed by Sir Piers sealed fast my 
lips. His mother was wedded to Sir Piers ; his mother was 
murdered by Sir Piers. Luke was intrusted to my caro by 
his father. I havo brought him up with you. I hâve affianced 
you together ; and I shall live to see you united. He is now 
Sir Luke. He is your husband." 

*' Do not deccive yourself, mother," said Sybil, with a 
fearful earnestnoss. "He is not yet Sir Luke Eookwood ; 
would he had no claim to bo so ! The fortune that has 
hitherto been so propitious may yet désert him. Bethink 
you of a prophecy you uttered." 

" A prophecy ? Ha !" 

And with slow enunciation Sybil pronounced the mystic 
words which she had heard repeated by the sexton 

As she spoke, a gloom, like that of a thundercloud, began 
to gather over the brow of the old gipsy. The orbs of her 
sunken eyes expanded, and wrath suppîied her frame with 
vigour. Sho arose. 

** Who told you that ?" cried Barbara. 

*'Luke's grandsire, Peter Bradley." 

" How learnt he it ?" said Barbara. " It was to one who 
hath long been in his grave I told it ; so long ago, it had 

Êassed from my memory. 'Tis strange ! Old Sir Reginald 
ad a brother, I know. But there is no other of the house." 

N 2 
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'* There is a cousin, Eleanor Mowbray.*' 

" Ha ! I see ; a daughter of that Eleanor Eookwood who 
fled from her father's roof. Fool, fool. Am I caught in mj 
own toils ? Those words were words of truth and power, and 
compel the future and * thé will be' as with cliains of brass. 
Tbej must be fulfilled. yet not bj Eanulph. He sball never 
wed Eleanor." 

" Wbom, then, sball sbe wed?** 

" His elder brother." 

" Mother !" shrieked Sybil. " Do you say so ? Oh ! recall 
your words." 

" I may not ; it is spoken. Luke shall wed ter." 

" Oh God, support me !" exclaimed Sybil. 

" Silly wench, be finn. It must be as I say. He shall wed 
her ; yet shall he wed her not. The nuptial torch shall be 
quenched as soon as lighted ; the curse of the avenger shall 
fall — yet not on thee." 

" Mother," said Sybil, " if sin must fall upon some inno- 
cent head, let it be on mine — ^not upon hers. I love him. I 
would gladly die for him. She is young, unofEending, per- 
haps happy. Oh ! do not let her perish." 

** Peace, I say !" cried Barbara, " and mark me. This is 
your birthday. Eighteen summers hâve flown over your 
young head ; eighty winters hâve sown their snows on mine. 
Tou hâve yet to leam. Years hâve brought wrinkles ; they 
hâve brought wisdom likewise. To struggle with Fate, I tell 
you, is to wrestle with Omnipotence. We may foresee, but 
not avert our destiny. What will be, shall be. This is your 
eighteenth birthday, Sybil : it is a day of fate to you ; in it 
occurs your planetary hour — an hour of good or ill, according 
to your actions. I hâve cast your horoscope. I hâve watched 
your natal star ; it is under the banef ul influence of Scorpion, 
and fiery Saturn sheds his lurid glance upon it. Let me see 
your hand. The line of life is drawn ont distinct and clear ; 
it runs — ^ha î what means that intersection? Beware — beware, 
my Sybil. Act as I tell you, and you are safe. I will make 
another trial, by the crystal bowl. Attend," 

Muttering some strange words, sounding like a spell, Bar- 
bara, with the bifurcate hazel stafE which she used as a 
divining-rod, described a circle upon the floor. Within this 
circle she drew other lines, from angle to angle, forming 
seven triangles, the basis of which constituted the sides of a 
septilateral figure. This figure she studied intently for a few 
inoments, She then raised her wand and touched the owj 
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witli it. The bird unf olded its wings, and arose in flight ; 
tlien slowly circled round the pendillons globe. Each time it 
drew nearer, until at length it touchcd the glassy bowl with 
its flapping pinions. 

"Enough!" ejaculated Barbara. And at another motion 
from her rod the bird stayed its flight and returned to its 
perch. 

Barbara arose. She struck the globe with her staff! The 
pure lymph became instantlj tinged with crimson, as if blood 
had been commingled with it. The little serpent conld be 
seen within, coiled up and knotted, as in the struggles pf 
death. 

" Again I say, beware !" ejaculated Barbara, solemnly. 
" This is ominous of ill." 

Sybil had sunk, from faintness, on the pallet. A knock 
was heard at the door. 

" Who is without ?" cried Barbara. 

" 'Tis I, Balthazar," replied a voice. 

'* Thou mayst enter," answered Barbara ; and an old man 
with a long beard, white as snow, reaching to his girdle, and 
a costume which might be said to resemble the raiment of a 
Jewish high-priest, made his appearance. This vénérable 
personage was no other than the patrico (trom Fattercove), or 
hierophant of the canting crew. 

** I come to tell y ou that there are strangers — ladies — 
within the priory," said the patrico, gravely. "I hâve 
searched for you in vain," continued he, addressing Sybil ; 
" the younger of them seems to need your assistance.'' 

" Whence come they ?" exclaimed Barbara. 

" They hâve ridden, I understand, from Eookwood," an- 
swered the patrico. " They were on their way to Davenham, 
when they were prevented." 

"From Eookwood?" echoed Sybil. "Their names — did 
you hear their names ?" 

" Mowbray is the name of both ; they are a mother and a 
daughter ; the younger is called " 

"Eleanor?" asked Sybil, with an acute foreboding of 
calamity. 

"Eleanor is the name, assuredly," replied the patrico, 
somewhat surprised. " I heard the elder, whom I guess to 
be her mother, so address her." 

" Gracions God 1 She hère !" exclaimed Sybil. 

" Hère ! Eleanor Mowbray hère," cried Barbara ; " within 
my power. Not a moment is to be lost. Balthazar, hasten 
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round the tents — ^not a man must leave his place — above 
ail, Luke Bradlej. See that thèse Mowbrays are detamed 
within the abbey. Let tbe bell be sounded. Quick, quick ; 
leave tbis wencn to me ; sbe is not well. I bave much to 
do. Away with tbee, man, and let me know wben thon hast 
done it." And as Baltbazar departed on his mission, with a 
glance- of triumph in her eyes, Barbara exclaimed, " Soh, no 
sooner hath the thought possessed me, than the means of 
accomplishment appear. It shall be done at once. I will tie 
the knot. I will imtie, and then retie it. This weak wench 
must be nerved to the task," added she, regarding the sense- 
less form of Sybil. " Hère is that will stimulate her," open- 
ing the cupboard, and taking a small phial ; " this will fortify 
her ; and this," continued she, with a ghastly smile, laying her 
hand upon another vessel, " this shall remove her rival when 
ail is fulfiUed ; this liquid shaU constrain her lover to be her 
titled, landed husband. Ha, ha !" 



V. 

THE INAXJGXJBATION. 



Beggar. Concert, sir ! we hâve musicians, too, aiMng us. True, meiry 
beggars, indeed, that, beîng within the reach of the lash for singing libellons 
Bongs at London, were fain to fiy into one coyey, and hère they sing ail oor 
poct's ditties. They can sing anything, most tnneably, sir, but psalms. 
What they may do hereafter, nnder a triple tree, is mnch ezpected j but they 
lire very civilly and genteely among us. 

Spring. But, what is hère— that solemn old fellow, that neither speaks of 
himself , or any for him ? 

Beggar. O, sir, the rarest man of ail : he is a prophet. See how he holds 
np his prognosticating nose. He is diyining now. 

Spring. How, a prophet ? 

Heggar. Yes, sir ; a cunning man, and a fortune-tcller ; a very ancient 
stroller ail the world over, and bas travelled with gipsies ? and is a patrico. 

The Merry Beggars. 

In conséquence of some few words which the sexton let 
f ail, in the présence of the attendants, during breakfast, more 
perhaps by design than accident, it was speedily rumoured 
throughout the camp that the redoubted Eichard Turpin was 
for the time its inmate. This intelligence produced some 
such sensation as is experienced by the inhabitants of a petty 
town on the sudden arrivai of a prince of the blood, a com- 
mander-in-chief, or other illustrions and distinguished per- 
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sonage, whose famé has been vaiinted abroad amongst bis 
fellow-men by Rumour, " and ber tbousand tongues ;" and 
wbo, like our bigbwayman, bas rendered bimself sufficientlj 
notorious to be an object of admiration and émulation amongst 
his contemporaries. 

AU started up at tbe news. Tbe uprigbt man, tbe cbief of 
tbe crew, arose from bis cbair, donned bis gown of state, a 
very ancient brocade dressing-gown, filcbed, most probabîy, 
from tbe wardrobe of some strolling-player, grasped bis bâton 
of office, a stout oaken truncbeon, and sallied fortb. Tbe 
niffler, wbo found bis représentative in a very magnilicently 
equipped, and by no means ill-favoured knave, wbose cbin 
was decorated witb a beard as lengtby and as black as Sultan 
Mabmoud's, togetber witb tbe dexterous booker, issued fortb 
from tbe bovel wbicb tbey termed tbeir boozing-ken, eager 
to catcb a glimpse of tbe prince of tbe bigb-tobygloaks. Tbe 
limping palliard tore tbe bandages from his mock wounds, 
sbouldered his crutcb, and trudged bastily after tbem. Tbe 
wbip-jack unbuckled bis strap, tbrew away bis timber leg, 
and " leapt exulting, like tbe bounding roe." " Witb sucb 
a sail in sigbt," be said, " be must beave to, like tbe rest." 
Tbe dummerar, wbose tongue bad been eut out by tbe Alge- 
rines, suddenly found tbe use of it, and made tbe welkin ring 
witb bis sbouts. Wonderful were tbe miracles Dick's advent 
wrougbt. Tbe lame became suddenly active, tbe blind saw, 
tbe dumb spoke ; nay, if trutb must be told, absolutely gave 
utterance to " most vernacular exécrations." Morts, autem 
morts, walking morts, dells, doxies, kincbing morts, and tbeir 
coes, witb ail tbe sbades and grades of tbe canting crew, were 
assembled. Tbere were, to use tbe words of Brome — 

— j-Stark, errant, dowiiright beggars. Ay, 
Without equivocation, statute beggars, 
Couchant and passant, gnardant, rampant beggars ; 
Carrent and yagrant, stockant, wbippant beggars !* 

Eacb sunbumt varlet started from bis sbed ; eacb dusky 
dame, witb ber brown, balf-naked urcbins, followed at bis 
heels ; eacb " ripe yoimg maiden, witb tbe glossy eye," lin- 
gered but to sleek ber raven tresses, and to arrange ber straw 
bonnet, and tben overtook tbe otbers ; eacb wrinkled beldaine 
hobbled as quickly after as ber stiffened joints would permit ; 
wbile tbe ancient patrico, tbe priest of tbe crew (wbo joined 
tbe couples togetber by tbe bedge-side, " witb tbe nice cus- 

* The Merry Beggars. 
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lom of a dead horse between,"*) brought up tbe rear ; ail 
bent on one grand object, tbat of having a peep at the " fore- 
most man of ail this prigging world !" 

Dick Turpin, at tbe period of whicb we treat, was in the 
zénith of his réputation. His deeds were full blown ; his 
exploits were in every man' s mouth ; and a heavy priée was 
set upon his head. That he should show himself thus openly, 
where he might be so easily betrayed, excited no little sur- 
prise amongst the craftiest of the crew, and augured an excess 
of temerity on his part. Rash daring was the main feature 
of Turpin's character. Like our great Nelson, he knew fear 
only by name ; and when he thus trusted himself into the 
hands of strangers, confident in himself and in his own re- 
sources, he felt perfectly easy as to the resuit. He relied 
also in the continuance of his good fortune, which had as yet 
never deserted him. Possessed of the belief that his hour 
was not yet corne, he cared little or nothing for any risk he 
might incur ; and though he might, undoubtedly, hâve some 
presentiment of the probable termination of his career, he 
never sufEered it to militate against his présent enjoyment, 
which proved that he was no despicable philosopher. 

Turpin was the ultimus Eomanorurriy the last of a race, 
which (we were almost about to say, we regret) is now alto- 
gether extinct. Several successors he had, it is true, but no 
name worthy to be recorded after his own. With him ex- 
pired the chivalrous spirit which animated successively the 
bosoms of so many knights of the road ; with him died away 
that passionate love of enterpnse, that high spirit of dévotion 
to the fair sex, which was first breathed upon the highway by 
the gay, gallant Claude Du- Val, the Bayard of the road — 
le filou 8a7is peur et sans reproche — but which was extinguished 
at last by the cord that tied the heroic Turpin to the remorse- 
less tree. It were a subject well worthy of inquiry, to trace 
this décline and fall of the empire of the tobymen to its 
remoter causes; to ascertain the why and the wherefore, 
that — with so many half-pay captains ; so many poor ciu*ates ; 
so many lieutenants of both services, without hopes of pro- 
motion ; so many penny-a-liners and f ashionable novelists ; so 
many damned dramatists, and damning critics ; so many 

* Tbe parties to be wedded find ont a dead horse, or any other beast, and 
standing one on tbe one side, and the other on the other, the patrico bide 
them lire to^ether tiU dcath do thom paH ; and so shaking hands, the wed- 
ding dinner is kopt at the next alehouse they stumble into, where the union 
is nothing but knocking of cannes, and the sauce, none but drunken brawles. 
^Dbksab. 
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Edinburgh and Quarterly Reviewers ; so many dctrimental 
brothers and younger sons ; when there are horses to be 
hired, pistols to be borrowed, purses to be taken, and mails 
are as plentiful as partridges — it were worth serions investi- 
gation, we répeat, to ascertain why, with the best material 
imaginable for a new race of highwaymen, we bave none, not 
so mucb as an amateur. Why do not some of thèse choice 
spirits qtiit the salons of Pall Mail, and take to the road ? the 
air of the heath is more bracing and wholesome, we should 
conceive, than that of any *'hell " whatever, and the chances 
of success incomparably greater. We throw ont this hint, 
without a doubt of seeing it folio wed up. Probably the solu- 
tion of our inquiry may be, that the supply is greater than 
the demand; that, in the présent state of things, embryo 
highwaymen may be more abundant than purses ; and then, 
bave we not the horse-patrol ? With such an admirably- 
organised System of conservation, it is vain to anticipate a 
change. The highwaymen, we fear, like their Irish brothers, 
the Rapparees, went out with the Tories. They were averse 
to reform, and eschewed émancipation. 

Lest any one should think we hâve overrated the pleasures 
of the highwayman's existence, they shall hear what "the 
right villanous " Jack Hall, a celebrated tobyman of his day, 
has got to say on the subject. " His life (the highwayman's) 
bas, generally, the most mirth and the least care in it of any 
man*s breathing, and ail he deals for is clear profit : he has 
that point of good conscience, that he always sells as he buys, 
a good pennyworth, which is something rare, since he trades 
with so small a stock. The fence* and he are like the devil 
and the doctor, they live by one another ; and, like traitors, 
*tis best to keep each other's counsel. He has this point of 
honesty, that he ne ver robs the house he fréquents " (Tur- 
pin had the same scruples respecting the Hall of Rookwood 
in Sir Piers's lifetime) ; " and perhaps pays his debts better 
than some others, for he holds it below the dignity of his 
employaient to commit so ungenteel a crime as insolvency, 
and loves to pay nobly. He bas another quality, not much 
amiss, that he takes no more than he has occasion for" 
(Jack, we think, was a little mistaken hère) ; " which he 
vérifies this way ; he craves no more while that lasts. He 
is a less nuisance in a commonwealth than a miser, because 
the money he engrosses ail circulâtes again, which the other 
hoards as though 'twere only to be found again at the day of 

• Eeceirer. 
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Î'udginent. He is tîie tithe-pig of his familj, wîiicli thé gal- 
ows, instead of thé parson, claims as its due. He bas reason 
enough to be bold in bis undertakings, for, tbougb ail tbe 
world tbreaten bim, be stands in fear of but one man in it, 
and tbat's tbe bangman ; and witb bim, too, be is generaUy in 
fee ; bowever, I cannot affirm be is so valiant tbat be dares 
look any man in tbe face, for in tbat point be is now and tben 
a little modest. Newgate may be said to be bis country- 
bouse, wbere be frequently lives so many montbs in tbe year, 
and be is not so mucb concerned to be carried tbitber for a 
small matter, if 'twere only for tbe benefit of renewing bis 
acquaintance tbere. He bolds a petit larcency as ligbt as 
a nun dœs auricular confession, tbougb tbe priest bas a 
more compassionate cbaracter tban tbe bangman. Every 
man in tbis community is esteemed according to bis particu- 
lar quality, of wbicb tbere are several degrees, tbougb it is 
contrary often to public govemment ; for bere a man sball 
be valued purely for bis merit, and rise by it too, tbougb it 
be but to a balter, in wbicb tbere is a great deal of glory in 
dying like a bero, and making a décent figure in tbe cart to 
tbe two last staves of tbe fifty-fîrst psalm."* 

Tbis, we repeat, is tbe plain statement of a practieal man, 
and again we tbrow out tbe bint for adoption. AU we regret 
is, tbat we are now degenerated from tbe grand tobyman to 
tbe crackaman and tbe sneak, about wbom tbere are no re- 
deeming features. How mucb lower tbe next génération of 
tbieves will dive it boots not to conjecture : 

^ias parentnm pejor avis tulit, 
Nos neqniores ; mox daturos, 
Progeniem Titiosiorem. 

" Cervantes laugbed Spain's cbivalry away," sang Byron ; 
and if Gay did not extinguisb tbe failing flame of our night 
errantry (imHke tbe " Eobbers " of Scbiller, wbicb is said to 
baye iimamed tbe Saxon youtb witb an irrépressible mania 
for brigandage), tbe "Beggar's Opéra" belped not to fan tbe 
dying ère. Tbat laugb was fatal, as laugbs generally are. 
Macbeatb gave tbe bigbwayman bis coup de grâce. 

Tbe last of tbis race (for we must persist in maintaining 
tbat be was tbe last), Turpin, like tbe setting sun, tbrew up 
Bome parting rays of glory, and tinged tbe far bigbways witb 
a lustre tbat may yet be traced like a cloud of dust raised by 
bis borse's retreating beels. TJnequalled in tbe command of 

* Memoirs of the right yiUanons Jolm Hall, tbe famous and noierions 
Bobber, penned from his Month some Time before his Death, 1708. 
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his steed, the most singulao: feat tliat the wliole race of the 
aimais of horsemanship has to record, and of which we may 
hâve more to say hereafter, was achieved by him. So perfect 
was his jockeyship, so clever his management of the animal 
he momited, so intimately acquainted was he with every 
cross-road in the neighbonrhood of the metropolis (a book of 
which he constnicted, and carried constantly about his person), 
as well as with many other parts of England, particuïarly the 
counties of Chester, York, and Lancaster, that he outstripped 
every pursuer, and baffled ail attempts at capture. His reck- 
less daring, his restless rapidity (for so suddenly did he 
change his ground, and renew his attacks in other quarters, 
that he seemed to be endowed with ubiquity), his bravery, 
his resolution, and, above ail, his generosity, won for him a 
high réputation amongst his compatriots, and even elicited 
applauses from those upon whom he levied his contributions. 

Beyond dispute he ruled as master of the road. His hands 
were, as yet, unstaiued with blood ; he was ever prompt to 
check the disposition to outrage, and to prevent, as much as 
lay in his power, the commission of violence by his associâtes. 
Of late, since he had possessed himself of his favourite mare, 
Black Bess, his robberies had been perpetrated with a sud- 
denness of succession, and at distances so apparently imprac- 
ticable, that the idea of ail having been executed by one man, 
was rejected as an impossibility ; and the only way of recon- 
ciling the description of the horse and rider, which tallied in 
each instance, was the supposition that thèse attacks were 
performed by confederates similarly mounted and similarly 
accoutred. 

There was, in ail this, as much of the *^ famœ sacra fames^^ 
as of the " auri ;" of the hungering after distinction, as 
well as of the appetite of gain. Enamoured of his vocation, 
Turpin delighted to hear himself designated as the Flying 
BEighwayman; and it was with rapturous triumph that he 
found his single-handed feats attributed to a band of marau- 
ders. But this state of things could not long endure : his 
secret was blown ; the vigilance of the police was aroused ; 
he was tracked to his haunts ; and after a number of hair- 
breadth 'scapes, which he only effected by miracle, or by the 
aid of his wonder-working mare, he reluctantly quitted the 
heathy hills of Bagshot, the Pampas plains of Hounslow 
(over which, like an archétype of the galloping Sir Francis 
Head, he had so often scoured), the gorsy commons of High- 
gate, Hampstead, and Finchley, the marshy fields of Batter- 
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sea, almost ail of whicli he had been known to visit in a 
single night, and, leaving thèse beaten tracks to the occupa- 
tion of younger and less practised hands, he bequeathed to 
them, at the same time, his own reversionarj interest in 
the gibbets thereupon erected, and betook himself to the 
conntry. 

After a journej of more or less success, our adventurer 
found himself at Eookwood, whither he had been invited 
after a grand field-day by its hospitable and by no means 
inquisitive owner. Breach of faith and good fellowship 
formed no part of Turpin's character ; he had his lights as 
well as his shades ; and as long as Sir Piers lived, his purse 
and cofEers would hâve been free from molestation, except 
" so far," Dick said, " as a cog or two of dice went. My 
dice, y ou know, are longs for odd and even, a baie of bar'd 
cinque deuces," a pattem of which he always carried with 
him; beyond this, excepting a take-in at a steeple-chase, 
Eookwood church being the mark, a " do " at a leap, or some 
such trifle, to which the most scrupulous could not raise an 
objection, Dick was ail fair and aboveboard. But when poor 
Sir Piers had "put on his wooden surtout," to use Dick's 
own expressive metaphor, his conscientious scruples evapo- 
rated into thin air. Lady Eookwood was nothing to him ; 
there was excellent booty to be appropriated — 

" The wiso convey it call." 

He began to look about for hands ; and having accidentally 
encountered his old comrades, Eust and Wilder, they were 
let into the business, which was imperfectly accomplished in 
the manner heretofore described. 

To retum from this digression. When Turpin presented 
himself at the threshold of the door, on his way to inquire 
after his mare, to his astonishment he found it closely in- 
vested. A cheering shout from the tawny throng, succeeded 
by a gênerai clapping of hands, and attended by a buzzing 
su surration of applause, such as welcomes the entrance of a 
popular actor upon the stage, greeted the appearance of the 
highwayman. At the first sight of the crowd he was a little 
startled, and involuntarily sought for his pistols. But the 
démonstrations of admiration were too unequivocal to be for 
a moment mistaken ; his hand was drawn from his pocket to 
raise his hat from his brow. 

Thunders of applause. 
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Tnrpin's extemal man, we hâve before said, was singularly 
prepossessing. It was especially so in the eyes of ihe sex 
(fair we certainlj cannot say upon the présent occasion), 
amongst whom not a single dissentient voice was to be heard. 
Ail concurred in thinking him a fine f ellow ; could plainlj 
read his high courage in his bearing ; his good bree(Êng in 
his débonnaire deportment ; and his manly beauty in his 
extravagant red whiskers. Dick saw the effect that he pro- 
duced. He was at home in a moment. Tour true highway- 
man has ever a passion for effect. This does not désert him 
at the gallows ; it rises superior to death itself, and has been 
known to influence the manner of his dangling from the 
gibbet ! To hear some one cry, " There goes a proper hand- 
some man," saith our previously-quoted authority, Jack Hall, 
" somewhat améliorâtes the terrible thoughts of the meagre 
tyrant Death ; and to go in a dirty shirt, were enough to save 
the hangman a labour, and make a man die with grief and 
shame at being in that déplorable condition." With a 
gracions smile of condescension, like a popular orator — ^with 
a look of blarney like that of O'Connell, and of assurance like 
that of Hume — he surveyed the maie portion of the spec- 
tators, tipped a knowing wink at the prettiest brunettes he 
could sélect, and finally eut a sort of fling with his well- 
booted legs, that brought down another peal of rapturous 
applause. 

" A rank scamp !"* cried the upright man , and this excla- 
mation, however equivocal it may sound, was intended, on 
his part, to be highly complimentary. 

" I believe ye," returned the ruffler, stroking his chin — 
" one may see that he's no half swell by the care with which 
he cultivâtes the best gifts of nature, his whiskers. He's a 
rank nib."t 

" Togged out to the ruffian, no doubt," said the palliard, 
who was incomparably the shabbiest rascal in the corps. 
" Though a needy mizzler mysel, I likes to see a cove vot's 
vel dressed. Jist twig his swell kickseys and pipes ;$ if they 
ain't the thing, l'm done. Lame Harry can't dance better 
nor he — no, nor Jerry Jimiper neither." 

"Tm dumfounded," roared the dummerar, "if he can't 
patter Romany§ as vel as the best on us ! He looks like $b 
rum 'un." 

* A famous higliwayman- t A real gentleman, 

J Breechca and boots. § Gipsy flash. 
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" And a mm 'un lie be, take niy word for it," returned thé 
whip-jack, or sliam sailor. " Look at his rigging — see how 
he flashes his sticks* — those are the tools to rake a three- 
decker. He's as élever a craft as IVe seen this many a daj, 
or Tm no judge." 

The women were equally enchanted — equally éloquent in 
the expression of their admiration. 

" What ogles !" cried a mort. 

" What pins !" said an autem mort, or married woman. 

" Sharp as needles," said a dark-eyed dell, who had 
encountered one of the free and frolicsome glanées which 
our highwayman distributed so liberally amongst the petti- 
coats. 

It "was at this crisis Dick took off his hat. Csesar betrayed 
his baldness. 

" A thousand pitiés !*' cried the men, compassionating his 
thinly-covered skull, and twisting their own ringlets, glossy 
and luxuriant, though unconscious of Macassar. " A thou- 
sand pitiés that so fine a fellow should hâve a sconce like a 
cocoa-nut !" 

** But theii his red whiskers," rejoined the women, tired of 
the uniformity of thick black heads of hair ; " what a warmth 
of colouring they impart to his face, and then only look how 
beautif ully bushy they make his cheeks appear !" 

La Fosseuse and the court of the queen of Navarre were 
not more smitten with the Sieur de Croix' s jolly pair of 
whiskers. 

The hawk's eye of Turpin ranged over the whole assem- 
blage. Amidst that throng of dark faces there was not one 
familiar to him. 

Before him stood the upright man, Zoroaster (so was he 
called), a sturdy, stalwart rogue, whose superior strength and 
stature (as has not unfrequently been the easo in the infancy 
of governments that hâve risen to more importance than is 
likely to be the case with that of Lesser Egypt) had been 
the means of his élévation to his présent dignitied position. 
Zoroaster literally fovght his way upwards, and had at first 
to maintain his situation by the strong arm ; but he now was 
enabled to repose upon his hard-won laurels, to smoke " the 
calumet of peace," and quafE his tipple with impunity. For 
one of gipsy blood, he presented an unusually jovial, liquor- 
loving coimtenance ; his eye was mirthful ; his Hp moist, as 

* How he exposes his pistols. 
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if from oft potations ; liis cheek mellow as an Orléans plum, 
which fruit, in colour and texture, it mightily resembled. 
Strange to say, also, for one of that lithe race, his person 
-wss heavy and hebetudinous ; the conséquence, no doubt, of 
liabitual intempérance. Like Cribb, he waxed obèse upon 
the championship. There was a kind of mock state in his 
carriage as he placed himself before Turpin, and with his 
left hand twisted up the tail of his dressing-gown, while the 
right thrust his truncheon into his hip, which was infinitely 
direrting to the highwayman. 

Turpin' s attention, however, was chiefly directed towards 
his neighbour, the ruffler, in whom he recognised a famous 
impostor of the day, with whose history he was snfficiently 
well acquainted to be able at once to identify the individual. 
We hâve before stated, that a magnificent coal-black beard 
decorated the chin of this worthy ; but this was not ail — his 
costume was in perfect keeping with his beard, and consisted 
of a very theatrical-looking tunic, upon the breast of whidh 
was embroidered, in golden wire, the Maltese cross ; while 
over his shoulders wcre thrown the ample folds of a cloak of 
Tyrian hue. To his side was girt a long and doughty sword, 
which he termed, in his knightly phrase, Excalibur ; and upon 
his profuse hair rested a hat as broad in the brim as a Spanish 
somorero. 

Exaggerated as this description may appear, we can assure 
our readiers that it is not overdrawn ; ana that a counterpart 
of the sketch we hâve given of the ruffler certainly " strutted 
his honr " upon the stage of human life, and that the very 
ancient and discriminating city of Canterbury (to which be 
ail honour) was his théâtre of action. His history is so far 
curions, that it exemplifîes, more strongly than a thousand 
discourses could do, how prone we are to be govemed by 
appearances, and how easily we may be made the dupes of a 
plausible imposter. Be it remembered, however, that we 
treat of the eighteenth century, before the march of intellect 
had cômmenced ; we are much too knowing to be similarly 
practised upon in thèse enlightened times. But'we will let 
the knight of Malta, for such was the title assumed by the 
ruffler, tell his own story in his own way hereafter; con- 
tenting ourselves with the moral precepts we hâve already 
deduced from it. 

Next to the knight of Malta stood the whip-jack, habited 
in his sailor gear — striped shirt and dirty canvas trousers ; 
and adjoining him was the palliard, a loathsome tatterde- 
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mallion, liis dress one heap of rags, and his discoloured skin 
one mass of artificial leprosy and impostliumes. 

As Tnrpin's eye shifted from one to anotlier of thèse 
figures, he chanced upon an individual who liad been long 
endeavouring to arrest his attention. This personage was 
completely in the back-groimd. Ail that Dick could discem 
of him "was a brown eurly bead of bair, carelessly arranged 
in tbe modem mode ; a bandsome, impudent, sun-freclded 
face, witb one eye closed, and tbe other occupied by a broken 
bottle neck, tbrougb wbicb, as a substitute for a lorgnette, 
tbe individual reconnoitred bim. A cocked bat was placed in 
a very dégagée manner under bis arm, and be beld an ebony 
cane in bis band, very mucb in tbe style of a ^^fassionabîe" 
as tbe Frencb bave it, of tbe présent day. Tbis glimpse was 
sufficient to satisfy Turpin. He recognised in tbis wbimsical 
personage an aequaintance. 

Jerry Juniper was wbat tbe classical Captain G-rose would 
designate a " gentleman witb tbree outs ;" and, altbougb be 
was not entirely witbout wit, nor bis associâtes avoucbed, 
witbout money, nor, certainly, in bis own opinion, bad tbat 
been asked, witbout manners ; yet was be assuredly witbout 
sboes, witbout stockings, witbout sbirt. Tbis latter deficiency 
was made up by a voluminous cravat, tied witb proportion- 
ately large bows. A jaunty pair of yellow breecbes, some- 
wbat faded ; a waistcoat of silver brocade, ricbly embroidered, 
somewbat tarnisbed and lack-lustre, a murrey-coloured velvet 
coat, somewbat cbafed, completed tbe costume of tbis beggar 
Brummell, tbis mendicant maccorani ! 

Jerry Juniper was a cbaracter well known at tbe time as 
a constant fréquenter of ail races, fairs, regattas, sbip- 
launcbes, bull-baits, and prize-figbts, ail of wbicb be at- 
tended, and to wbicb be transported bimself witb an expédi- 
tion little less remarkable tban tbat of Turpin. You met 
bim at Epsom, at Ascot, at Newmarket, at Doncaster, at tbe 
Eoodee of Cbester, at tbe Curragb of Kildare. Tbe most 
remote as well as tbe most adjacent meeting attracted bim. 
Tbe cock-pit was bis constant baunt, and in more sensés tban 
one was be a leg. No opera-dancer could be more agile, 
more nimble ; scarcely, indeed, more gracef ul tban was Jerry, 
witb bis sbocless and stockingless feet ; and tbe manner in 
wbicb be executed a pirouette, or a pas, before a line of 
carriagcs, seldom failcd to procure bim " golden opinions 
from ail sorts of dames," Witb tbe ladics, it must b^ 
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owned, Jerry was ratlier upon too easy terms ; but then, 
perhaps, the ladies were upon too easy terms with Jerry ; and 
if a bright-eyed fair one condescended to jest with liim, wliat 
marvel if he should sometimes slightly transgress the laws 
of décorum ? Thèse aberrations, however, were trifling ; alto- 
gether he was so well known, and knew everbody else so well, 
that he seldom committed himself ; and, singular to say, 
could on occasions even be serions. In addition to his other 
faculties, no one eut a sly joke, or trolled a merry ditty, 
better than Jerry. His peculiarities, in short, were on the 
pleasant side, and he was a gênerai favourite in conséquence. 

No sooner did Jerry perceive that he was recognised, than, 
after kissing his hand, with the air of a petit-maître, to the 
highwayman, he strove to edge his way through the crowd. 
Ail his efforts were fruitless ; and, tired of a situation in the 
rear rank, so inconsistent, he conceived, with his own im- 
portance, he had recourse to an expédient often practised 
with success in harlequinades, and not unfrequently in real 
life, where a flying leap is occasionally taken over our heads. 
He ran back a f ew yards to give himself an impetus, retumed, 
and, placing his hands upon the shoulders of a stalwart vaga- 
bond near to him, threw a summerset upon the broad cap of 
a palliard, who was so jammed in the midst that he could 
not hâve stirred to avoid the shock ; thence, without pausing, 
he vaulted forwards, and dropped lightly upon the ground 
in front of Zoroaster, and immediately before the high- 
wayman. 

Dick laughed immoderately at Jerry's manœuvre. He 
shook his old chum cordially by the hand, saying, in a 
whisper, " What the de vil brings y ou hère, Jerry ?" 

" I might retort, and ask y ou that question, Captain 
Turpin," replied Jerry, sotto voce, " It is odd to see me 
hère, certaiiây — quite out of my élément — ^lost amongst this 
canaille — this canting crew — ail the fault of a pair of gipsy 
eyes, bright as a diamond, dark as a sloe. You comprehend 
— a, little affair, ha ! Liable to thèse things. Bring your 
ear doser, my boy ; be upon your guard ; keep a sharp look- 
out ; there's a devil of a reward upon your head ; I won't 
answer for ail thèse rascals." 

" Thank you for the hint, Jerry," replied Dick, in the same 
tone. " I calculated my chances pretty nicely when I came 
hère. But if I should perceive any symptoms of foui play — 
any attempt to snitch or nose, amongst this pack of pedlars 
— î iiave a friend or two at hand, who Yron- 1 be sileiiit upon 
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the occasion. Rest assured I shall hâve my eye upon the 
gnarling ecoundrels. I won't be sold for notliiiig." 

"Trust you for that," retumed Juniper, with a wink. 
" Stay," added he ; "a thought strikes me. " I hâve a 
scheme in petto which, may, perhaps, afford you some fun, 
and will at ail events, insure your safety during your stay." 

" What is it ?" asked Dick. 

" Just amuse yourself with a flirtation for a moment or 
two with that pretty damsel, who has been casting her ogles 
at you for the last five minutes without success, while I effect 
a master-stroke." 

And, as Turpin, nothing loth, followed his advice, Jerry 
addressed himself to Zoroaster. After a little conference, 
accompanied by that worthy and the knight of Malta, the 
trio stepped forward from the line and approached Dick, 
when Juniper, assuming some such attitude as our admirable 
Jones, the comedian, is wont to display, delivered himself 
of the following address. Turpin listened with the gravity of 
one of the distinguished persons alluded to, at the commence- 
ment of the présent chapter, upon their receiving the freedom 
of a city at the hands of . a mayor and corporation. Thus 
spoke Jerry : 

"Highest of High-Tobymen ; rummest of rum Padders, 
and most scampish of Scampômen ! We, in the name of 
Barbara, our most tawny queen ; in the name of Zoroaster, 
our TJpright Man, Dimber Damber, or Olli Campolli, by ail 
which titles his excellency is distinguished ; in our own re- 
spective names, as High Pads and Low Pads, Bum G-ills and 
Queer G-ills, Patricos, Palliards, Priggers, Whip-Jacks, and 
Jarkmen, from the Arch Eogue to the needy Mizzler, fully 
sensible of the honour you hâve conf erred upon us in gracing 
Stop-Hole Abbey with your présence ; and conceiving that 
we can in no way évince our sensé of your condescension so 
entirely as by oÔering you the freedom of our crew, together 
with the privilèges of an TJpright Man,* which you may be 
aware are considérable, and by creating you an honorary 
member of the Vagrant Club, which we hâve recently esta- 
blished ; and in so doing, we would fain express the senti- 
ments of gratification and pride which we expérience in en- 
roUing among our members one who has extended the glory 
of roguery so widely over the land, and who has Mcked up 
such a dust upon the highways of England, as most eftectually 

* For an account of thèse, aee Grose. They are rnuch too gross to be eet 
down hère. 
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to blind the natives ; one who is in himself a légion — of high- 
waymen ! Awaiting, with respectful déférence, the acquies- 
cence of Captain Eichard Turpin, we beg to tender him the 
freedom of our crew." 

" Really, gentlemen," said Turpin, who did not exactly see 
the drift of this harangue, " you do me a vast deal of honour. 
I am quite at a loss to conceive how I can possibly hâve 
merited so much attention at your hands ! and, indeed, I feel 

myself so unworthy *' Hère Dick reeeived an expressive 

wink from Juniper, and theref ore thought it prudent to alter 
his expression. " Could I suppose myself at ail deserving 
of so much distinction," continued the modest speaker, " I 
should at once accept your very obliging offer ; but " 

" None so worthy," said the upright man. 

" Can't hear of a refusai," said the knight of Malta. 

" Befusal — ^impossible !" reiterated Juniper. 

" No ; no refusai," exclaimed a chorus of voices. " Dick 
Turpin must be one of us. He shall be our dimber damber." 

"Well, gentlemen, since you are so pressing," replied 
Turpin, " even so be it. I will be your dimber damber." 

" Bravo ! bravo !" cried the mob, not " of gentlemen." 

"About it, pals, at once," said the knight of Malta, 
flourishing excalibur. "By Saint Thomas à Becket, we'll 
hâve as fine a scène as I myself ever fumished to the Canter- 
bury lièges." 

" About what ?" asked Dick. 

" Your matriculation"' replied Jerry. " There are certain 
forms to be gone through, with an oath to be taken ; merely 
a trifle. We'll hâve a jolly boose when all's over. Come, 
bing avast, my merry pals ; to the green, to the green ; a 
Turpin ! a Turpin ! a new brother !" 

" A Turpin ! a Turpin ! a new brother !" echoed the crew. 

" l've brought you through," said Jerry, taking advantage 
of the uproar that ensued, to whisper to his chum ; " none of 
them will dare to lift a finger against you now. They are ail 
your friends for life." 

" Nevertheless," retumed Turpin, "I should be glad to 
know what has become of Bess." 

" If it's your prancer you are wanting," chirped a flutter- 
ing créature, whom Turpin recognised as Luke's groom, 
Grasshopper, " I gave her a fresh loaf and a stoup of stingo, 
as you bade me ; and there she be under yon tree, as quiet 
as a lamb." 

"I see her," replied Turpin; "just tighten her girths, 

G 2 
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Grasshopper, and bring her after me, and thou shalt haye 
wherewithal to cliirp over thy cups at supper." 

Away bounded the elfin dwarf, to exécute liis beliest. 

A loud sbout now rent the skies, and presently afterwards 
was heard the vile scraping of a fiddle, accompanied by the 
tattoo of a drum. Approaching Turpin, a host of gipsies 
elevated the highwayman upon their shoulders ; and in this 
way he "was carried to the centre of the green, where the long 
oaken table, which had once served the Franciscans for réfec- 
tion, was now destined for the stage of the pageant. 

Upon this table three drums were placed ; and Turpin was 
requested to seat himself on the central one. A solenin pré- 
lude, more unearthly than the incantation in the Freischutz, 
was played by the orchestra of the band, conducted by the 
Paganini of the place, who elicited the most marvellous notes 
from his shell. A couple of shawms* emitted sepulchral 
soimds, while the hoUow roUing of the drum broke ever and 
anon upon the ear. The efPect was prodigiously fine. During 
this overture, the patrico and the upright man had ascended 
the rostrum, each taking their places ; the former on the 
right hand of Turpin, the latter upon his left. Below them 
stood the knight of Malta, with excalibur drawn in his hand, 
and gleaming in the sunshine. On the whole, Dick was amused 
with what he saw, and with the novel situation in which he 
foimd himself placed. Around the table were congregated a 
compact mass of heads ; so compact, indeed, that they looked 
like one créature — an Argus, with each eye up-tumed upon 
the highwayman. The idea struck Turpin that the restless 
mass of parti-coloured shreds and patches, of vivid hues and 
varied tintings, singularly, though accidentally, disposed to 
produce such an effect, resembled an immense tiger-moth, or 
it might be a Turkey carpet, spread out upon the grass ! 

This scène was a joyous one. It was a brilliant sunshiny 
raormng. Freshened and purified by the storm of the pre- 
ceding night, the air breathed a balm upon the nerves and 
sensés of the robber. The wooded hills were glittering in 
light; the brook was flowing swiftly past the edge of the 
verdant slope, glancing like a wreathed snake in the sunshine 
— its " quiet song" lost in the rude harmony of the mum- 
mers, as were the thousand twitterings of the rejoicing birds ; 
the rocks bared their bosoms to the sun, or were buried 

* '* The Bhalm, or eliawm, was a wind instrument, like a pipe, with a 
swelling protaberance in the middle,''— J^iM-l of North\^m}>erl€i/nd*8 Hotue» 
hoU Booh. 
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in deep-cast gloom ; the shadows of the pillars and arches 
of the old walls of the priory were projected afar, while 
the rose-like ramifications of the magnificent marigold win- 
dow were traced, as if by a pencil, upon the verdant tablet 
of the Bod. 

The overture was finished. With the appearance of the 
principal figures in tliis strange picture the reader is already 
&miliar. It remains only to give him somo idea of the 
patrico. Imagine, then, an old superannuated goat, reared 
upon its hind legs, and clad in a white sheet, disposed in 
f olds like those of a simar about its limbs, and you will hâve 
some idea of Balthazar, the patrico. This resemblance to the 
animal before mentioned was rendered the more striking 
by his huge, hanging, goat-like under-lip, his lengthy white 
beard, and a sort of cap, covering his head, which was oma- 
mented with a pair of horns, such as are to be seen in 
Michael Angelo's tremendous statue of Moses. Balthazar,- 
besides being the patrico of the tribe, was its principal 
professer of divination, and had been the long-tried and 
faithful minister of Barbara Lovel, from whose secret in- 
structions he was supposed to hâve derived much of his 
magical sMll. 

Placing a pair of spectacles upon his " prognosticating 
nose," and unrolling a vellum skin, upon which strange cha- 
racters were written, Balthazar, tuming to Turpin, thus 
commenced, in a solemn voice : 

Thou who wonldst our brother be, 
Say how we sb'all enter tbee P 
Name the name tbat tbou wilt bear 
Ere our livery tbou wear. 

" I see no reason why I should alter my désignation," re- 
plied the novitiate; "but as popes change their titles on 
their création, there can be no objection to a scampsman fol- 
lowing so excellent an example. Let me be known as the 
Night Hawk." 

" The Night Hawk — good," retumed the hierophant, pro- 
ceeding to register the name upon the parchment. " Eiieel 
down," continued he. 

After some hésitation, Turpin complied. 

"You must repeat the 'salamon,* or oath of our creed, 
after my dictation," said the patrico ; and Turpin, signifying . 
his asssnt by a nod, Balthazar propounded the following 
abjuration : 
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OATH OP THE CANTING CEEW- 



I, Crank-Coffîn, swear to be 
True to this fratemity ; 
That I m)! in ail obey 
Bule and order of the lay. 
Never blow the gab, or squeak ; 
Never snitch to bum or beak ; 
Bnt religiously maîntain 
Antbority of those who reign 
Over Stop Hole Abbey Green, 
Be tbeir tawny klng, or queen. 
In their cause alone will fight ; 
Think what they think, wrong or 

rigbt; 
Serre tliem tmly, and no other, 
And be faithful to my brother ; 
Snffer none, from far or near, 
With tbeir rights to interfère ; 
No stiange Abram, ruffler crack, 



Hooker of another pack, 
Bogue or rascal, frater, naaunderer, 
Irisb toyle, or otber wanderer ; 
No dimber damber, angler, daacer, 
Prig of cackler ; prig of pranoer ; 
No Bwigman, swaddler, clapper- 

dudgeoiï^; 
Cadge-gloak, cnrtal, or cnrmudgeon y 
No whip-jack, palliard, patrico. ; 
No jarkmac, be be high or low ; 
No dummerar, or romany ; 
No member of " the Family ;" 
No ballad-ba^ket, bounciug buffer, 
Nor any other, will I suffer ; 
But stîdl-oJBE now and for ever, 
AU outliers whatsoever : 
And as I keep to the fore-gone, 
So may help me Salamon !* 



" So help me Salamon !" repeated Tiirpin, "witli emphasis. 

" Zoroaster," said the patrico to the upright man, *' do thy 
part of this cérémonial." 

Zoroaster obeyed ; and, taking excalibur from the knight 
of Malta, bestowed a hearty thwack with the blade upon tho 
shoulders of the kneeling highwayman, assisting him after- 
wards to arise. 

The inauguration was complète. 

" WeU," exclaimed Dick, " I*m glad its ail over. My leg 

• Perbaps the most whimsical laws that were ever prescribed to a gang of 
thieves were those framed by William Holliday, one of the prigging com- 
munity, who was hanged in 1695 : 

Art. I. directs— That none of his company should présume to wear shirts, 
npon pain of being cashiered. 

II. — That none should lie in any other places than stables, empty houses, 
or other bulks. 

III. — That they should eat nothing but what they begged, and that they 
should giye away ail the money they got by cleaning boots among ono another, 
for the good of the fratemity. 

rV.— That they should neither leam to read nor write, that he may bave 
them the better under command. 

V.— That they should appear every moming by nine, on the parade, to re- 
ceiye necessary orders. 

VI. — That none should présume to follow the scent but such as he ordered 
on that party. 

Vil. — That if any one gave them shoes or stockings, he should conyert 
them into money to play. 

ym.— That they should steal nothing they could not come at, for fear of 
bringing a scandai upon the company. 

IX.— That they should not endeavour to clear themselves of vermin by 
killing or eating them. 

X. — That they should cant better than the Newgate birds, pick pockets 
without bungling, outlie a Quaker, outswear a lord at a gaming-tablB» and 
brazen ont aU their yillanies beyond an Irishman. 
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feels a little stiffish. Fm nofc much given to kneeling. I must 
dance it off ;" saying which, he began to shuflBle upon the 
boards. " I tell you what,'* oontinued be, " most révérend 
patrico, tbat same * salmon' of yours bas a cursed long tail. 
1 could scarce swaUow it ail, and if» strange if it don't give 
me an indigestion. As to you, sage Zory, from tbe dexterity 
witb wbicb you flourisb your sword, I sbould say you bad 
practised at court. His majesty could scarce do tbe tbing 
better, wben, slapping some fat alderman upon tbe sboulder, 
be bids bim arise Sir Eicbard. And now, pals," added be, 
glancing round, "as I am one of you, let*s bave a boose 
togetber ère I départ, for I don't tbink my stay wiU be long 
in tbe land of Egypt." 

Tbis suggestion of Turpin was so entirely consonant to tbe 
wisbes of tbe assemblage, tbat it met witb universal appro- 
bation ; and upon a sign from Zoroaster, some of bis fol- 
lowers departed in searcb of supplies for tbe carousal. Zoro- 
aster leaped from tbe table, and bis example was foUowed by 
Turpin, and more leisurely by tbe patrico. 

It was ratber early in tbe day for a drinking-bout. But 
tbe canting crew were not remarkably particular. Tbe cbairs 
were removed, and tbe jingling of glasses announced tbe 
arrivai of tbe preliminaries of tbe matutine symposion. Pôles, 
canvas, and cords were next brougbt ; and in aknost as sbort 
space of time as one scène is substituted for anotber in a 
tbeatrical représentation, a tent was erected. Bencbes, stools, 
and cbaâvft appeared witb equal celerity, and tbe interior soon 
presented an appearance like tbat of a' bootb at a f air. A keg 
of brandy was broacbed, and tbe bealtb of tbe new brotber 
quaffed in brimmers. 

Our bigbwayman retumed tbanks. Zoroaster was in tbe 
cbair, tbe knigbt of Malta acting as croupier. A second toast 
was proposed — tbe tawny queen. Tbis was drunk witb a like 
entbusiasm, and witb a like allowance of tbe potent spirit ; 
but as bumpers of brandy are not to be repeated witb im- 
punity, it became évident to tbe président of tbe board tbat 
be must not repeat bis toasts quite so expeditiously. To 
create a temporary diversion, tberef ore, be cailled for a song. 

Tbo dulcet notes of tbe fiddle now broke tbrougb tho 
ckimom'; and, in answer to tbe call, Jerry Juniper voluu- 
tccred tb© f oUowing : 
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JEBEY JUNIPEE'S CHANT, 

In a box (1) o£ the stone jug (2) I was bom, 
Of a hempen mdow (3) the kid forlom, 

Fake away. 
And my f atber, as l've beard say, 

Fdke away, 
Was a mercbant of capers (4) gay, 
Who eut bis last fling witb great applause, 

(5) Nix my doll paU^ fdke away, 

Wbo oui bis last fling witb great applause, (6) 
To the tnne of a *' bearty cboke witb caper sauce.' 

Fdke away. 
Tbe knucks in quod (7) did my scboolmen play, 

Fdke away. 
And put me np to tbe time of day ; 
Until at last tbere was none so knowing, 

Nix my doll pal8,fdke away, 

Until at last tbere was none so knowing, 
No sucb sneaksman (8) or buzgloak (9) going. 

Fake away, 
Fogles (10) and fawnies (11) soon went tbeir way, 

Fake away, 
To tbe spout (12) witb tbe sneezers (13) in grand arr&j. 
No dummy bunter (14) bad forks (15) so fly ; 

Nix my doll pals, fake away. 

No dummy bunter bad forks so fly. 

No knuckler (16) so deftly could fake a cly, (17) 

Fake away. 
No slour'd boxter (18) my snipes (19) could stay, 

Fake away, 
None knap a reader (20) like me in tbe lay. 
Soon tben I mounted in swell-street bigb. 

Nix WAf doll paU, fdke OMoay» 

Soon tben I mounted in swell-street bigb, 
And sported my flasbest toggery, (21) 

Fake away. 
Firmly resolyed I would make my hay, 

Fake away, 

(\) Cell. (2) Newgate. (3) A woman wbose busband bas been banged. 

(4) A dancing-master. 

(5) ^* Notbing, comrades ; on, on," supposed to be addressed by a tbief to 
bis confederates. 

(6) Tbus Victor Hugo, in ''Le Dernier Jour d'un Condamné," makes an 
imprisoned félon sing : 

" J'Ie ferai danser une danse 
Où il n'y a pas de plancber." 

(7) Tbieves in prison. (8) Sboplifter. (9) Pickpocket. 



(10) Haudkercbiefs. (11) Bings. (12) To tbepawnbroker. 

(13) Snuff-boxes. (14) Pickpocket. 

(15) Tbe two fore-flngers used in picking a pocket. 

(16) Pickpocket. (17) Pick a pocket. 

(18) No inside coat-pocket, bnttoned up. (19) Scissors. 

(,20) Steal a pooket-book. (21) Best-made clotbeB. 
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Wliile Macary^u ttar ihed a 1111^ nj ; 

And ne'er wm there Mm sneh a dashing prig, (22) 

Nia my dollpalê, fake away. 

And ne'er wms ihere leen nieh a diahing png, 
With my itnmunel &ked in the neireet iing. (23) 

JPake avcay. 
YnXh mj fftwnied fiunme, (24) and m j onions gaj, (25) 

JFake away ; 
l^ihimUe of ridge, (2Ç and mj drii kemesa ; (27) 
AU my iogs were so nîblike (28) and splash, 

Nix my doll paU, fake away. 

Ail n^ iogB were so niblike and splash, 

fieaduy ibe qneer screens I then ooold smasli ; (29) 

Pake away. 
Bot my nntiiest blowen, (30) one fine day, 

T'ake away, 
To ihe beakfl (31) did her fancy man betray. 
And thns I waa bowled ont ai last. (32) 

Nix my dollpaU, fake away. 

And tliuB I was bowled ont ai last 

And into ihe jag for a lag was cast ; (33) 

Fake away, 
Bnl I slipped my darbîes (34) one mom in May, 

PaJce away. 
And I gaye io the dnbsman (35) a holiday. 
And Hère I am, palsy merry and free, 
A regnlar rollicking romany. ^36) 

Ifix my doll paUf fake away. 

Much laughter and applause rewarded Jerry's attempt to 
please ; and thoogh the meaning of his chant, even with the 
aid of the numerous notes appended to it, may not be qtiite 
obvions to onr readers, we can assure them that it was per- 
fectly intelligible to the canting crew. Jerry was now 
entitled to a call ; and happening, at the moment, to meet 
the fine dark eyes of a sentimental gipsy, one of that better 
class of mendicants who wandered about the country with a 
guitar at his back, his élection fell upon him. The youth, 
without prélude, struck up a 

GIPSY SEEENADE,» 

Merry maid, merry maid, wîlt thoa wander with me P 
We will roam through the foreat, the meadow, and lea ; 



(22) Thief . (23) With my hair dressed in the first fashion. 

(24) With seyeral rings on my hands. ,(^), Seals. 

(26) Gold watch. (27) Laoed shirt. 

(28) Oentlemanlike. (29) Easily then forged notes conld I pass. 

(80) Favourite miatress. ^^^ ^ . , ^ ^^^^ f^3^' 

(82) Tàken at length. (33) Cast for transportation. 

(84) Fetters. (35) Tumkey, (36) Gipsy* 
• 8etto mnsio by Mr. Alexander Boohe. 
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Wtfwîll hannt the simny bowers, an<l wbea day b^M to flee, 
Oar coucb sliall be tlie femy brake, onr eanoyy the tree, 

M&rry maid, Tiierry maid, corne and wander with me! 

No life like the gip8y*8, sojoyous andfree ! 

Merry maid, merry maid, tbou^b a rovinç life be oiirs, 
We will langh away the laughing and qmckly fleeting boars ; 
Oar hearts are free, as is tbe free and open sky above, 
And we Imow wbat tamer soûls know not, bow levers ougM to love, 
Merry maid, merry maid, corne and wa/nder with me / 
No life lijce the gip8y*8, 80joyou8 andfree! 

Zoroaster now removed the pipe from his upriglit lips to. 
intimate his intention of proposing a toast. 

A universal knocking of knucMes by the knucklers* was 
f ollowed by prof ound silence. The sage spoke : 

" The city of Canterbury, pals," said he, " and may it 
never want a knight of Malta." 

The toast was pledged with much laughter, and in many 
bumpers. 

The knight, upon whoxa àU eyes were tumed, rose, " with 
stately bearing and majestic motion," to retnrn thanks. 

" I retum yon an infinitude of thanks, brother pals," said 
he, glancing roimd the assemblage ; and bowing to the pré- 
sident, " and to yon, most upright Zory, for the honour you 
hâve done me in associating my name with that city. Believe 
me, I sincerely appreciate the compliment, and écho the sen- 
timent from the bottom of my soûl. I trust it never wiîl 
want a knight of Malta. In retum for your considération, 
but a poor one you will say, you shall hâve a ditty, which I 
composed upon the occasion of my pilgrimage to that city, 
and which I hâve thought proper to name after myself :" 

THE KNIGHT OF MALTA : 

A Canterhv/ry Tale.f 

Corne làai io me, and you sball bave, witbont a bem or baw, sirs, 
A Canterbury pilgimago, mucb better tban old Cbaucer's. 
'Tis of a boax I once played ofF, upon tbat city clever, 
Tbe memory of wbicb I bope, will stick to it for ever. 

With mAj coaVblack beard, and pUrple cloah, 
jaclc-hoot8, and hroad-hrimmsd castor. 

Hey-ho ! for the Knight of Malta! 

* Pickpockets. 

t Tbia soBg describes pretty occurately the career of an extraordinury 
individual, wbo in tbe Incid intervais of a balf>crazed understanding^ im- 
posed bimself upon the credulous inbabitants of Canterbury, in the yaar 
1832, as a certain ** Sir William PerctHonbtwood Couetbnay, Knight 
OF Malta ;" aBdoontriTed — ^for tbere was considérable " metbod in his mad- 
neai"^— io iiif|K>rt tbe déception chiring a long period. Tho J^naAiir^jgBi nf 
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To execate my parpose, in ihe fint place, yon mnst know, sîn, 
My looks I let hang down my neck— my beard and whiskers grow, sirs ; 
A parple cloak I next dapped on, a sword tagged to my Bide» sirs, 
And moonted on a charger blaek, I to the town did ride, sirs. 

With my coaUblack beard, S[C. 

hîs cliaracter in a taie (the date of which is nearly a centnry back), will per- 
haps be overlooked, when it ia considered of how mnch vaine» in the illustra- 
tion of ** wise saws," are " modem instances" Imposture and crednlity are 
of ail âges ; and the Conrtenays of the nineteenth are riyalled by the Tofts 
and Andrés of fche eighteenth centnry. The subjoined acconnt of the soi- 
disant SiB William Coubtenây is extracted from **An Essay on his 
Character, and Beflections on his Trial/' pnblished at the théâtre of his ex- 
ploits : *' Abont Miohaelmas last it was mmonred that an extraordinary man 
was staying at the Bose Inn of this city (Canterbnry), who passed under the 
name of Connt Bothschild, bat had been recently known in London by the 
name of Thompson ! This would hâve been snffîcient to excite attention, 
had not other incidents materially added to the excitement. His costume 
and countenance denoted foreîgn extraction, while his language and coaTersa- 
tion showed that he was well acqnainted with almost eyery part of this 
kingdom. He was said to live with singnlar frugality, notwithstanding 
abnndant samples of wealth, and professions of an almost unlimited com- 
mand of money. He appeared to stndy retirement, if no4 coocealmont, 
although subséquent erents hare proved that society of every grade, beneath 
the middle class, is the élément in which he most freely breathes. He of ten 
decked his person with a fine suit of Italian clothing, and sometimes with the 
more gay ûid imposing costume of the Eastem nations, yet thèse foreign 
habits were for months scarcely visible beyond the limits of the inn of his 
abode, and the chapel not far from it, in which he was accustomed to ofPer 
his Sabbath dévotions. This place was the first to which he made a public 
and fréquent resort; and thongh he did not always attempt to advance 
towards the uppermost seat in the synagogue, he attracted attention from the 
mère singnlaril^ of his appearance. 

'* Such was the eccentric, incongmons individual who anrprised onr city 
by proposing himself as a third candidate for its représentation, and who 
ereated an entertaining contest for the honour, lon^ arber the sitting candi- 
dates had compoeed themselves to the delightf ni vision of an unexpensive and 
nnopposed retum. The notion of representing the city originated beyond 
ail donbt in the fertile brain of the man himself. It would seem to hâve been 
almost as sudden a thought in his mind, as it was a sudden and surprîsing 
movement in the view of the city; nor hâve we been able to ascertain 
whether his sojoum at the Bose was the cause or the effect of his offering to 
advocate our interests in parliament — ^whether he came to the city with that 
high-minded purpose, or subsequently formed the notion, when he saw, or 
thought he saw, an opening for a stranger of enterpiise like himself. 
« • • « . • # * 

" As the county élection drew on, we believe between the nomination on 
Barham Downs and the voting in the cattle market of the city, the dranght 
of a certain handbill was sent to a printer of this city, with a reqncst that 
he would publish it witiiout delay. Dur readers will not be surpnsed that 
he instantly declined the task ; but as we hâve obtained possession of the 
copy, and its publication can now do no injnry to any one, we entertain then 
with a sight of this délectable sample of Couitenay pradence and politeneas. 

** * O yes ! O yes ! O yes ! I, Lord Viscount William Courtenay, of Pow- 
derham Castle, Devpn, do hereby proclaim Sir Thomas Tylden, Sir Brook 
Brydges, Sir Edward Knatchbull, and Sir William Cosway, four cowards, 
nnnt to represent, or to assist in retuming members of parliament to serve 
fh%bnkYe m0n of £ent. 
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Two pages were tbere by my side, npon iwo Utile ponies, 
Decked ont in scarlet nniform as spmce as xnacaronies ; 
Capaxisoned my cliai^erwas, as grandly as bis master. 
And o'er my long andcnrly locks I wore a broad-brimmed castor. 

With my coaUhlack beard, S[C, 

The people ail flocked fortb, amazed to see a man so bairy, 
Ob I sncb a sigbt bad ne'er before been seen in Canterbnry I 
My flowîng robe, my flowing beard, my borse witb flowing mane, sirs ! 
They stared — tbe days of cbiyalr^, tbey tbongbt, were corne again, sirs ! 

With my coal-olack heard, S^c, 

I told ibem a long rîgmarole romance, tbat did not balt a 
Jot, tbat tbey beneld in me a real Knigbt of Malta ! 
Tom à Becket bad I swom I was, tbat saint and martyr ballowed, 
I donbt not jnst as readily tbe bait tbey would baye swallowed. 

With m/y coal-hUick heard, ^c. 

I rode abont, and speecbified, and eyerybody gnllied, 

The tayem-keepers diddled, and tbe magistracy bullied ; 

Like puppets were tbe townsfolk led in tbat sbow tbey call a raree ; 

Tbe Gotbam sages were a joke to tbose of Canterbnry. 

With m>y coal'hhich heard, â^c. 

Tbe tbeatre I nezt engaged, wbere I addressed tbe crowd, sirs, 
And on retrenobment, and reform, I spouted long and loud, sirs ; 
On titbes, and on taxation, I enlarged with skill and zeal, sirs, 
Wbo so able as a Malta knigbt, tbe malt tax to repeal, sirs? 

With my coaUhlach heard, Sçe» 

As a candidate I then stepped f ortb to represent tbeir city» 
And my non-election to tbat place was certainly a pity ; 
For snrely I tbe fittest was, and yenr proper, yery, 
To represent tbe wisdom and tbe wit of Canterbnry. 

With my coal-hlack heard, éj;c. 

At the trial of some smngglers next, one tbing I ratber queer did, 
And tbe justices npon tbe benob I literally hearded ; 
For I swore tbat I some casks did see, tbongb proyed as dear as day, sirs, 
That I bappened at tbe time to be some fifty miles away, sirs. 

With my coaUhla^k heard, ^c» 

Tbis last assertion, I mnst own, was somewbat of a blunder, 
And for perjury indicted they compelled me to knock under ; 
To my prospérons career tbis slight error pnt a stop, sirs, 
And tbus crossed, the Knigbt of Malta was at length obliged to hop, sirs. 

With his coaUhlack heard, and purple cloak, 
jack-hooia, and hroad'hrirmned castor, 

Qood'hye to the Knight çf Malta. 



** ' Percy Honeywood Conrtenay, of Haies and Eyington Place, Kent, and 
Knigbt of Malta. 

"*Any gentleman desiring to know tbe reasons wby Lord Conrtenay lo 
pnblicly exposes backbiters, any man of bonour shaU haye satisfaction at bis 
hands, and m a public way, aecording to tbe laws of our land— trial by combat ; 
wben tbe Almigbl^ God, the Lord of Hosts is bis name, can décide tbe 
" trutb," wbetber it is a Ubel or not. I worsbip tmtb as my God, and will 
die for it— and npon this we will see wbo is strongest, God or man.' 

"It is a coïncidence too curions to be oyerlooked, that tbis dongbty 
obampion of truth sbould soon baye remoyed bimself from public life by an 
aot of deliberate and wanton perjury. We neyer read any of bis rbapBoaies, 



ROOKWOOD. 205 

The knight sat down amidst the gênerai plaudits of the 
Company. 

The party, meanwhile, had been increased hj the arrivai of 
Luke and the sexton. The former, who was m no mood for 
revelry, refused to comply with his grandsire's solicitation to 
enter, and remained sullenly at the door, with his arms 
folded, and his eyes fixed upon Turpin, whose movements ho 
commanded through the canvas aperture. The sexton walked 

periodical or occasional, till the publication of tbis essay imposed the self- 
denying task npon us ; but now we find that they abound in strong and 
Bolemn appeals to the truth; in bold proclamations that truthia his palla- 
dinm ; in eyidences that be writes and raves, that he draws his sword and 
clenches his fist, that he expends his property and the property of others 
committed to lus hands, in no cause but that of truth! His famons 
periodical contains mnch yehement déclamation in defence of certain doctrines 
of religion, which he terms the truth of the sublime svstem of Christianity, 
and for which aloue he is content to live and also willing to die. Ail who 
deviate from his standard of truth, whether theological or moral, philosophi- 
cal or political, he appears to consider as neither fit for life or death. Now 
it is a little sh^nge, his warmest followers being witnesses, that snch an 
adyocate of truth shonld bave become the willing victim of faJsehood, the 
readyand eap^er martyr of the worst form of falsehood- porjury. 

" The décline of his influence between the city and county élections has 
been partly attributed, and uot without reason, to the sudden change in his 
appearance firom comparative vouth to advancing, if not extrême âge. On 
the hustinps of the city he sbone forth in ail the dazzlinff lustra of an 
oriental chief ; and such was the effect of gay clothing on the meridian of 
Ufe, that his admirers, especially of the weaker sex, wonld insist upon it that 
he had not passed the beautiful spring-time of May. There were, indeed, 
some snspicious appearances of a near approoch to forty, if not two or three 

Îears beyond it; but thèse were fondly ascribed to lus foreign travels in 
btant and insalubrious climes ; he had acquired his duskiness of complexion, 
and his strength of feature and violence of gestnre, and his profusion of 
beurd in Egypt and Syria, in exploring the catacombs of the one country, and 
bowing at the shrincs of the other. On the other hand, the brilliaucy of his 
eye, the melody of his voice, and the elasticity of his muscles and limbs, were 
sufficient arguments in f avour of his having scarcely passed the limit that 
séparâtes manhood from youth. 

"AUdoubts on thèse points were removed, when the crowd of his fair 
admirers visited him at the retirement of his inn, and the intervais of his 
polling. Thèse suh Rosà interviews —we allude to the name of the inn, and not 
to an^hing like privacy there, which the verjr place and number of the visitors 
altogether precluded — convinced them that ne was even a younger and loveUer 
man than his rather boisterous behaviour in the hall would allow them to 
hope. In fact, he was now installed by acclamation Knight of Canterhwry 
as weîl Cks Maltat and King of Kent as well as Jeritsalem ! It became 
dangerous then to whisper a syllable of suspicion against his wealth or rank, 
his wisdom or beauty ; and ail who would not bow down before this golden 
image were deemed worthy of no better fate than Shadrach, Meshe(m, and 
Abednego — to be cast into a bnming fiery fumace.*' 

As a sequel to the above story, it may be added, that the Knight of Malta 
became the inmate of a lunatic asylum ; and on his libération was shot at the 
head of a baad çf Kentish hinds whom ho had persnaded that he was the 
Mofusiah; 
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up to Dick, who was seated at the post o£ honour, and clap- 
ping him upon the shoiilder, congratulated liim upon the 
comfortable position in which he found him, 

** Ha, ha ! Are you there, my old death's head on a mop- 
stick ?" said Turpin, with a laugh. " Ain't we merry mum- 
pers, eh? Keeping it up in style. Sit down, old Noah; 
make yourself comfortable, Methusalem." 

""VHiat say you to a drop of as fine Nantz as you evei 
tasted in your life, old cove ?" said Zoroaster. 

" I hâve no sort of objection to it," returned Peter, " pro- 
vided you will ail pledge my toast." 

" That I will, were it Old Euffin himself," shouted Turpin. 

" Here's to the three-legged mare," cried Peter. " To the 
tree that bears fruit ail the year round, and yet has neither 
bark nor branch. You won't refuse that toast, Captain 
Turpin ?" 

" Not I," answered Dick ; " I owe the gallows no grudge. 
If, as Jerry's song say s, I must hâve a hearty choke and 
caper sauce for my breakfast one of thèse fine mornings, it 
shall never be said that I f ell to my meal without appetite, or 
neglected saying grâce before it. Grentlemen, here's Peter 
Bradley's toast, * The scragging-post ; the three-legged mare/ 
with three times three." 

Appropriate as this sentiment was, it did not appear to be 
so inviting to the party as might hâve been anticipated, and 
the shouts soon died away. 

" They like not the thoughts of the gallows," said Turpin 
to Peter. "More fools they. A mère bugbear to frighten 
children, believe me ; and never yet alarmed a brave man. 
The gallows, pshaw ! One can but die once, and what sig- 
nifies it how, so that it be over quickly. I think no more of 
the last leap into eternity than clearing a five-barred gâte. A 
rope's-end for it ! So let us be merry, and make the most 
of our time, and that's true philosophy. I know you can 
throw off a rum chant," added he, tuming to Peter. "I 
heard you sing last night at the hall. TroU us a stave, my 
antediluvian tÛe, and, in the mean time, tip me a gage of 
fogus,* Jerry ; and if that's a bowl of huckle-my-buttf you 
are brewing, Sir William," added he, addressing the knight 
of Malta, " you may send me a jorum at your convenience." 

Jerry handed the highwayman a pipe, together with a 
lumbler of the beverage which the knight had prepared, 

* A pipe of tobacco. 

t A dnnk composed of béer, eggs, and brandy. 
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which he pronoimced excellent; and while the hnge bowl 
was passed round to the companj, a prélude of shawms 
announced that Peter was ready to break into soag. 

Accordingly, after the symphony was ended, accompanied 
at interyals by a single instrument, Peter bcgan his melody, 
in a key so lûgh, that the utmost exertion of the shawm- 
blower failed to approach its altitudes. The burden of hi& 
ministrelsy was : 

THE MANDEAKE.» 

Maikù es fiiv xnXsovSi éio/, ^aXstshv es r èpùffffsn 
^Avoèpàsi y% ôvTiToTfftj ôeoi es rs zsdvrcc èùvavrat, 

HOMSBUS. 

The mandrake grows 'neath the gallows-tree. 
And rank and green are its leaves to see ; 
Green and rank, as the grass that waves 
Oyer the unctuous eartn of graves ; 
And thongh ail aronnd it be bleak and bare, 
Freely the mandrake flonrisheth there. 

Mar€matha — Anathema ! 
Dread is the curse of mandragora ! 

ÈuthancLsy / 

At the f oot of the gribbet the mandrake springs, 

Jnst where the creaking carcase swings ; 

Some hâve thought it engendered 

From the fat that drops f rom the bones of the dead ; 

Some hâve thonght it a hnman thing ; 

Bat this is a vain imagining. 

Maranaiha — Anathema- ! 
Dread is the curse of mandragora I 

Euthanasy ! 

A charnel leaf doth the mandrake wear, 
A charnel fruit doth the mandrake bear ; 

* The Bupposed malignant influence of this plant is f requently allnded to 
bjr onr elder dramatists ; and with one of the greatest of them, Webster (as 
imght be ezpected from a mnse revelling like a ghonl in graves and sepulchres), 
it is an especial favonrite. Bnt none hâve plonged so deeply into the subjeet 
as Sir Thomas Browne. He tears np the fable root and branch. Couceming 
the danger ensning from eradication of the mandrake, he thns writes :— '* The 
last assertion is, that there foUows a hazard of life to them that pnll it np, 
that some evil fàte pursues them, and that they live not vei^ lon^ hereafter. 
Therefore the attempt hereof among the ancients was not m ordinary way ; 
bnt, as PHny informeth, when they intended to take np the root of this plant, 
they took the wind thereof , and with a sword describmg thrce circles about 
it, they digged it np, looking toward the west. A conceit not only injurions 
unto truth and conintable by daily expérience, but somewhat derogatory unto 
the providence of Gktd ; that is, not only to impose so destructive a quaUty on 
any plant, but to conceive a vegetable whose parts are so useful unto many, 
should, in the only taking up, prove mortal unto any. This were to introduce 
a second forbidden fruit, and enhance the first malédiction, making it not 
only mortal for Adam to taste the one, but capital for his posterity to eradi- 
oate, oc dig np the other."— Fwl^ar Errors, b<K>k ii. c vi 
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Tefc noue like the mandrake hath Buoh great power« 
Snch yirtae résides not in herb or flower ; 
Aconite, hemlook, or moonshade I ween, 
None hath a poison so subtle and keen. 

Maranatha — Anathema ! 
Dread is the curse of mandragora ! 

Euthanasy! 

And whether the mandrake be create 
Flesh with the flower incorporate, 
I know not ; yet, if from the earth 'tis rent, 
Shrieks and groans from the root are sent ; 
Shrieks and groans, and a sweat like gore, 
Oozes and drops from the dammy core. 

Maranatha— Anathema ! 
Dread is the curse of mandragùra! 

JSuthanasy I 

Whoso gathereth the mandrake shall snrely die ; 
Blood for blood is iiis destiny. 
Some who hâve plucked it bave died with groans, 
Like to the mandrake's expiring moaiis ; 
Some bave died raving, and some beside, 
With pénitent prayers— but ail hâve died. 

Jesu ! save us by night and hy day ! 

From the terrible death of mandragora ! 

Euthanasy, 

" A queer chant that," said Zoroaster, coughing loudly, in 
token of disapprobation. 

" Not much to my taste," quoth the knight of Malta. " We 
like something more sprightly in Canterbury." 

" Nor to mine," added Jerry ; " don't think it's likely to 
hâve an encore. 'Pon my sonl, Dick, you must give us some- 
thing yonrself , or we shall never cry Euthanasy at the Triple 
Tree." 

" With ail my heart," replied Turpin. " You shall hâve 
— but what do I see, my friend, Sir Luke ? Devil take my 
tongue, Luke Bradley, I mean. What, ho ! Luke — ^nay, nay, 
man, no shrinking — stand f orward ; l've a word or two to say 
to you. We must hâve a nob-a-nob glass together, for old 
acquaintance sake. Nay, no airs, man ; dammee you're not 
a lord yet, nor a baronet either, thougli I do hold your title in 
my pocket ; never look glum at me. It won't pay. I*m one 
of the canting crew now ; no man shall sneer at me mth im- 
punity, eh, Zory ? Ha, ha ! here's a glass of Nantz ; we*ll 
nave a bottle of black strap when you are master of your 
own. Make ready there, you gut-scrapers, you shawm- 
shavers ; l'il put your lungs in play for you presently. Li 
the mean time — charge, pals, charge — ^a toast, a toast! 
Health and prosperity to Sir Luke Eookwood ! I see you 
are surprised — ^this, gem'men^ is Sir Luke Eookwood, some* 
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wUle liuke Bradlej, heir to the house of that name, not ten 
miles distant from this. Saj, shall we not drink a bumper 
to his health ?'' 

Astonishment prevailed amongst the crew. Luke himself 
had been taken bj surprise. When Turpin discovered him 
at the door of the tent, and summoned him to appear, he 
reluctantly complied with the request ; but when, in a half- 
bantering veinDick began to rallj him upon his pretensions, 
he would most gladly hâve retreated, had it been in his power. 
It was then too late. He felt he must stand the ordeal. 
Every eye was fixed upon him with a look of inquiry. 

Zoroaster took his everlasting pipe from his mouth. 
This ain't true, sure/y ?*' asked the perplexed Magus. 
He has said it," replied Luke ; " I may not deny it." 

This was sufficient. There was a wild hubbub of delight 
amongst the crew, for Luke was a favourite with ail. 

" Sir Luke Rookwood!" cried Jerry Juniper, who liked a 
title as much as Tommy Moore is said to dote upon a lord. 
" Upon my soûl I sincerely congratulate you ; devilish fortu- 
nate fellow. Always cursed unlucky myself. I could never 
find out my own father, imless it were one Monsieur des 
Capriolles, a French dancing-master, and he never left any- 
thmg behind him that I could hear of , except a broken Mt 
and a hempen widow. Sir Luke Bookwood, we shall do our- 
selves the pleasure of drinking your health and prosperity." 

Presh bumper s, and immense cheering. 

Silence being in a measure restored, Zoroaster claimed 
Turpin's promise of a song. 

"True, true," replied Dick; "I hâve not forgotten it. 
Stand to your bows, my hearties." 

THE GAME OF HIGH TOBY. 

Now Oliyer (1) puts his black nightcap on, 

Anà every star its glim (2) is hiding, 
Ând forth to the heath is the Bcampsman (3) gone, 

His matchless cherry-black (4) prancer riding ; 
Merrily over the oommon he Aies, 

Fast and free as the rush of rocket, 
His crape-coTered vizard drawn over his eyes. 

His toi (5) by his side, and his pops (6) in his pocket. 

CHOBUS. 

Then who can name 

8o merry a game. 

As the game of ail games—high tohy ? (7) 



(1) The moon. (2) light. . (3) Highwayma^. 

(4) " Cherry-coloured— black ; there being black chemes as well as red. — 
GaosB. (5) Sword. (6) Pistols. (7) Highway-robbery. 
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The tra^eller hears him, away ! away ! 

Over thé wide wide heath he scurries ; 
He heeds not the thunderbolt summons to stay, 

But ever the f aster and f aster he hurries. 
Bot what daisy-entter can match that black tit ? 

He is caught— he must " stand and deliver ;" 
Then ont with the dummy, (8) and off with the bit, (9) 

Oh ! the game o£ high toby for ever I 

CHORUS. 

Then who can name 

8o merry a game. 

As the game of ail gantes —high tohy ? 

Believe me, there is not a game, my brave boys, 

To compare with the game of high toby j 
No rapture can eqnal the tobyman's joys, 

To blue devils, blue plnmbs (10) give the go-by ; 
And what if, at length, boys, he «ome to the crap ! (11) 

Eyen rack punch has soms bitter in it, 
For the mare-with-three-legs, (12) boys, I care not a rap, 

'Twill be over in less than a minute I 

GBAND CHORUS. 

Then hip, hv/rrah ! 

Fling care away ! 

Hv/rrah for the game of high tohy ! 

"And now, pals," said Dick, who began to feel the in- 
fluence of thèse moming cups, "I vote that we adjoum. 
Believe me I shall always bear in mind that I am a brother 
of your band. Sir Luke and I must hâve a little chat to- 
gether ère I take my leave. Adieu !" 

And taking Luke by the arm, he walked out of the tent. 
Peter Bradley rose, and f oUowed them. 

At the door they found the dwarfish Grasshopper, with 
Black Bess. Eewarding the urchin for his trouble, and slip- 
ping the bridle of his mare over his hand, Turpin continued 
his walk over the green. For a few minutes he seemed to be 
lost in rumination. 

" I tell you what, Sir Luke," said he ; "I should like to do 
a gênerons thing, and make you a présent of this bit of paper. 
But .one ought not to throw away one's luck, you know — 
there is a tide in the affairs of thieves, as the player coves say, 
which must be taken at the flood, or else — no matter ! Your 
old dad. Sir Piers (God help him !) had the gingerbread, that 
I know ; he was, as we say, a regular rhino-cerical cuil. You 
won*t feel a few thousands, especially at starting ; and besides, 
there are two others, Rust and Wilder, who row in the same 
boat with me, and must therefore come in for their share of 
the reglars. Ail this considered, you can't complain, I think, 

(8) Pooket-book. (9) Money. (10) Bnllets. 

ai) The gaUowfl. (12) Ditto. 
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if I asi fîve thousand for it. That old harridan, Lady Rook- 
wood, offered me nearly as much." 

" I will not talk to you of faimess," said Luke ; " I will not 
say that document belongs of right to me. It fell by accident 
into your hands. Having possessed yourself of it, I blâme 
you not that you dispose of it to the best advantage. I must, 
perforée, agrée to your terms.'* 

" Oh, no," replied Dick, " it's quite optional ; Lady Rook- 
"wood will give as much and make no mouths about it. Soho, 
lass ! What makes Bess prick her ears in that f ashion ? — 
Ha! carriage-wheels in the distance! that jade knows the 
Sound as well as I do. 1*11 just see what it*s like ! — you will 
hâve ten minutes for reflection. Who knows if I may not 
hâve corne in for a good thing hère ?** 

At that instant a carriage passed the angle of rock some 
three hundred yards distant, and was seen slowly ascending 
the hill-side. Eager as a hawk after his quarry, Turpin 
dashed after it. * 

In vain the sexton, whom he nearly overthrew in his 
career, caUed after him to hait. He sped like a boit from 
the bow. 

" May the devil break his neck !'* cried Peter, as he saw 
himdash through the brook ; " could he not let them alone ?" 

" This must not be," said Luke ; " know you whose carriage 
it is ?" 

" It is a shrine that holds the jewel that should be dearest 
in your eyes," retumed Peter ; " haste, and arrest the spoiler's 
hand." 

" Whom do you mean ?" asked Luke. 

" Eleanor Mowbray," replied Peter. " She is there. To 
the rescue — away." 

" Eleanor Mowbray," echoed Luke — " and Sybil ! " 

At this instant a pistol-shot was heard. 

" Will you let murder be done, and upon your cousin ?" 
cried Peter, with a bitter look. ** You are not what I took 
you for." 

Luke answered not, but, swift as the hound freed from the 
leash, darted in the direction of the carriage. 



p2 
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VI. 

KLEANOB MOWBBAY. 

— MiBchiefa 
Are like the yisits of Franciscan friars, 
They never corne to prey npon us single. — DeviVs Lww Case, 

The course of our taie retums now to Eleanor Mowbray. 
After she had parted from Eannlpli Eookwood, and liad 
watched him disappear beneatli the arches of the churcb. 
porch, her heart sank, and, di'awing herself back witbin the 
carrîage, she became a prey to the most poignant aMction. 
In yain she endeavoured to shake ofE this feeling of désola- 
tion. It "would not be. Despair had taken possession of 
her ; the magie f abric of delight melted away, or only gleamed 
to tantalize, at an unreachable distance. A presentiment 
that Bannlph wonld never be hers had taken root in her ima- 
gination, and overshadowed ail the rest. 

While Eleanor pursued this train of reflection, the time in- 
sensiblj wore away, until the sudden stoppage of the carriage 
aroused the party from their méditation. Major Mowbray 
perceived that the occasion of the hait was the rapid advance 
of a horseman, who was nearine them at full speed. The ap- 
pearance of the rider was somewhat singular, and might haye 
created some uneasiness as to the nature of his approach, had 
not the major immediately recognized a friend; he was, 
nevertheless, greatly surprised to see him, and tumed to Mrs. 
Mowbray to inform her that Father Ambrose, to his infinité 
astonishment, was coming to meet them, and appeared, from 
his manner, to be the bearer of unwelcome tidinçs. 

Father Ambrose was, perhaps, the only being wnom Eleanor 
disliked. She had felt an imaccountable antîpathy towards 
him, which she could neither extirpate nor control, during 
their long and close intimacy. It may be necessary to men- 
tion that her religious culture had been in accordance with 
the tenets of the Eomish Church, in whose f aith (the f aith of 
her ancestry) her mother had continued; and that Father 
Ambrose, with whom she had first become acquainted during 
the résidence of the f amily near Bordeaux, was her ghostly 
adyiser and confesser. An Englishman by birth, he had 
been appointed pastor to the diocèse in which they dwelt, 
and was, consequently, a fréquent visiter, almost a constant 
inmate, of the château ; yet, though duty and respect would 
hâve prompted her to regard the âther with affection, Eleanor 
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could never conquer the feelings of dislike and distrust which 
site had at first entertained towards him ; a dislike which was 
increased bj the strange control in which he seemed to hold 
her mother, who regarded him vrith a vénération approaching 
to infatuation. It was, therefore, with satisfaction that she 
bade him adieu. He had, however, foUowed his f riends to 
England under a feigned name (as, being a récusant Bomish 
priest, and supposed to hâve been engaged in certain Jesuitical 
plots, his retum to his own country was attended with con- 
sidérable risk), and had now remained domesticated with 
them for some months. That he had been in some waj, early 
in life, connected with a branch of the house of Rookwood, 
Eleanor was aware (she fancied he might haye been engaged 
in political intrigue with Sir Eeginald, which would hâve well 
accorded with his ardent ambitions tempérament), and the 
knowledge of this circumstance made her doublj apprehensive 
lest the nature of his présent communication làiould hâve 
référence to her lover, towards whose cause the father had 
never been &.vourable, and respecting whose situation he 
might hâve made some discovery, which she feared he might 
use to Banulph's disadvantage. 

^ Wrapped in a long black cloak, with a broad-brimmed hat 
drawn closely over lus brows, it was impossible to distinguish 
further of the priest's figure and features beyond the circum- 
stance of his height, which was remarkable, until he had 
reached the carriage-window, when, raising his hat, he dis 
closed a head that Titian might hâve painted, and which, 
arising from the dark drapery, looked not unlike the visage 
of some grave and saturnine Venetian. There was a vénér- 
able expanse of forehead, thinlj scattered with hair, towering 
over bmck pent-house-like brows, which, in their tum, sha- 
dowed keen penetrating eyes ; the temples were hollow, and 
blue veins might be traced beneath the sallow skin; the 
cheek-bones were high, and there was something in the &ce 
that spoke of self -mortification ; while the thm livid lips 
closely compressed, and the austère and sinister eiqpression 
of his countenance, showed that his self-abasement, ii he had 
ever practised it, had scarcely prostrated the démon of pride, 
whose dominion might still be traced in the lines and furrows 
of his haughty physiognomy. The &ther looked at Mrs. 
Mowbray, and then glanced suspiciously at Eleanor. The 
former appeared to understand hun. 

^'You would say a word to me in private," said Mr8« 
Mowbray ; " shall I descend ?" 
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The priestl)owed assent. 

" It is not to you alone that my misgion extends,*' said he, 
gravely; "you are ail in part concerned; your son had 
better alight with you." 

" Instautly," replied the major. " If you will give your 
horse in charge to the postilion, we will attend you at once." 

With a feeling of renewed appréhension, connected, she 
knew not why, with Eanulph, Eleanor beheld her relatives 
descend from the carriage ; and, in the hope of gaining some 
due from their gestures to the subject of their conversation, 
she watched their motions as narrowly as her situation per- 
mitted. From the eamest manner of the priest, and the 
interest his narrative seemed to excite in his hearers, it was 
évident that his communication was of importance. 

Presently, accompanied by Father Ambrose, Mrs. Mow- 
bray retumed to the carriage, while the major, mounting the 
priest's horse, after bidding a hasty adieu to his sister, 
adding, with a look that belied the consolation intended to be 
conveyed by his words, that "ail was well," but without 
staying to offer her any explanation of the cause of his sudden 
departure, rode back the way they had just traversed, and 
in the direction of Rookwood. Bereft of the only person to^ 
whom she could hâve applied for information, though dying 
with curiosity and anxiety to know the meaning of this sin- 
gular interview, and of the sudden change of plans which she 
f elt so intimately concerned herself , Eleanor was constrained 
to préserve silence, as, after their entrance into the carriage, 
her mother again seemed lost in painful reflection, and 
heeded her not ; and the father, drawing from his pocket a 
small volume, appeared intently occupied in its perusal. 

" Dear mother,*' said Eleanor, at îength, tuming to Mrs. 
Mowbray, "my brother is gone " 

" To Eookwood," said Mrs. Mowbray, in a tone calculated 
to check further inquiry ; but Eleanor was too anxious to 
notice it. 

"And wherefore, mother?" said she. "May I not be 
informed ?" 

" Not as yet, my child — ^not as yet," replied Mrs. Mowbray. 
" You will learn ail sufficiently early." 

The priest raised his cat-like eyes from the book to watch 
the effect of this speech, and dropped them instantly, as 
Eleanor tumed towards him, She had been about to appeal 
to Mm, but having witnessed this look, she relinquished her 
scarce-f ormed purpose, and endeavoured to divert her tristful 
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thoughts by gazing through the glimmering médium of bel 
tears upon tbe sootbing aspect of extemal nature — tbat aspect 
wbicb, in sunsbine or in storm, bas ever relief in store for a 
beart embittered by tbe stony coldness of tbe world. 

Tbe road, meanwbile, led tbem tbrougb a long woody 
valley, and was now climbing tbe sides of a steep bill. Tbey 
were soon in tbe vicinity of tbe priory, and of tbe gipsies* 
encampment. Tbe priest leaned forward, and wbispered 
Bometbing in Mrs. Mowbray's ear, wbo looked towards tbe 
ruined sbrine, part of tbe mouldering walls being visible 
from tbe road. 

At tbis moment tbe clatter of a borse's boofs, and tbe 
Sound of a loud voice commanding tbe postilion, in a menacing 
tone, to stop, accompanied by a voUey of imprécations, in- 
terrupted tbe conférence, and bespoke tbe approacb of an 
imwelcome intruder, and one wbom ail, too truly, feared 
would not be readily dismissed. Tbe postilion did bis best 
to rid tbem of tbe assailant. iPerceiying a masked borseman 
bebind bim, approacbing at a furious rate, be bad little doubt 
as to bis intentions, and Turpin, for it was our bigbwayman, 
soon made bis doubts certaanties. He balloo'd to bim to 
stop ; but tbe fellow paid no attention to bis command, and 
disregarded even tbe pistol wbicb be saw, in a casual glimpse 
over bis near side, presented at bis person. Clapping spurs 
into bis borse's flaiJcs, be sougbt* succour in fligbt. Turpin 
was by bis side in an instant. As tbe bigbwayman endea- 
voured to catcb bis reins, tbe lad suddenly wbeeled tbe 
carriage rigbt upon bim, and but for tbe dexterity of Turpin, 
and tbe clever conduct of bis mare, would inevitably bave 
crusbed bim against tbe roadside. As it was, bis left leg was 
sligbtly grazed. Irritated at tbis, Turpin fii'ed over tbe 
man's bead, and witb tbe butt-end of bis pistol felled bim 
from bis seat. Startled by tbe sound, and no longer under 
tbe govemance of tbeir rider, tbe borses rusbed witb f rantic 
violence towards a ditcb tbat bounded tbe otber side of tbe 
bigbway, down wbicb tbe carriage was precipitated, and at 
once overtumed. Turpin' s first act, after be bad ascertained 
tbat no miscbief bad been occasioned to tbose witbin, beyond 
tbe alarm incident to tbe sbock, was to compel tbe postUion, 
wbo bad by tbis time gained bis legs, to release tbe borses 
from tbeir traces. Tbis done, witb tbe best grâce be could 
assume, and, adjusting bis mask, be opened tbe carriage, and 
proceededto liberate tbe captives. 

'* Beg pardon, ma'am," said be, so soon as be bad released 
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Mrs. Mowbray ; " excessively sony, upon my sotil, to hâve 
been the cause of so mucli uimecessary alarm to you — ail 
tlie f ault, I assure you, of that rascal of a postilion ; had the 
fellow only pulled up when I commanded him, this bothera- 
tion might hâve been avoided. You will remember that 
when you pay him — ail his fault, I assure you, ma'am." 

Receiving no reply, he proceeded to extricate Eleanor, 
with whose beauty the inflammable highwayman was instantly 
smitten. Leaving the father to shift for himself, he tumed 
to address some observation of coarse gallantry to her : but 
she eluded his grasp, and flew to her mother's side. 

" It is useless, sir," said Mrs. Mowbray, as Turpin drew 
near them, "to affect ignorance of your intentions. You 
hâve already occasioned us serions alarm, much delay, and 
inconvenience. I trust, therefore, that beyond our purses, 
to which, though scantily supplied, you are welcome, we 
shall sustain no molestation. You seem to hâve less of the 
ruffian about you than the rest of your lawless race, and are 
not, I should hope, destitute of common humanity." 

" Common humanity !" repHed Turpin : " bless you, ma*am, 
I*m the most hiunane créature breathing — ^would not hurt a 
fly, much less a lady. Incivility was never laid to my charge. 
This business may be managed ina few seconds ; and as soon 
as we hâve settled the matter, TU lend your stupid jack-boy 
a hand to put the horses to the carriage again, and get the 
wheels ont of the ditch. You hâve a banker, ma'am, I sup- 
pose in town — perhaps in the country; but I don't like 
country bankers ; besides, I want a little ready cash in Eum- 
ville — beg pardon, ma*am, London, I mean. My ears hâve 
been so stunned with those Romany patterers, I almost think 
in flash. Just draw me a chèque ; l've pen and ink always 
ready ; a chèque for fifty poxmds, ma*am — only fifty. What's 
your banker' s name? Tve blank chèques of ail the best 
houses in my pocket ; that and a kiss f rom the pretty lips of 
that cherry-cheek*d maid," winking to Eleanor, " wiU fully 
content me. You see you hâve neither an exorbitant nor 
imcivil personage to deal with." 

Eleanor shrank doser to her mother. Exhausted by pré- 
viens agitation of the night, greatly frightened by the shock 
which she had just sustained, and stiU more alarmed by the 
words and gestures of the highwayman, she f elt that she was 
momentarily in danger of fainting, and with difficulty pre- 
vented herself from falling. The priest, who had succeeded 
infreeing himself from the carriage, now placed himself be- 
tween Turpin and the ladies. 
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** Be satîsfied, misguided man," said the father, in a stem 
voice, offering a purse, which Mrs. Mowbray hastilj extended 
towards him, "witli the crime you hâve already committed, 
and seek not to péril yonr sonl by deeper guilt ; be content 
with the plunder you now obtain, and départ ; for, by my 
holy calling, I afifirm to you, that if you advance one f ootstep 
towards the further molestation of thèse ladies, it shall be at 
the hazard of your life." 

" Bravo !" exclaimed Turpin. " Now this is what I like ; 
who would hâve thought the old autem-bawler had so much 
pluck in him ? Sir, I commend you for your courage, but 
you are mistaken. I am the quietest man breathing, and 
never harm a human being ; in proof of which, only look at 
your rascal of a postilion, whom any one of my friends would 
hâve sent post-haste to the devil for half the trouble he gave 
me. Easy as I am, I never choose to be balked in my 
humours. I must hâve the fifty and the buss, and then I*m 
off, as soon as you like ; and I may as well hâve the kiss 
while the old lady signs the chèque, and then we shall hâve 
the seal as well as the signature. Poh — poh — ^no nonsense ! 
Many a pretty lass has thought it an honour to be kissed by 
Turpin." 

Eleanor recoiled with deepest disgust, as she saw the high- 
wayman thrust aside the useless opposition of the priest, and 
approach her. He had removed his mask ; his face, flushed 
with insolent triumph, was tumed towards her. Despite the 
loathing which curdled the blood within her veins, she could 
not avert her eyes. He drew near her ; she uttered a shrill 
scream. At that moment a powerful grasp was laid upon 
Turpin's shoulder ; he tumed and beheld Luke. 

" Save me ! save me !" cried Eleanor, addressing the new 
corner. 

" Damnation !" said the highwayman, " what has brought 
you hère ? One would think you were tumed assistant to ail 
distressed damsels. Quit your hold, or, by the God above 
us, you will repent it." 

"Fool!" exclaimed Luke, "talk thus to one who heeds 
you." And as he spoke he hurled Turpin backwards with so 
much force that, staggering a few yards, the highwayman fell 
to the ground. 

The priest stood like one stunned with surprise at Luke's 
sudden appearance and subséquent daring action. 

Luke, meanwhile, approached Eleanor. He gazed upon 
her with curiosity mixed with admiration, for his heart tbld 
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him she was very fair. A death-like palenesa had spread 
over her clieeks ; yet still, despite the want of colour, she 
looked exquisitely beautiful, and her large blue eyes elo- 
quently thanked her deliverer for her rescue. The words she 
wanted were supplied by Mrs. Mowbray, who thanked him 
in appropriate terms, when they were interrupted by Turpin, 
who had by this time picked himself up, and was drawing 
near them. His countenance wore a fierce expression. 

" I tell you what," said he, " Luke Bradley, or Lnke Eook- 
wood, or whatever else you may call yourself , you hâve taken 
a damned unfair advantage of me in this matter, and deserve 
nothing better at my hands than that I should call you to 
instant account for it ; and curse me ! if I don't too." 

" Luke Bradley !" interrupted Mrs. Mowbray ; " are you 
that individual ?" 

" I hâve been so called, madam," replied Luke. 

" Father Ambrose, is this the person of whom you spoke ?" 
eagerly asked the lady. 

" So I conclude," returned the priest, evasively. 

" Did he not call you Luke Eookwood ?" eagerly demanded 
Eleanor. " Is that also your name ?" 

" Eookwood is my name, fair cousin," replied Luke, " if I 
may venture to call you so." 

"And Eanulph Eookwood is " 

"Mybrother." 

"I never heard he had a brother," rejoined Eleanor, with 
some agitation. " How can that be ?" 

" I am his brother, nevertheless," replied Luke, moodily — 

" his ELDEB BROTHEE !^ 

Eleanor turned to her mother and the priest with a look 
of imploring anguish : she saw a confirmation of the truth of 
this statement in their glances. No contradiction was ofEered 
by either to his statement ; both, indeed, appeared in some 
mysterious manner prepared for it. This, then, was the 
dreaded secret. This was the cause of her brother's sudden 
departure. The truth flashed with lightning swiftness across 
her brain. 

Chagrined and mortified, Luke remarked that glance of 
inquiry. His pride was hurt at the préférence thus naturally 
shown towards his brother. He had been struck, deeply 
struck, with her beauty. He acknowledged the truth of 
Peter's words. Eleanor*s loveliness was without parallel. 
He had seeh nought so fair, and the instant he beheld her, 
be felt that for her alone could he cancel his vows to Sybil. 
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The gpirit of rivalry and jealousy was instantly aronsed by 
Eleanor's exclamations. 

" His elder brother !*' echoed Eleanor, dwelling upon hii 
words, and addressing Luke — " then you must be — ^but no, 
you are not, you cannot be — it is Eanulph'B title — it is not 
y ours — you are not ** 

" I am Sir Luke Rookwood," replied Luke, proudly. 

Ere tiie words were uttered Eleanor bad fainted. 

'^ Assistance is at band, madam, if you will accept it, and 
foUow me,'' said Luke, raising tbe insensible girl in his arms, 
and bearing her down the hill towards the encampment, 
whither he was foUowed by Mrs. Mowbray and the priest, 
between whom, during the hurried dialogue we hâve detaUed, 
very significant glances had been exchanged. Turpin, who, 
as it may be supposed, had not been an incurious observer of 
the scène passing, burst into his usual loud laugh on seeing 
Luke bear away his lovely burden. 

" Cousin ! Ha, ha !" said he. " So the wench is his 
cousin. Damme, I half suspect he has fallen in love with 
his new-f ound cousin ; and if so. Miss Sybil, or l'm mistaken, 
will look as yellow as a guinea. If that little Spanish devil 
gets it into her pretty jealous pâte that he is about to bring 
home a new mistress, we shaU hâve a tragedy scène in the 
twinkhng of a bed-post. However, I shan't lose sight of Sir 
Luke until I hâve settled my accounts with him. Hark ye, 
boy," continued he, addressing the postilion ; " remain where 
you are ; you won't be wanted yet awhile, I imagine. There's 
a guinea for you, to drink Dick Turpin's health." 

Upon which he mounted his mare, and walked her easily 
down the hill. 

" And so that be Dick Turpin, folks talk so much about," 
soliloquized the lad, looking curiously after him ; " well, he's 
as civil speaking a chap as need be, blow my boots if he 
ain*t ! and if l'd had a notion it were he, l'd hâve puUed up 
at first call, without more ado. Nothing like expérience ; I 
shall know better another time," added he, pocketing the 
douceur. 

Eushing swiftly down the hill, Luke tarried at the river's 
brink, to sprinkle some of the cool élément upon the pale 
brow of Eleanor. As he held her in his arms, thoughts 
which he fain would bave stifled in their birth took posses- 
sion of his heart. " Would she were mine ?" murmured he. 
" Yet no ! the wish is unworthy." But that wish retumed 
Tinbidden. 
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Eleanor opened lier eyes. She was still too weak to walk 
without support, and Luke, raising her once more in his 
arms, and motioning Mrs. Mowbraj to foUow, crossed tHe 
brook by means of stepping-stones, and condncting bis chaxge 
along a by-path towards the priory, so as to avoid meeting 
witli the crew assembled upon the green. 

Thej had gained one of the roofless halls, when he encoun- 
tered Balthazar. Astonished at the sight of the partj, the 
patrico was abont to address the priest as an acqnaintance, 
when his more orthodox brother raised his finger to his lips, 
in token of caution. The action passed unobseryed. 

" Hie thee to Sybil," said Luke to the patrico. " Bid her 
haste hither. Say that this maiden — that Miss Mowbray 
is hère, and requires her aid. Ily ! I will bear her to the 
refectory." 

As Balthazar passed the priest, he pointed with a signi- 
ficant glance towards a chasm in the wall, which seemed to 
be an opening to some subterraneous chamber. The father 
again made a gesture of silence, and Balthazar hastened upon 
his mission. 

Luke led them to the refectory. He brought a chair for 
Eleanor's support; but so far from reviving, after such' 
attention as could be afforded her, she appeared to become 
weaker. 

He was about to issue f orth in search of Sybîl, when to his 
surprise he found the door fastened. 

"Tou cannot pass this way," said a voice, which Luke 
instantly recognised as that of the knight of Malta. 

" Not pass !" echoed Luke. " What does this mean ?" 

" Our orders are from the queen,*' retumed the knight. 

At this instant the low tolling of a muffled bell was heard. 

" Ha !" exclaimed Luke ; " some danger is at hand." 

His heart smote him as he thought of Sybil, and he looked 
anxiously towards Eleanor. 

Balthazar rushed into the room. 

" Where is Sybil ?" cried Luke. " Will she not come ?" 

" She will be hère anon," answered the patrico. 

" I will seek her myself, then," said Lute. " The door by 
which y ou entered is free." 

" It is not free," replied Balthazar. " Eemain where you 



are." 



"Who will prevent my going forth?" demanded Luke, 
stemly. 
** I will," said Barbara Lovel, as she suddenly appeared in 
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the doorway. "You stir not, excepting at my pleasure. 
Where is the maiden ?** continued she, looking around with 
a grim smile of satisfaction at the consternation produced by 
her appearance. *^ Ha ! I see ; she faints. Hère is a cordial 
that shall revive her. Mrs. Mowbray, you are welcome to 
the gîpsies' dwelling — you and your daughter. And you, Sir 
Luko Bookwood, I congratulate you upon your accession of 
dignity." Turning to the priest, who was evidently over- 
whelmed with confusion, she exclaimed, " And you too, sir, 
think you I recognise you not ? We hâve met ère this, at 
Bookwood. Know you not, Barbara Lovel ? Ha, ha ! It is 
long since my poor dwelling has been so highly honoured. 
But I mustnot delay the remedy. " Let her drink of this," 
said she, handing a phial to Mrs. Mowbray. " It wiU instantly 
restore her." 

" It is poison !" cried Luke. " She shall not drink it." 

" Poison!" reiterated Barbara. " Behold !" and she drank 
off the liquid. " I would not poison your bride," added she, 
turning to Luke. 

" My bride," echoed Luke. 

" Ay, your bride," repeated Barbara. 

Luke recoiled in amazement. Mrs. Mowbray almost felt 
inclined to believe she was a dreamer, so visionary did the 
whole scène appear. A dense crowd of witnesses stood at 
the entrance. Foremost amongst them was the sexton. 
Suddenly a shriek was heard, and the crowd opening to allow 
her passage, Sybil rushed f orward. 



vn. 

HBS. MOWBBAY. 



Well, e:o thy wajs, old Niok Macliiavel, there will never be tlie peer of tliee 
for wliolesome policv and good counsel ; thon took'st pains to clialk men ont 
the dark paths and nidden plots of murther and deoeit, and no man has the 
grâce to loUow thee. The âge is unthankful, thy prînciples are qnite for- 
saken, and wom ont of memory.— Shaebbley Mabuion's Antiquary, 

Sybil's sudden entrance ûlled the group that surrounded 
Miss Mowbray with new dismay. But she saw them not. Her 
soûl seemed rivetted by Eleanor, towards whom she rushed ; 
and while her eye wandered over her beauty, she raised the 
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braided hair from her brow, revealing thé clear, polished 
forehead. Wonder, awe, dévotion, pity, usurped the place of 
hatred. The fieroe expression that had lit up her dark orbs 
was Bucceeded by tender commisération. She looked an im- 
ploring appeal at Barbara. 

" Ay, ay," retumed the old gipsy, extending at the same 
time the phial; "I understand. Hère is that will bring 
the blood once more into her pallid cheeks, and kindle the fire 
within her eyes. Give her of this." 

The effect of the potion was almost instantané© us, amply 
attesting Barbara' s sMU in its concoction. Stifled respira- 
tion • first proclaimed Eleanor's recovery. She opened her 
large and languid eyes ; her bosom heaved almost to burst- 
ing ; her puises throbbed qnickly and feverishly : and as the 
stimulant operated, the wild lustre of excitement blazed in 
her eyes. 

Sybil took her hand to chafe it. The eyes of the two 
maidens met. They gazed upon each other steadfastly and 
in silence. Eleanor knew not whom she regarded, but she 
could not mistake that look of sympathy ; she could not mis- 
take the tremulous pressure of her hand ; she felt the silent 
trickling tears. She retumed the sympathising glance, and 
gazed with equal wonder upon the ministering f aiiy, for such 
she almost seemed that knelt before her. As her looks wan- 
dered from the kindly glance of Sybil to the withered and 
inauBpicious aspect of the gipsy queen, and shifted thence 
to the dusky* figures of her attendants, filled with renewed 
appréhension, she exclaimed, " Who are thèse, and where 
ami?'' 

" You are in safety," replied Luke. " This is the ruined 
priory of St. Francis; and those strange personages are a 
horde of gipsies. Tou need fear no injury from them." 

" My deliverer !" murmured Eleanor ; when ail at once the 
recollection that he had avowed himself a Eookwood, and 
the elder brother of Ranulph, flashed across her memory. 
" Œpsies ; did you not say thèse people were gipsies ? Your 
own attire is the same as theirs. You are not, cannot be the 
brother of Eanulph." 

"I do not boast the same m other," returned Luke, 
proudly ; " but my f ather was Sir Piers Eookwood, and I 
am his elder bom." 

He tumed away. Dark thoughts swept across his brain. 
Maddened by the beauty of Eleanor, stung by her slights, 
and insensible to the silent agony of Sybil; who sought in 
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vain to catch his eye, he thought of nothing but of revenge, 
and the accomplisliment of his purposes. Ail within was a 
wild and fearful turmoil. His better principles were stifled 
by the promptings of evil. " Methinks," cried he, half aloud, 
** if the Tempter were near to offer that maiden to me, even 
at the péril of my sonl's welfare, I could not resist it." 

The Tempter ivas at hand, He is seldom absent on occa- 
sions like the présent. The sexton stood beside his grand- 
son. Luke started. He eyed Peter from head to foot, 
almost expecting to find the cloven foot, supposed to be 
proper to the fiend. Peter grinned in ghastly dérision. 

" Soh ! you would snmmon hell to yonr aid ; and lo ! the 
devil is at your elbow. Well, she îs yours." 

" Make good your words," cried Luke, impatiently. 

" Softly — softly," retumed Peter. " Moderate yourself, 
and your wishes shall be accomplished. Your own desires 
chime with those of others ; nay, with those of Barbara. She 
would wed you to Miss Mowbray. You stare. But it is so. 
This is a cover for some deeper plot; no matter. It shall 
go hard, despite her cunning, if I foil her not at her own 
weapons. There is more mischief in that old woman's brain 
than was ever hatched within. the crocodile's eg^ ; yet she 
shaU find her match. Do not thwart her ; leave aU to me. She 
is about it now," added he, noticing Barbara and Mrs. Mow- 
bray in conférence together. "Be patient — ^I will watch 
her." And he quitted his grandson for the purpose of 
scanning more dosely the manœuvres of the old gipsy. 

Barbara, meanwhile, had not remained inactive. 

" You need féar no relapse in your daughter ; I will answer 
for that," said the old gipsy to Mrs. Mowbray ; " Sybil will 
tend her. Quit not the maiden's side," continued she, ad- 
dressing her grandchild, adding in a whisper, " Be cautions 
— alarm her not — mine eye will be upon you — drop not a 
Word." 

So saying, she shuffled to.a little distance with Mrs. Mow- 
bray, keeping Sybil in view, and watching every motion, as 
the panther watches the gambols of a f awn. 

"Know you who speaks to you?" said tho old crone, in 
the peculiar low and confidential tone assumed by her tribe 
to strangers. "Hâve you forgotten the name of Barbara 
Lovel?" 

"I hâve no distinct remembrance of it," retumed Mrs. 
Mowbray. 

<<Think again/' said Barbara; "and though years are 
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flown, you may perchance recall the black gipsy woman, who, 
wlien you were surrounded with gay gallants, with dancing 
plumes, perused your palm, and whispered in your ear the 
favoured suitor's name. Bide with me a moment, madam," 
said Barbara, seeing that Mrs. Mowbray sbrank from tbe 
recollection thus conjured up ; "I am old — ^very old ; I hâve 
survived the shows of flattery, and being vested with a power 
over my people, am apt, perchance, to take too much upon 
myself with others." The old gipsy paused hère, and then, 
assuming a more familiar tone, exclaimed, " The estâtes of 
Eookwood are ample- " 

" Woman, what mean you ?" 

" They should hâve been yours, lady, and would hâve been, 
but for that marriage. You would hâve beseemed them 
bravely. Sir Eeginald was wilful, and erased the daughter's 
name to substitute that of his son. Pity it is that so faîr a 
créature as Miss Mowbray should lack the dower her beauty 
and her birth entitle her to expect. Pity that Ranulph 
Bookwood should lose his title, at the moment when he 
deemed it was dropping into his possession. Pity that those 
broad lands should pass away from you and your children, as 
they will do, if Eanulph and Eleanor are united." 

"They never shall be imited," replied Mrs. Mowbray, 
hastily. 

" 'Twere indeed to wed your child to beggary," said Bar- 
bara. 

Mrs. Mowbray sighed deeply. 

"There is a way," continued the old crone, in a deep 
whisper, "by which the estâtes might still be hers and 
yours." 

" Indeed !" said Mrs. Mowbray, eagerly. 

" Sir Piers Eookwood had two sons." 

"Hah!" 

« The elder is hère." 

" Luke — Sir Luke. He brought us hither." 

" He loves your daughter. I saw his gaze of passion just 
now. I am old now, but I hâve some skill in levers' glances. 
Why not wed her to him ? I read hands — read hearts, you 
know. They were bom for each other. Now, madam, do 
you understand me ?" 

" But," retumed Mrs. Mowbray, with hésitation, " though 
I might wish for — ^though I might sanction this, Eleanor is 
betrothed to Eanulph — she loves him." 

« Think not of her^ if you are satisfied, She cannot judge 
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80 well for lierself as you can for her. She is a child, and 
knows not what she loves. Her affection will soon be Luke's. 
He is a noble youth — tlie image of his grandfather, jour 
fatber, Sir Eeginald ; and if your daughter be betrothed to 
any one, *twas to the beir of Eookwood. That was an essen- 
tial part of the contract. Why should the marriage not take 
place at once, and hère ?" 

" Hère ! How were that possible ?" 

" You are within sacred walls. I will take you where an 
altar stands. There is no lack of holy priest to join their 
hands together. Your companion, Father Ambrose as you 
caU him, will do the oflBice fittingly. He bas essayed his 
clerkly skill already on others of your house." 

" To what do you allude, mysterious woman ?" asked Mrs. 
Mowbray, with anxiety. 

" To Sir Piers and Susan Bradley," retumed Barbara. 
" That priest united them." 

" Indeed ! He never told me this." 

" He dared not do so ; he had an oath which bound him to 
conceahnent. The time is coming when greater mysteries 
will-be reyealed." 

" 'Tis strange I should not bave heard of this before," 
said Mrs. Mowbray, musingly ; *' and yet I might bave guessed 
as much f rom his obscure hints respecting Banulpb. I see it 
ail now. I see the gulf into which I might bave plunged ; 
but I am wamed in time. Father Ambrose," continued she, 
to the priest, who was pacing the chamber at some little 
^stance frpm them, " is it true that my brother was wedded 
by you to Susan Bradley ?" 

Ere the priest could reply the sexton presented himself . 

" Ha, the very father of the girl !" said Mrs. Mowbray, 
"whom I met within our family vault, and who was so 
strangely moved when I spoke to him of Alan Eookwood. Is 
he hère likewise ?" 

" Alan Eookwood !" echoed Barbara, upon whom a light 
seemed suddenly to break ; "ha ! what said he of him ?" 

" 111-boding raven," interposed Peter, fiercely ; " be con- 
tent with what thou knowest of the living, and trouble not 
the repose of the dead. Let them rest in their infamy." 

"The dead!" echoed Barbara, with a cbuckling laugh; 
" ha ! ha ! he is dead, tben ; and what became of his f air wife 
— his brotber's minion ? 'Twas a foui deed, I grant ; and yet 
there was expiation. Blood flowed — blood " 

"Silence, thou night-hag," thundered Peter, "or I will 
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liave tliee bumed at the stake for the sorcerj tliou practisest. 
Beware," added he, in a deep tone, "I am thy friend." 

Barbara's withered countenance exbibited for an instant 
the deepest indignation at the sexton*s threat. The malédic- 
tion trembled on her tongue; she raised her staff to smite 
him, but she checked the action. In the same tone, and with 
a sharp, suspicions look, she replied, "My friend, sayest 
thou ? See that it prove so, or beware of Twe." 

And, with a malignant scowl, the. gipsy queen slowly 
shufiOled towards her satellites, who were stationed at the 
door. 



VIIT. 

THE PARTING. 



No marriage I esteem it, where the friends 

Force love npon their cluidren ; where the virgîa 

Ib not BO tmly given aB betrayed. 

1 would not hâve betrothed people (for 

I can by no means call them loyers) make 

Their ritoB no wedlock, but a sacrifice. 

Combat of Love and Friendahip, 

Eleanoe Mowbeay had witnessed her mother*s with- 
drawal from her side with much uneasiness, and was with 
difficulty prevented by Sybil from breaking upon her con- 
férence with the gipsy queen. Barbara's daik eye was fixed 
upon them durmg the whole of the interview, aaid communi- 
cated an indeûnite sensé of dread to Eleanor. 

"Who — ^who is that old woman?" asked Eleanor, under 
her breath. " Never, even in my wildest dreams, hâve I seen 
aught so terrible. Why does she look so at us ? She terrifies 
me ; and yet she cannot mean me ill, or my mother ; we hâve 
never injured her." 

"Alas!"sighedSybn. 

" Tou sigh !*' exclaimed Eleanor, in alarm. " Is there any 
real danger, then ? Help us to avoid it. Quick, wam my 
mother ; she seems agitated. Oh, let me go to her." 

" Hush !" whispered Sybil, maintaining an unmoved de- 
meanour under the lynx-like gaze of Barbara. " Stir not, as 
you value your life ; you know not where you are, or what 
may befaU you. Tour safety dépends upon your composure. 
Your life is not in danger ; but what is dearer than life, your 
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love, Î8 threatened wiih a fatal blow. There is a dark deaiga 
to wed y ou to another." 

" Heavens !" ejaculated Eleanor, " and to whom?" 

" To Sir Luke Rookwood." 

" I would die sooner ! Marry him ? Tliej sliall kill me ère 
they force me to it !*' 

" Could you not love liim ?" 

" Love him ! I liave only seen liim within this hour. I 
knew not of his existence. He rescued me from péril. I 
wonld tLank him. I would love him, if I could, for Eanùlph's 
sake ; and yet for Ranulph's sake I hâte him.'* 

" Speak not of him thus to me," said Sybil, angrily. " If 
you love him not / love him. Oh-! forgive me, lady ; pardon 
my impatience — ^my heart is breaking, yet it has not ceased 
to beat for him. x ou say you will die sooner than consent 
to this forced union. Your faith shaU not be so cruelly 
attested. If there must be a victim, I wiU be the SÉbcrifice. 
God grant I may be the only one. Be happy ! as happy as I 
am wretched ! You shaU see what the love of a gipsy 
can do." 

As she spoke, Sybil burst into a flood of passionate tears. 
Eleanor regarded her with the deepest conmiiseration ; but 
the feeling was transient ; for Barbara, now advancing, ex- 
claimed, " Hence to your mother. The bridegroom is wait- 
ing : to your mother girl !" And she motioned Eleanor 
fiercely away. " What means this ? continued the old gipsy. 
What hâve you said to that girl? Did I not caution you 
against speech with her ? and you hâve dared to disobey me. 
You, my grandchild — the daughter of my Agatha, with 
whom my sHghtest wish was law. I abandon you ! I curse 
you!" 

" Oh, curse me not !" cried Sybil. " Add not to my 
despair." 

"Then follow my advice implicitly. Cast off this weak- 
ness ; ail is in readiiiess. Luke shall descend into the vaulted 
chapel; the ceremony shall there take place — there also 
shall Eleanor die — and there again shall you be wedded. 
Take this phial, place it within the f olds of your girdle. When 
aU is over, I wm tell you how to use it ? Are you prepared ? 
Shall we set out ?" 

"I am prepared," replied Sybil, in accents hoUow a» 
despair ; " but let me speak with Luke before we go." 

" Be brief then — each moment is precious. Keep a guard 
upon your tongue. I will to Mrs. Mowbray, ïott hanre 

Q 2 



228 îlOOKWOOD, 

placed the plûal in saf ety. A drop will free you from yout 
troubles." 

" 'Tis in tliat liope I guard it," replied Sybil, as slie de- 
parted in the direction of Luke. Barbara watcbed lier join 
Mm, and tben tumed sbortly towards Mrs. Mowbray and lier 
daughter. 

"You are iU, dear Luke," said Sybil, who had silently ap- 
proached lier faithless lover ; " very ill." 

" m 1" echoed Luke, breaking into frantic laughter. " 111 ! 
Ha, ba ! — upon my wedding-day. No, I am well — ^well. 
Your eyes are jaundiced by jealousy." 

"Luke, dear Luke, laugh not thus. It terrifies me. I 
sball think you insane. There, you are calmer — ^you are more 
like yourself — more human, You looked just now — ob God! 
tbat I sbould say it of you — as if you were possessed by 
démons." 

" And if I were possessed, wbat tben P" 

" Horrible ! bint not at it. You almost make me crédit 
tbe dreadful taies I bave beard, tbat on tbeir wedding-day 
tbe Eookwoods are subject to tbe power of tbe ' Evil One.' " 

" Upon tbeir wedding-day — and / look tbus ?" 

" You do — you do. Ob ! cast tbis frenzy from you." 

" Sbe is mine — sbe is mine ! I care not tbougb fiends 
possess me, if it is my wedding-day, and Eleanor is my bride. 
And you say I look like a Eookwood. Ha, ba !" 

" Tbat wild la^ugbter again. Luke, I implore you, bear 
me one word — my last " 

" I will not bear reproacbes." 

" I mean not to reproacb you. I come to bless you — ^to 
forgive you — to bid you fareweU. Will you not say fare- 
weU ?" 

« FareweU." 

" Not so — ^not so. Mercy ! my God ! Compassionate bim 
and me ! My beart will break witb agony. Luke, if you 
would not kiU me, recall tbat word. Let not tbe guilt of 
my deatb be yours. 'Tis to save you from tbat remorse tbat 
I die !" 

" Sybil, you bave said rigbtly, I am not myself. I know 
not wbat démons bave possession of my soûl, tbat I can 
behold your agonies witbout remorse : tbat your matcbless 
afEection sbould awaken no return. Yet so it is. Since tbe 
&ttal moment wben I bebeld yon maid I bave loved ber." 

** No more. Now I can part witb you. .Farewell !" 

** Stay, stay I wretcb tbat I am. Stay, Sybil ! If we must 
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part, and tliat it must be so I f eel, let me receîve your pardon, 
if you can bestow it. Let me clasp you once more within my 
arma. May you live to happier days — ^may you " 

" Oh, to die thus !" sobbed Sybil, disengaging herself from 
his embrace. " Live to happier days, said you ? When hâve 
I given you reason to doubt, for an instant, the sincerity of 
mi/ love, that you should insuit me thus ?" 

" Then Uve with me — live for me." 

" If you can love me stiU, I will live as your slave, your 
minion, your wife ; aught you will hâve me be. You hâve 
raised me from wretchedness. Oh !" continued she, in an 
altered tone, " hâve I mistaken your meaning ? Did you 
utter those words in f aise compassion for my sufferings ? — 
Speak, it is not yet too late — ail may be well. My fate — my 
life is in your hands. If you love me yet — if you can forsake 
Eleanor, speak — if not, be silent." 

Luke averted his head. 

" Enough !" continued Sybil, in a voice of agony ; " I 
understand. May God forgive you! Fare you well! We 
shaU meet no more." 

"Do we part for ever?" asked Luke, without daring to 
regard her. 

" For eveb !" answered Sybil. 

Bef ore her lover could reply, she shot from his side, and 
plunging amidst the dark and dense assemblage near the 
door disappeared from view. An instant after, she emerged 
into the open air. She stood within the roofless hall. It was 
filled with sunshine — with the fresh breath of mom. The 
ivied ruins, the grassy floor, the blue vault of heaven, seemed 
to greet her with a benignant smile. AU was 7nant and re- 
joicing — ail, save her heart. Amid such brightness her 
sorrow seemed harsh and imnatural ; and as she f elt the glad 
influence of day, she was scarcely able to refrain from tears. 
It was terrible to leave this beautiful world, that blue sky, 
that sunshine, and ail she' loved — so young, so soon. 

Entering a low arch, that yawned within the waU, she 
vanished Hke a ghost at the approach of mom. 
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IX. 

THE PHILTBE. 

Thou hast pr&otised on her with foui channs~^ 
Abufled ber délicate yonth with drags and minerais. 

Shaksfeabe.— 0<]^llo. 

To retvtm to Miss Mowbraj. In a state of mind border- 
ing upon distraction, Eleanor rushed to her motlier, and, 
flinging her arms wildly round her neck, besought her to pro- 
tect her. Mrs. Mowbray gazed anxiouslj upon the altered 
countenance of her daughter, but a few moments relieved her 
from much of her uneasiness. The expression of pain gra- 
dually subsided, and the look of vacuity was suœeeded by one 
of frenzied excitement. A fihn had, for an instant or two, 
dimmed her eyes ; they now gleamed with unnatural lustre. 
She smiled — ^the smile was singular ; it was not the playful, 
pleasurable lighting up of the f aoe that it used to be ; but it 
was a smile, and the mother's heart was satisfied. 

Mrs. Mowbray knew not to what circumstance she could 
attribute this wondrous change. She looked at the priest. 
He was more apt in divioing the probable cause of the sudden 
altération in Eleanor's manner. 

" What if she has swallowed a love-powder?'* said he, 
approaching Mrs. Mowbray, and speaking in a whisper. " I 
hâve heard of such abominable mixtures ; indeed, the holy 
St. Jérôme himself relates an instance of similar sorcery, in 
his lif e of Hilarius ; and thèse people are said to compound 
them." 

" It may be so," replied Mr. Mowbray, in the same tone. 
'* I think that the peculiar softness in the eye is more than 
natural." 

" I will at least hazard an experiment, to attest the truth 
or faUacy of my supposition," retumed the father. " Do you 
see your destined bridegroom yonder?" continued be, ad- 
dressing Eleanor. 

She f ollowed with her eyes in the direction which Father 
Ambrose pointed. She beheld Luke. We know not how to 
describe the sensations which now possessed her. She thought 
not of Eanulph ; or, if she did, it was with vague indifférence. 
Wrapped in a kind of mental trance, she yielded to the plea- 
surable impulse that directed her unsettled fancies towards 
Luke. For some moments she did not take her eyes from 
him. The priest and Mrs. Mowbray watched her in silence. 
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Nothîng passed between the party until Luke joined them. 
Eleauor continued gazing at him, and the seeming tendemess 
of her glance emboldened Luke to advance towards her. The 
Boft fire that dwelt in those orbs was, however, cold as .the 
shining wing of the luciola. 

Luke approached her ; he took her hand ; she withdrew it 
not. He kissed it. Still she withdrew it not ; but gazed at 
hiTTi with gently-glimmering eyes. 

" My daughter is yours, Sir Luke Rookwood/' exclaimed 
Mrs. Mowbray. 

" What says the maid herself ?*' asked Luke. 

Eleanor answered not. Her eyes were still fixed on him. 

" She will not refuse me her hand," said Luke. 

The victim resisted not. 

" To the subterranean shrine," cried Barbara. And she 
gave the preconcerted signal to the band. 

The signal was repeated by the gipsy crew. We may hère 
casually note that the crew had been by no means iminterested 
or silent spectators of passing events, but had, on the con- 
trary, indulged themselves in a variety of conjectures as 
to their probable issue. Several bets were pendent, as to 
whether it would be a match or not, after ail. Zoroaster 
took long odds that the match was ofP ; ofPering a beau to 
halfa quid (in other words, a guinea to a half-guinea) that 
Sybil would be the bride. His offer was taken at once by 
Jerry Juniper, and backed by the knight of Malta. 

" Ha ! there's the signal," cried the knight ; " TU trouble 
you for the bean." 

" And I," added Jerry Juniper, " for another." 

" See 'em fairly spliced first," replied Magus ; " that's vot 
I betted." 

" Vell, vell, a few minutes will settle that. Come, pals, to 
the autem ken. Avay. Mind and obey orders." 

" Ay, ay," answered the crew. 

" Here*8 a torch for the altar of Hymen," said the knight, 
flashing his torch in the eyes of the patrico as he passed 
him. 

" For the halter of Haman, you might say," retumed 
Balthazar, sulkily. " It's well if some of us don't swing 
forit." 

" You don*t say" rejoined the perplexed Magus, " swing ! 
Egad, I fear it's a ticldish business. But there's no fighting 
shy, I fear, with Barbara présent ; and then there's that in- 
fernal autem-bawler ; it will be so cursedly regular. If you 
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had done tlie job, Balty, it would not hâve signified a brass 
farden. Luckily, there will be no vitnesses to snitch upon 
us. There will be no one in the vault besides ourselves." 

" There will be a silent and solemn witness," retumed 
Baithazar, " and one whom you expect not." • 

" Eh ! Vot's that you say ? A spy ?" 

But the patrico was gone. 

" Make way there ; make way, pals, for the bride and 
bridegroom," cried the knight of Malta, drawing excaHbur, 
and preparing to lead the way to the vault. 

The train began to move. Eleanor leaned upon the arm of 
her mother. Beside them stalked Barbara, with an aspect 
of triumph. Luke f oUowed, with the priest. One by one the 
assemblage quitted the apartment. 

The sexton alone lingered. "The moment is at hand," 
said he, musingly, " when ail shall be consummated." 

A few steps brought him into the court. The crowd was 
there still. A brief delay had taken place. The knight of 
Malta then entered the mouth of the vault. He held his 
torch so as to reveal a broken flight of steps, conducting, it 
would seem, to régions of perpétuai night. So thought 
Eleanor, as she shudderingly gazed into the abyss. She 
hesitated ; she trembled ; she refused. But her mother's 
entreaties, and Barbara's threatening looks, induced, in the 
end, reluctant compliance. At lengtii the place was empty. 
Peter was about to foUow, when the sound of a horse's hoofs 
broke upon his ear. He tarried for an instant, and the 
mounted figure of the highwaymen burst within the limits of 
the court. 

" Ha, ha ! old earthworm," cried Dick, " my Nestor of the 
churchyard, alone ! Where the devil are ail the folks gone ? 
Where's Sir Luke, and his new-found cousin, eh?" 

Peter hastily explained. 

" A wedding under ground ? famous ! the thing of ail 
others I should like to see. TU hang Bess to this ivy tod, 
and grub my way with you thither, old mole." 

" You must stay hère, and keep guard," retumed Peter. 

" May I be hanged if I do, when such fim is going 
on." 

" Hanged, in ail probability, you will be," retumed Peter ; 
*'but I should not, were I you, désire to anticipate my 
destiny. Stay hère you must, and shall ; that's peremptory. 
You will be the gainer by it. Sir Luke will reward you 
nobly, I will answer for him. You can serve him most 
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efPectually. Eanulpli Rookwood and Major Mowbray are 
expected hère." 

" The devil they are. But how, or whj " 

" I hâve not time to explain. In case of a surprise, dis- 
charge a pistol ; they must not enter the vault. Hâve you 
a whistle ? for you must play a double part, and we may 
need your assistance below." 

" Sir Luke may command me. Hère' s a pipe as shrill as 
the devil's own cat-call." 

" If it will summon you to our assistance below, 'tis ail I 
need. May we rely on you ?" 

" When did Dick Turpin désert his friends ? Anywhere 
this side the Styx the sound of that whistle wiU reach me. 
1*11 ride about the court, and stand sentry.*' 

" Enough," replied the sexton, as he dived under ground. 

" Take care of your shins," shouted Dick. " That's a 
cursed ugly tum, but he's used to the dark. A surprise, 
eh ! l'il just give a look to my snappers ; flints ail safe. 
"Now Tm ready for them, come when they like." And, 
having made a circuit of the place, he halted near the mouth 
of the subterranean chapel, to be within hearing of Peter's 
whistle, and, throwing his right leg lazily over his saddle, 
proceeded coolly to light a short pipe (the luxury of the cigar 
being then unknown), humming the while snatches of a ballad, 
the thème of which was his own caUing : 

THE SCAMPSMAN. 

Qais verè rex P Seneoa. 

There is not a king, Bhonld you search tbe world round, 
So blithe as the king of tlie road to be f onnd ; 
His pistoFs his sceptre, his saddle's his throne, 
Whence he levies snpplies, or enforces a loan. 

Derry doioiu 

To this monarch the highway présents a wide field, 
Where each passing subject a tribute mnst vield ; 
His palace (the tavem !) receiyes him at night, 
Where sweet lips and sonnd liqnor crown ail with delight. 

Derry down» 

The soldier and sailor, both robbers by trade, 
Full soon on the shelf , if disabled, are laid ; 
The one gets a patch, and the other a peg. 
But, while luck lasts, the highwayman shakos a loose leg I 

Derry down» 

Most fowls rise at dawn, but the owl wakes at c'en, 
And a jollier bird can there nowhere be seen ; 
Like the owl, our snug scampsman his snooze takes by day, 
And when night draws her curtain, scuds after his prey ! 

Derry down. 
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Ab ihe hîgHwayman'g life is tbe fnllest of zest, 

So the highwayman's death is the briefest and beat ; 

He dies not as other men die, by degrees ! 

But AT ONCE ! without yriadng, and qtdte at bis ease ! 

Derry down. 

And thus for the présent we leave him. raxe Dick 
Turpin! 



X. 

ST. CYPRIAÎï's CBLL. 
Lasciate ogni speranza voi oV entrate. Dante. 

Cyprian de Mttlveeton, fifth prior of tlie monastery of 
Saint Francis, a prelate of singular sanctity, being afiOiicted, 
in his latter days, with a despondency so deep that neither 
penance nor fasting could remove it, vowed never again to 
beliold, with earthly eyes, the blessed light of heaven, nor 
to dwell longer with his f ellow-men ; but, relinquishing his 
spiritual dignity, " the world forgetting, by the world forgot," 
to immnre himself , whjle living, within the tomb. 

He kept his vow. Ont of the living rock that sustained 
the sainÛy structure, beneath the chapel of the monastery, 
was another chapel wrought, and thither, after bidding an 
etemal farewell to the world, and bestowing his bénédiction 
\ipon his flock, whom he committed to the care of his suc- 
cessor, the holy man retired. 

Never, save at midnight, and then only during the per- 
formance of niasses for his soûl' s repose, did he ascend éom 
his ceU ; and as the sole light allowed within the dismal dun- 
geon of his choice was that of a sepulchral lamp, as none 
spoke with him in his retreat, save in muttered syllables, 
what efEect must the lustre emanating from a thousand 
tapers, the warm and pungent odours of the incense-breathing 
shrine, contrasted with the earthy vapeurs of his prison- 
house, and the solemn swell of the Sanctus, hâve had upon 
his excited sensés ? Surely they must hâve seemed like a 
foretaste of the heaven he sought to gain ! 

Ascetic to the severest point to which nature' s endurance 
could be stretched, Cyprian even denied himseK repose. He 
sought not sleep, and knew it only when it stole on him un- 
awares. His couch was the flinty rock ; and, long after- 
wards, when the zealous resorted to the sainted prior's cell, 
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and weie sliown those sharp and jagged stones, tliej mar- 
Teiled how one like unto thernselves could rest, or even 
redine upon their points without anguish, imtil it was ex- 
plained to them tha^, doubtless, He who tempereth the wind 
to ihe Bhom lamb had made that flintj couch soft to the 
holj sufEerer as a bed of down. His limbs were clothed in a 
garb of horBehair of the coarsest fabric ; his drink was the 
dank dr<^s that oozed from the porous walls of his cell ; and 
his sustenance, such morsels as were bestowed upon him by 
the poor — the only strangers permitted to approach him. No 
fire was suffered, where perpétuai winter reigned. None 
were admitted to his nightly vigils ; none witnessed any act 
of penance ; nor were any groans heard to issue from that 
dreary cave ; but the knotted blood-stained thong, discovered 
near his couch, too plainly betrayed in what manner those 
long lone nights were spent. Thus did a year roll on. Traces 
of his sufEerings were visible in his faiHng strength. He 
could scareely crawl ; but he meekly declined assistance. He 
appeared not, as had been his wont, at the midnight mass ; 
the door of his cell was thrown open at that hour ; the Hght 
streamed down like a glory upon his révérend head; he 
heard the distant reveberations of the deep Miserere, and 
breathed odours as if wafted from Paradise. 

One mom it chanced that they who sought his ceU found 
him with his head upon his bosom, keeling before the image 
of the virgin patroness of his shrine. Fearing to disturb lus 
dévotions, they stood reverentially looking on; and thus 
silently did they tarry for an hour ; but, as in that space he 
had showed no signs of motion, fearing the worst, they ven- 
tured to approach him. He was cold as the marble before 
which he knelt. In the act of humblest intercession — ^it may 
be, in the hope of grâce — had Cyprian's spirit tled. 

"Blessed are they who die m the Lord," exclaimed his 
brethren, regarding his remains with deepest awe. On being 
touched, the body fell to the ground. It was little more 
than a skeleton. 

Under the cloisters of the holy pile were his bones in- 
terred, with a degree of pomp and ostentation that little 
accorded with the lowliness and self-abasement of this man 
of many sorrows. 

This chapel, at the time of which we treat, was pretty 
much in the same condition as it existed in the days of its 
holy inmate. Hewn out of the entrails of the rock, the roof, 
the vaults, the floor, were of solid granité. Three huge 
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cylindrical pillars, carved out of tlie native rock, rougli as 
the stems of gnarled oak-trees, lent support to the ceiling. 
Support, however, was unneeded ; an earthquake could scarce 
hâve shaken down those solid rafters. Only in one corner, 
where tlie water welled through. a crevice of the rock, in 
drops that fell like tears, was decay manifest. Hère the 
stone, worn by the constant dripping, had, in some places, 
given way. Iq shape, the vault was circular. The interval 
between each massive piUar formed a pointed arch. Again, 
from each pillar sprang other arches, which, crossed by 
diagonal, ogive branches, weaving one into the other, and 
radiating from the centre, formed those beautifuUy intricate 
combinations upon which the eye of the architectural enthu- 
siast loves to linger. Within the ring formed by thèse triple 
columns, in which again the pillars had their own web of 
arches, was placed an altar of stone, and beside it a crucifix of 
the same rude material. Hère also stood the sainted image 
of her who had fiUed the prier with holy aspirations, now a 
shapeless stone. The dim lamp, that like a star struggling 
with the thick gloom of the wintry ceU, had shed its slender 
radiance over the brow of the Virgin Thecla, was gone. But 
around the keystone of the central arches, whence a chain had 
once depended, might be traced in ancient characters, half 
effaced by time, the inscription : 

One outlet only was there from the chapel — ^that which led 
by winding steps to the monastery ; one only recess — ^the 
prior's cell. The former faced the altar ; the latter yawned 
like the mouth of a tomb at its back. Altogether it was a 
dreary place. Dumb were its walls as when they refused to 
return the murmured orisons of the anchorite. One uniform 
sad colouring prevailed throughout. The grey granité was 
grown hoar with âge, and had a ghostly look ; the columns 
were pondérons, and projected heavy shadows. Sorrow and 
superstition had their taie, and a moral gloom deepened the 
darkness of the spot. Despair, which had inspired its con- 
struction, seemed to brood therein. Hope shimned its in- 
exorable recesses. 

Alone, within this dismal sanctuary, with hands out- 
stretched towards the desecrated image of its tutelar saint, 
knelt Sybil. AU was darkness. Neither the heavy vapeurs 
that surrounded her, nor the shrine bef ore which she bent, 
were visible; but familiar with the dreary spot, she knew 
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that she had placed herseK ariglit. Her touch had satisfied 
her that she bowed bef ore tlie altar of stone ; that her be- 
nighted vision was tumed towards the broken image of the 
saint, though now involved in gloom the most prof ound ; and 
with clasped hands and streaming eyes, in low and mournful 
tones, she addressed herself in the following hymn to the 
tutelar saint of the spot : 

HYMN TO ST. THECLA.* 

In my trouble, in my anguish, 
In the depths of my despair, 
As in grief and pain I languish, 
Unto tbee I raise my prayer. 
Sainted yirgin ! martyr'd maiden ! 

Let thy countenance incline 
Upon one with woes o'erladen, 

Kneeling lowly at thy shrine ; 
That in agony, in terror, 
In her blind perplexity, 
Wandering weak in doubt and error, 
Calleth feebly npon tbee. 
. Sinfnl thonghts, sweet saint, oppress me, 
Thonghts that will not be dismissed ; 
Temptations dark possess me, 

Which my strength may not resist. 
I am fnll of pain, and wcary 

Of my life ; I f ain would die ; 
TJnto me the world is dreary ; 
To the grave for rest I fly. 
"Pot rest !— oh ! could I borrow 

Thy bright wings, celestial Dove I 
They should waft me from my soirow, 
Where Peace dwells in bowers above. 
Upon one with woes o'erladen, 

Kneeling lowly at thy shrine ; 
Sainted virgin ! martyr'd maiden I 
Let tby countenance incline 1 
Mei miserere Virgo, 
Requiem œternam donal 

By thy loveliness, thy purity, 

Unçollnted, nndefîled, 
That in serene security 

Upon earth's temptations smiled ;— 
By the fetters that constrain'd thee, 

By thy flame-attested faith, 
By the ferveur that sustain'd thec, 

By thine angel-nshered dcath ; — 
By thy soûl' s divine dation, 

'Mid thine agonies assuring 
Of thy sanctified translation 

To Deatitude enduring ; — 
By the mystic interfusion 

Of thy spirit with the rays, 

* Set to music by Mr. F. Bomer. 
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That in erer-briglit profasion 

Hoand the Tbrone Eternel blaze; 
By thy portion now partaken, 

With the pain-perf ected just ; 
Look on one of hope forsaken, 
From tbe gâtes of mercy thrnat. 
Upon one witb woes o'erladen, 
Kneeling lowly at thy shrine, 
Sainted virgin ! martyr'd maidea I 
Let thy conntenance incline i» 

Ora pro me mortis horâ ! 
Sancta Virgo, oro te! 
Kyrie Eleison! 

The sweet ead voice of tlie singer died faintly away. Tlie 
shajpness of lier sorrow was assuaged. Seldom, indeed, is it 
that fervent supplication fails to call down solace to the 
afflicted. Sjbil became more composed. She stiU, however, 
trembled at the thoughts of what remained to be done. 

" They will be hère ère my prayer is finished," murmured 
she — " ère the end is accomplished for which I came hither, 
alone. Let me, oh ! let me make my peace with my Creator, 
ère I surrender mybeing to his hands, and then let them 
deal with me as they wiU." And she bowed her head in 
lowly prayer. 

Again raising her hands, and casting her eyes towards the 
black ceiling, she implored, in song, the intercession of the 
saintly man who had bequeathed his name to the cell. 

HYMN TO ST. CYPEIAN. 



Hear ! oh ! hear me, snfferer holy, 

Who didst make thine habita- 

^ tion 
'Mid thèse rocks, devoting wholly 

Life to one long expiation 
Of thy guiltiness, and solely 

By severe mortification 
Didst deliver thec. Oh ! hear me ! 

In my dying momcDts cheer me. 
By thy penance, self-denial, 
Aid me in the hour of trial. 



May, throngh thee, my prayers pre- 
vailinjf 
On the Majesty of Heaven, 
O'er the hosts of hell, assailin? 

My soûl, in this dark hoar be driven ! 
So my spirit, when exhaling, 

May of sinf olness bp shriven, 
And His gif t unto the Giver 
May be rendered pure as ever ! 
By thy own dark, dread possession, 
Aid me with thine intercession ! 



Scarcely had she concluded this hymn, when the torch of 
the knight of Malta in part dissipated the gloom that hung 
around the chapel. 



ROOKWOOD. 239 



XI. 

THE BBIDAL. 

Cari. I will not die ; I must not. I am contraoted 

To a young gentleman. 
Executioner. Here's your wedding-ring. Duchess ofMalfy. 

Slowlt did the train descend ; solemnly and in silence, as 
if the rites at which they were about to assist had been those 
of funereal, and not of nuptial, solemnization. Indeed, to 
look upon those wild and fierce faces by the ruddilj-âashing 
torchlight, which lent to each a stern and savage expression ; 
to see âiose scowling visages surrounding a bride from whose 
pallid cheeks every vestige of colour, and almost of anima- 
tion, had fled ; and a bridegroom, with a countenance yet 
more haggard, and demeanour yet more distracted — ^the 
beholder must hâve imagined that the spectacle was some 
horrible cérémonial, practised by démons rather than human 
beings. The arched vault, the pillars, the torchlight, the 
deep shadows, and the wild figures, formed a picture worthy 
of Eembrandt çr Salvator. 

" Is Sybil within the chapel ?" asked Barbara, 

" I am hère," retumed a voice from the altar. 

" Why do we tarry ?" said the gipsy queen. " We are ail 
assembled. To the altar." 

" To the altar !" shrieked Eleanor. " Oh ! no— no " 

"Eemember my threat, and obey," muttered Barbara. 
" You are in my power now." 

A convulsive sob was ail the answer Eleanor could make. 

" Our number is not complète," said the priest, who had 
looked in vain for the sexton. " Peter Bradley is not with 
us." 

"Ha!" exclaimed Barbara. "Let him be sought for 
instantly." 

" Their search need not extend beyond this spot," said 
Peter, stepping forward. 

The knight of Malta advanced towards the altar. The 
torchlight reddened upon the huge stone pillars. -It fell upon 
the shrine, and upon the ghastly countenance of Sybil, who 
stood beside. Suddenly, as the light approached her, an 
object, hitherto hidden from view, was revealed. Sybil 
uttered a prolonged and f earful shriek ; the knight recinled 
likewise in horror ; and a simultaneous cry of astomshment 
burst from the lips of the foremost of the group. Ail 
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crowded forwards, and universal consternation prevailed 
amongst tlie assemblage. Each one gazed at his neighbour, 
anxious to learn tlie occasion of this tumult, and vague f ears 
were communicated to those behind, from the terrified glances, 
wbich were the onlj answers retumed by their comrades in 
front. 

"Who bas dared to bring that body hère?" demanded 
Barbara, in a tone in which anger struggled with appréhen- 
sion, pointing at the same time to the ghastlj corpse of a 
female, with streaming hair, at the altar*s feet. " Who bas 
dared to do this, I say ? Quick ! remove it. What do you 
stare at ? Cravens ! is this the first time you hâve looted 
upon a corpse, that you shrink aghast — that you tremble 
before it ? It is a clod — ay, less than a clod. Away with it ! 
away, I say." 

" Touch it not," cried Luke, lifting a cloud of black hair 
from off the f eatures : " it is my mother*s body." 

" My daughter !" exclaimed the sexton. 

" TVTiat !" vociferated Barbara, " is that your daughter — 
is that the first Lady Eookwood ? Are the dead arisen to do 
honour to the nuptials ? Speak ! you can, perchance, explain 
how she came hither." 

" I know not," retumed Peter, glancing fiercely at Barbara ; 
" I may, anon, demand that question of you. How came 
this body hère ?" 

" Ask of Eichard Checkley," said Barbara, tuming to the 
priest. "He can, perchance, inform you. Priest," added 
she, in a low voice, " this is your handiwork." 

" Checkley !" screamed Peter. " Is that Eichard Checkley ? 
is that " 

"Peace!" thundered Barbara; "will none remove the 
body ? Once more I ask you, do you fear the dead ?" 

A murmur arose. Balthazar alone ventured to approach 
the corpse. 

Luke started to his feet as he advanced, his eyes glaring 
with tiger f ury. 

" Back, old man," cried he, " and dare not, any of you, to 
lay a sacrilegious finger on her corse, or I wiU stretch him 
that advances as lowly as lies my mother's head. When or 
how it came hither matters not. Hère, at the altar, has it 
been placed, and none shall move it hence. The dead shall 
witness my nuptials. Pâte has ordained it — my fate ! o'er 
which the dead préside. Her ring shall link me to my bride. 
I knew noty when I snatched it from her death-cold finger, 
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to what end I preserved it. I leam it now. It is hère.** 
And he held forth a ring. 

" 'Tis a fatal boon, that twice-used ring,'* cried Sybil ; 
" such a ring my mother, on her deathbed, said shonld be 
mine. Such a ring she said should wed me " 

" Unto whom ?" fiercely demanded Luke. 

" Unto Dbath !" she solemnly rejoined. 

Luke's conntenance f ell. He tumed aside, deeply abashed, 
unable further to brook her gaze ; while, in accents of such 
wildly-touching pathos as sank into the hearts of each who 
heard her — hearts, f ew of them framed of penetrable stufE — 
the despairing maiden burst into the following strain : 

THE TWICE-USED EING.* 

" Beware thy bridai day !" 

On her deathbed sighed my mother ; 
" Boware, beware, I say, 

Death shall wed thee, and no other. 
Cold the hand shall grasp thèe, 
Cold the arms shall clasp thee, 
Colder lips thy kîss shall smother 1 
Beware thy bridai kiss ! 

" Thy wedding-ring shall be 
From a day-cold finger taken 
From one that, like to thee, 
Was by her love forsaken. 
For a twice-used ring 
Is a fatal thing ; 
Her griefs who wore it are partaken— 
Beware that fatal ring ! 

" The altar and the grave 

Many steps are not asnnder ; 
Bright banners o'er thee wave, 
Shrouded horror lieth nnder. 
Blithe may sonnd the bell, 
Yet 'twill toU thy knell ; 
Scathed thy chaplet by the thunder— 
Beware thy blighted wreath l" 

Boware my bridai day ! 

Dying lips my doom hâve spoken ; 
Deep tones call me away ; 
From the grave is sent a token. 
Cold, cold fingers bring 
That ill-omened ring ; 
Soon will a second heart be broken I 
This is my bridai day ! 

There was a deep, profound silence as the last melancholy 
cadence died away, and many a rugged heart was melted, 
eyen to tears. Elcanor, meanwhile, remained in a state oi 

• Set to mnsic by Mr, F. Borner, 
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passive stupéfaction, vacantly gazing at Sybil, upon whôûi 
alone her eyes were fixed, and appearing indistinctly to ap- 
prehend the meaning of her song. 

" This is my bridai day,** mnrmuîed sîie, in a lovr toîie, 
wlien Sybil had finisbed. " Said not that sweet roice so ? I 
know 'tis my bridai day. Wbat a church you bave cbosen, 
motber ! A tomb — a sepulcbre — but 'tis meet for such nup- 
tiale as mine. And wbat wedding guests ! Was tbat pale 
woman in ber sbroud*like dress invited bere by you ? Tell 
me tbat, motber." 

" My God, ber sensés are gone !" cried Mrs. Mowbray. 
" Wby did I venture into tbis borrible place !" 

" Ask not îvhf/ now, madam," rejoined tbe priest. " Tbe 
bour for considération is past. We must act. Let tbe mar- 
riage proceed, at aU bazards ; we will tben take means to 
extricate ourselves from tbis accursed place." 

" Eemove tbat borrible object," said Mrs. Mowbray ; " it 
fascinâtes tbe vision of my cbild.*' 

"Lend me your band, Eicbard Cbeckley," said Peter, 
sternly regarding tbe priest. 

" No, no," replied tbe priest, sbuddering j " I wiU not — 
cannot toucb it. Do you alone remore it." 

Peter approacbed Luke. Tbe latter now offered no fur- 
tber opposition, and tbe body was taken away. Tbe eyes of 
Eleanor f ollowed it into tbe dark recesses of tbe vault ; and 
wben sbe could no longer distinguisb tbe wbite flutter of tbe 
cerrelotbes, ber laboiu'ing bosom seemed tom asunder witb 
tbe profound sigb tbat burst from it, and ber bead declined 
upon ber sboulder. 

"Let me see tbat ring," said tbe priest, addressing Luke, 
wbo still beld tbe wedding-ring between bis fingers. 

" I am not natm^ally superstitions," said Mrs. Mowbray ; 
" wbetber my mind be afEected witb tbe borrors of tbis place, 
I know not ; but I bave a dread of tbat ring. Sbe sbaU not 
use it." 

" Wbere no otber can be found," said tbe priest, witb a 
significant and peculiar look at Mrs. Mowbray, " I see no 
reason wby tbis sbould be rejected. I sbould not bave sus- 
pected you, madam, of such WeakHess. Grrant tbere were 
evn speU, or cbarm, attacbed to it, wbicb, trust me, tbere is 
not — as bow sbould tbere be, to a barmless pièce of gold ? — 
my bénédiction, and aspersion witb boly lympb, wiU bave 
sufficient power to exorcise and expel it. To remove your 
fears, it sball be done at once." 
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A cup containing water was brouglit, together with a plate 
of sait (which condiment the devil is said to ablior, and which 
is held to be a symbol of immortality and of etemity; in 
that, being itself incorruptible, it préserves ail else from cor- 
ruption), and, with tbe customary Eomisb foriaula of prayer 
and exorcism, the priest thrice mingled the crystal particles 
with the pure fluid : after which, taking the ring in his hand 
with much solemnity, he sprinkled it with a few drops of the 
water which he had blessed ; made the sign of the cross upon 
the golden circlet ; uttered another and more potent exorcism 
to eradicate and expel every device of Satan, and delivered 
it back to Luke. 

" She may wear it now in safety," said the sexton, with 
strong contempt. " Were the snake himself coiled round 
that consecrated bauble, the prayers of the devout Father 
Checkley would unclasp his lithest folds. But wherefore do 
we tarry now ? Nought lies between us and the altar. The 
path is clear. The bridegroom grows impatient." 

" And the bride ?" asked Barbara. 

"Is ready," replied the priest. " Madam, delay not longer. 
Daughter, your hand." 

Eleanor gave her hand. It was clammy and cold. Sup- 
ported by her mother, she moved slowly towards the altar, 
which was but a few steps from where they stood. She 
offered no résistance, but did not raise her head. Luke was 
by her side. Then, for the first time, did the enormity of the 
cruel, dishonourable act he was about to commit, strike him 
with its full force. He saw it in its darkest colours. It was 
one of those terrible moments when the headlong wheel of 
passion stands suddenly still. 

" There is yet time," groaned he. " Oh ! let me not damn 
myself perpetually ! Let me save her ; save Sybil ; save 
myself." 

They were at the altar — that wild wedding train. High 
overhead the torch was raised. The red light flashed on 
bridegroom and on bride, giving to the pale featuîies of each 
an afînost livid look ; it fell upon the gaunt aspect of the 
sexton, and lit up the smile of triumphant malice thaï played 
upon his face ; it fell upon the fantastical habiliments of 
Barbara, and upon the haughty but perturbed physiognomy 
of Mrs. Mowbray; it feU upon the salient points of the 
Gothic arches ; upon one moulded pillar ; upon the marble 
image of the virgin Thecla ; and on the scarcely less marble 
countenance of Sybil, who stood behind the altat, silent, 

b2 
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Btatue-like, immovable. The effect of light and sliade on 
other parts of the scène, upon the wild <&apery, and harsh 
linéaments of many of the group, was also eminently strildng. 
Just as the priest was about to commence the marriage- 
service, a yelling chorus, which the gipsies were accustomed 
to sing at the célébration of the nuptials of one of their own 
tribe, burst f orth. Nothing conld be more horribly discordant 
than their song. 

WEDDING CHOEUS OF GIPSIES. 

Scrape the catgut ! pass the lîqnor ! 
Let yonr quick feet move the quicker. 

Ta-ra-la ! 

Dance and sing in jolly chorns, 
Bride and bridegroom are before tir, 
And the patrico stands o'er as. 

Ta-ra-la ! 

To nnite their hands he*s ready ; 
For a moment, pals, be steady ; 
Cease yonr qnaffing, 
Dancing, laughing ; 
Leaye off riot. 
And be qniet, 
While *ti8 doing. 

'Tis begun, 
Ail is over ! 
Two are one ! 
The patrico has link'd 'em ; 
Daddy Hymen' s torch has blink'd *em ; 
Amen! 
To't again ! 
Now for qnaffing, 
Now for langhing, 
Stocking-throwing, 
Liqnor flowing ; 
For onr bridais are no bridîes, and onr altars never àlter; 
From the flagon never flinch we ; in the jig we neyer falter> 
No ! that's not our way, for we 
Are stanch lads of Bomanv. 
For onr wedding, then, hurrah ! 
Hurrah! hnrrah! hurrah! 

This uncouth chorus ended, the marriage proceeded. Sybil 
had disappeared. Had she fled ? "No ! she was by the bride. 
Eleanor mechanically took her place. A faint voice syllabled 
the responses. Ton could scarcely hâve seen Miss Mowbray's 
lips move. But the answers were given, and the priest was 
satisfied. 

He took the ring, and sprinkled it once again with the holy 
water, in the form of the cross. He pronounced the prayer : 
** Benedic, Domine, annulum himc, quem nos in tuo nomine 
l^enedicimus, ut qu89 eum gestaverit, fidelitatem integram silo 
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Bponso tenens, in pace et volimtate tuâ permaneat atque in 
mutuâ charitate semper vivat." 

He was about to retum the ring to Luke, when the torcli, 
held by the knight of Malta, was dashed to the ground by 
some unseen hajad, and instantly extinguished. The wild 
pageant vanished as suddenly as the figures cast by a magic- 
tantem upon a wall disappear when the glass is removed. A 
wild hubbub succeeded. Hoarsely above the clamour arose 
the voice of Barbara. 

" To the door, qnickly ! — ^to the door ! Let no one pass. 
I wiU find out the author of this mishap anon. Away !" 

She was obeyed. Several of the crew stationed themselves 
at the door. 

Proceed now with the ceremony," continued Barbara. 
By darkness, or by light, the match shall be completed." 

The ring was then placed upon the finger of the bride ; and 
as Luke touched it, he shuddered. It was cold as that of the 
corpse which he had clasped but now. The prayer was said, 
the blessing given, the marriage was complète. 

Suddenly there issued firom the darkness deep dirge-like 
tones, and a voice solenmly chanted a strain, which ail knew 
to be the death-song of their race, hynmed by wailing 
women over an expiring sister. The music seemed to float 
in the air. 

THE SOULBELL.* 

East the sand of lif e is f ailing, 
Fast her latest sigh exhaling, 

Fast, fast, is she dying. 

With death's ohills her limbs are shivering, 
. With death's gasp the lips are qniyermg, 

Fast her sool away ia flying. 

O'er the monntain-top it fleeteth, 
And the skyey wonders greeteth, 
Singing loud as stars it meeteth 

On its way. 

Hark ! the sullen Sonl-bell tolling, 
Hollowly in echoes roUing, 

Seems to say — 

" She will ope her eyes- oh, never ! 
Qnenched their dark light— gone for eyer I 

She is dead." 

The marriage group yet lingered near the altar, awaiting, it 
would seem, permission from the gipsy queen to quit the cell. 
Luke stirred not. Clasped in his own, the cold hand of his 

* Set to music by Mr. F. Borner. 
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bride detained him ; and when he would hâve moved, her 
tightened grasp prevented his departure. 

Mrs. Mowbray's patience was exhausted by tbe delay. She 
was not altogether free firom appréhension. " Why do we 
linger hère ?" she whispered to the priest. " Do you, father, 
lead the way." 

" The crowd is dense," replied Checkley. " They resist my 
effort." 

" Are we prisoners hère ?" asked Mrs. Mowbray, in alarm. 

" Let me make the attempt," cried Lnke, with fiery im- 
patience. " I will force a passage ont." 

"Quit not your bride," whispered Peter, "as you value 
her safety. Heed not aught else. She alone is in danger. 
Suffer her not to be withdrawn from your hand, if you would 
not lose her. Remain hère. I will bring the matter to a 
speedy issue." 

" Enough," cried Luke ; " I stir not hence." And he drew 
his bnde doser towards him. He stooped to imprint a kiss 
upon her lips. A cold shudder ran through her frame as he 
touched them, but she resisted not his embrace. 

Peter's attempt to effect an egress was as unsuceessful as 
that of the priest. Presenting excalibur at his bosom, the 
knight of Malta challenged him to stand. 

" You cannot pass," exclaimed the knight; "our orders are 
peremptory." 

" "WTiat am I to understand by this ?" said Peter, angrily. 
" Why are we detained ?" 

"You will leam ail anon," retumed Barbara. "In the 
mean time, you are my prisoners; or, if you like not the 
phrase, my wedding guests." 

" The wedding is complète," retumed the sexton ; " the 
bride and bridegroom are impatient to départ; and we, 
the guests (albeit, some of us may be no foes to darkness), 
désire not to hold our nuptial revels hère." 

" Sybil's wedding has nottaken place," said Barbara; " you 
must tarry for that." 

" Ha ! now it comes," thought Peter. " And who, may I 
ask," said he, aloud, " amongst this goodly company is to be 
her bridegroom ?" 

" The best amongst them," retumed Barbara, " Sir Luke 
Eookwood." 

"He has a bride aJready," replied Peter. 

" She may be removed,'^ said Barbara, with bitter and 
peculiar emphasis. " Dost understand my meaning now ?" 
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" I will not understaoïd it," said Peter. " You camiot mean 
to destroy lier who now stands at the altar ?" 

" She who now stands at the altar must make way for a 
successor. She who grasps the bridegroom's hand shall die. 
I swear it by the oath of my tribe." 

" And thiok you you wiU be allowed to exécute your mur- 
derous intention with impunity ?" shrieked Mrs. Mowbray, in 
an agony of terror. " Think you that I will stand by, and 
see my child slaughtered bef ore my face ; that my friends will 
suffer it ? Think you that even your own tribe will dare to 
exécute your horrible purpose ? They will not. They will 
side with us. Even now they murmur. What can you hope 
to gain by an act so wUd and dreadf ul ? What object can 
you hâve ?" 

"The same as your own," reiterated Barbara; "the ad- 
vancement of my child. Sybil is as dear to me as Eleanor is 
to you. She is my child's child, the daughter of my best- 
beloved daughter. I hâve swom to marry her to Sir Luke 
Rookwood. The means are in my power. I wiU keep my 
vow ; I will wed her to him. You did not hesitate to tear 
your daughter from the man she loved, to give her to the 
man she hated ; and for what ? For gold, for power, for 
rank. I hâve the same motive. I love my child, and she 
loves Sir Luke; has loved him long and truly; therefore shaU 
she hâve him. What to me is your child, or your feeUngs, 
except they are subservient to my wishes? She stands in my 
way. I remove her." 

" Who placed her in your path ?" asked the sexton. " Did 
you not lend a helping hand to create that obstacle yourself ?" 

" I did," replied Baibara. " Would you know wherefore ? 
I will tell you. I had a double motive for it. There is a 
curse upon the house of Rookwood, that kiUs the first f air 
bride each gener9»tion leads to the altar. Hâve you never 
heard of it ? 

" I hâve ! And did that idle legend sway you ?" 

" And do you call it idle ? You ! Well, I had another 
motive — a prophecy." 

** By yourself uttered," replied Peter. 

" Even so," repHed Barbara. " The prophecy is fulfilled. 
The stray rook is f ound. The rook hath with rook mated. 
iuke hath wedded Eleanor. He will hold possession of his 
tends. The pirophecy is fulfilled." 

'• ^* Bcit^çw ?' sîdced Peter. " Will your aort tell you»how a^d 
^J \» %hliDi BkQw hold pofiiseBsi<>s^ ? C^ y w teU mQ ^hftt î" 
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" My art goes not so far. I liave predicted thé event. It 
lias corne to pass. I am satisfied. He has wedded her. Be 
it mine to free liim from that yoke." And Barbara laughed 
exultingly. 

The sexton approached the old crone, and laid his hand 
with violence upon lier shoulder. 

" Hear wie," cried he, " and I wiU tell you that which your 
juggling art refuses to reveal. Eleanor Mowbray is heir to 
the lands of Rookwood ! The estâtes are hera ! They were 
bequeathed to her by her grandsire, Sir Eeginald." 

" She was unborn when he died," cried "Mxb, Mowbray. 

" True/' replied Peter ; " but the lands were left to your 
iasyjLQfemale, should such issue be bom." 

"And did Sir Piers, my brother, know of this ? did he see 
this will?" asked Mrs. Mowbray, with trembling impatience. 

" He did, and withheld the Imowledge of it from you and 
yours." 

" Ah ! why knew I not this bef ore ? Why did you not tell 
me ère that was done which cannot be undone ? I hâve sacri- 
ficed my child." 

" Because it did not chime with my purposes to tell you," 
retumed Peter, coldly. 

" It is false ; it is false," cried Mrs. Mowbray, her anger 
and vexation getting the better of her fears. " I will not 
believe it. Who are you, that prétend to know the secrets of 
our house ?" 

" One of that house," replied the sexton. 

" Tour name ?" 

"Would you know my name?" answered Peter, stemly. 
" The time is come when I will no longer conceal it. I am 
Alan Rookwood." 

" My father's brother !" exclaimed Mrs. Mowbray. 

" Ay, Alan Rookwood. The swom enemy of your father, 
of you, of ail ye ; your fate, your destiny, your curse. I am 
that Alan Rookwood whose name you breathed in the vault. 
I am he, the avenger, the avenged. I saw your father die. 
I heard his groans — his groans ! — ^ha, ha ! I saw his sons 
die: one fell in battle — I was with him there. The other 
expired in his bed. I was with Sir Piers when he breathed 
his last, and listened to his death agonies. 'Twas I who 
counselled him to keep the lands from you and firom your 
child, and he withheld them. One only amongst the race, 
whose name I hâve cast off, hâve I loved ; and him, because," 
added he; with something like emotioU; ^' because he was my 
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daughter's child, Luke Rookwood. And even he shall mînister 
to my vengeance. He will be your curse — your daughter's 
curse ; for he loves her not. Yet he is her husband, and hath 
her lands ; ha, ha!" And he laughed till he became convulsed 
with the paroxysm of fiendish exultation. 

" Mine ears are stunned," cried Mrs. Mowbray. 

" The bride is mine ; relinquish her to me," said Barbara. 
" Advance and seize her, my children." 

Alan Rookwood (for so we shall hencef orth denominate the 
sexton) suddenly grew calm : he raised the whistle to his lips, 
and blew a caU so loud and shrill, that those who were ad- 
vancing hung back irresolute. 

There was a rush at the door of the vault. The sentinels 
were struck down ; and with pistols in each hand, and fol- 
lowed by two assistants, Dick Turpin sprang into the thick of 
the crew. 

" Hère we are," cried he, " ready for action. Where is Sir 
Luke Rookwood ? where my churchyard pal. Peter ?" 

" Hère," cried the sexton and Luke simultaneously. 

" Then stand aside," cried Dick, pushing in the direction 
of the sounds, and bearing down ail opposition. " Hâve a 
care there, thèse triggers are ticklish. Friend or foe, he who 
touches me shaU hâve a bullet in his gizzard. Hère I am, 
pal Peter; and hère are my two chums, Rust and Wilder. 
Cut the whid." 

"Havewe license to pass scathless now?" asked the sexton, 
" or shall we make good our way ?" 

" Tou shall not pass," cried Barbara, furiously. " Think 
you to rob me of my prey? What, cowards? do you hesitate? 
Ha !" 

" Kindle the torches," cried several voices. " We fight not 
in the dark." 

A pistol was flashed. The torch again blazed. Its light 
fell upon a tumultuous group. 

" Seize the bride," cried Barbara. 

" Hold !" exclaimed a voice from the altar. The voice was 
that of Sybil. 

Her hand was clasped in that of Luke. Eleanor had f ainted 
in the arms of the gipsy girl Handassah. 

" Are you my bride ?" ejaculated Luke, in dismay. 

" Behold the ring upon my finger ! Your own hand placed 
it there." 

" Betrayed !" screamed Alan, in a voice of anguish. " My 
schemes annihilated — myself undone — ^my enemies triumphant 
— ^lost ! lost ! AU is destroyed — ail !" 
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<*Joy! joy!" exelaimed Mrs. Mowbray: "my chiM i» 
Ifâived." 

" And mine destroyed," groaned Barbara. " I li^^ve sworD 
by tbe cross to slay the bride — ard Sybil is that bride." 



XII. 

ALAN BOOKWOOD. 



The woK sliall find ber graye, and sorape it up ; 

Not to derour the corse, but to digcoTer 

The horrid mm'ther. Websteb. 

" Bbàvo l capital !" cried Turpin, laughing loud aad long 
as an Olympian deity ; " bas tbis simple wench outwitted yo\j 
ail ; tumed the tables upon the whole gang of plotters, eh. ? 
Excellent ! ha, ha, ha ! The next time you wed. Sir Luli^^, 
let me a,dvise you not to choose a wife in the dark. A man 
should bave aU bis sensés about bim on thèse occasions. 
Make love wben the liqnor's in ; marry when it's ont, ftnd, 
above ail, witb your eyes open. Tbis beats eock-fighting— 
ha, ha, hsk ! — ^you must excuse me ; but, upon my soûl, I ew*t 
b^ it." And his laugbter seemed inextinguisj^abl^. 

" Take your men witbout," wbispered Alan ^jgookwood j 
'^keep watch as befoxe, ax^ let the discharge of a pistol 
bespeak the approacb of danger, as agreed upon ; ^luch yet 
remains to be donc hère." 

" How so ?" asked Di^k : " it seems to me tbe iob's ©n- 
tirely settled — if not to your satisfaction. l'm always ready 
to oblige my friend Sir Luke ; but curse Ufte if l'U lend my 
help to any underhand work. Steer clear of foui plfty> or 
Dick Turpin holds no hand witb you. Aa to tbsbt pooy wench, 
if you mean her any harm, curse me if I will — > — " 

"No harm is intended her," replied Alan. "I applaud 
your magnanimity," added he, sarcasticaUy ; "such senti- 
ments are, it must be owned, in excellent keeping witb your 
^nduct." 

"In keeping or not," replied Turpin, gravely, "cold- 
blooded murder is altogetber out of my line, and I wash my 
banda of it. A shot or two in self-defence is another matter ; 
•and when " 

"A truo^ to tbis," interruptçd Ala»; "the girliasafe. 
Witt ;<K\i mount guard agaJA F" 
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" If tliat be thé case, certainly," replied Dick : ^' I sliall be 
glad to get back to Bess. I couldn't bring her witli we into 
this black hole. A couple of sbots will teU you 'tis Banulph 
Rookwood. But mind, no harm to the gipsy girl — to Lady 
Rookwood, I sbould say. She's a jewel, take my word for it, 
whicb Sir Luke must be mad to throw away." And calling 
bis companions, be departed. 

Alan Rookwood bent bis steps towards tbe gipsy queeii. 
Dark tbougbts gatbered tbickly o'er bis brow. He smiled as 
be drew nigb to Barbara — a smile it was 

That wrinkled np bis skin even to the hair. 

Barbara looked at bim at first witb distrust ; but as he 
developed bis secret purposes, tbat smile became reflected 
upon ber own features. Tbeir conférence took place apart. 
We willingly leave tbem to retum to tbe altar. 

Mrs. Mowbray and tbe priest were stiU tbere. Botb were 
occupied in ineffectuai endeavours to restore Eleanor to con- 
sciousness. Sbe recovered f rom ber swoon ; but it was 
évident ber sensés still wandered ; and vainly did Mrs. Mow- 
bray lavisb ber tenderest caresses upon ber cbild. Eleanor 
retumed tbem not. 

Luke, meanwbile, bad given vent to tbe wildest fury. He 
sbook away Sybil's grasp ; be dasbed ber from bim ; be re- 
garded ber witb witbering glances: be loaded ber witb 
reproacbes. Sbe bore bis violence witb meekest submissiou; 
sbe looked imploringly — ^but sbe replied not to bis taunt^. 
Again sbe clung to tbe bem of bis garment wben cast aside. 
Luke appeared unmoved ; wbat passed witbin we pause not to 
examine. He grew calmer ; bis calmness was more terrible 
to Sybil tban bis préviens wratb bad been. 

" You are my wife," said be ; " wbat tben ? By fraud, by 
stratagem, you bave obtained tbat title, and, perforée, must 
keep it. But tbe title only sball you retain. No rigbts of 
wife sball ever be yours. It will be in your power to caJl 
yourself Lady Rookwood — ^you willbe so in name — ^in notbing 
else." 

" I sball not bear it long," murmured Sybil. 

Luke laugbed scomfully. " So you said before," replied 
be ; " and y et I see not wby you are likely to abandon it. 
Tbe event will sbow. Tbus far you bave deceived me, and I 
place no furtber faitb in your assertions. My band was 
yours ; you refused it. Wben I would give it to anotber, you 
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grasp it clandestinely. Am I to believe you now? The 
wind will change — the vane veer with it." 

It will not veer from you," she meekly answered. 
Why did you step between me and my bride ?" 

"To save her life ; to lay mine down for hers." 

" An idle subterfuge. You know well that you run no 
risk of being called upon to do so. Your life is in no danger. 
The sacrifice was unnecessary. I could hâve dispensed with 
your assistance : my own arm would hâve sufficed to protect 
Eleanor." 

" Your single arm would not hâve prevailed against 
numbers : they would hâve killed you likewise." 

" Tush !" said Luke, fiercely. " Not only hâve you snatched 
from me my bride, you hâve robbed me of my fair estâtes, 
of ail, save of my barren title, and that, even that^ you hâve 
tamished." 

" True, true," sighed Sybil. " I knew not that the lands 
were hers, else had I never done it." 

" False, false," cried Luke ; " false as the rest. They will 
be Ranulph's. She will be Eanulph's. I shall still be an 
outcast, while Ranulph will riot in my halls — ^will press her 
to his bosom. Cling not to me. Hence ! or I will spurn you 
from me. I am imdone, undone by you, accursed one." 

** Oh, curse me not ! your words eut deep enough." 

"Would they could kill you," cried Luke, with savage 
bittemess. "You hâve placed a bar between me and my 
prospects, which nothing can now remove — ^nothing but — 
ha !" and his countenance assumed a deadly hue and fearful 
expression. " By Heaven, you almost rouse the f ell spirit 
which it is said dwells within the breast of my devoted race. 
I feel as if I could stab thee." 

"No, no," shrieked Sybil ; "for mercy's sake, for your own 
sake, do not stab me. It is not too late. I will repair my 
wrong !" 

" Ever deceiving ! you would again delude me. You can- 
not repair it. One way alone remains, and that ^" 

" I will pursue," responded Sybil, sadly but firmly. 

" Never," cried Luke ; " you shall not. Ha !" exclaimed 
he, as he found his arm suddenly pinioned behind him. 
" What new treachery is this? By whose orders am I thus 
fettered ?" 

" By mine," said Alan Rookwood, stepping f orward. 

"By yours?" echoed Luke. "And wherefore? Release 
me." 
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" Be patient," replied Alan. " You wîll hear ail anon. In 
the mean time you must be content to remain my prisoner. 
Quit not yonr nold," added lie, addressing tlie gipsies, who 
kept charge of Luke. 

" Their lives shall answer for their obédience," said Bar- 
bara. 

TJpon a further signal from Alan, Eleanor was tom from 
lier mother's arms, and a bandage passed so suddenly oyer 
Mrs. Mowbray's face, that, before she could raise a cry of 
alarm, ail possibility of utterance was effectually preyented. 
The priest alone was left at liberty. 

Barbara snatched the hand of Eleanor. She dragged her 
to Sybil. 

" Ton are Lady Eookwood," whispered she ; " but she has 
your domains. I giye her to you." 

" She is the onîy bar between thy husband and his rights," 
whispered Alan Rookwood, in a tone of horrible irony ; " it 
is not too late to repair your wrong.** 

" Away, tempter !" cried Sybil, horror-stricken. " I know 
you weU. " Yet," continued she, in an altered tone, " I wiU 
risk ail for him. I haye done him wrong. One mode of 
atonement remains ; and, horrible though it be, I will 
embrace it. Let me not pause. Giye her to me." And she 
seized upon the unresisting hand of Eleanor. 

" Do you need my aid ?" asked Barbara. 

" No," replied Sybil ; " let none approach us. A clapping 
of hands will let you know when ail is oyer." And she 
dragged her passiye yictim deeper into the yault. 

" Sybil, Sybil !" cried Luke, struggling with firantic yiolence 
to liberate himself ; " hurt her not. I was rash. I was mad. 
I am calmer now. She hears me not — she will not tum. 
God of heayen ! she will murder her. It will be done while I 
speak. I am the cause of ail. Eelease me, yillains ! Would 
that I had died ère I had seen this day." 

At a signal from the sexton, Luke also was blindfolded. 
He ceased to struggle. But his labouring breast told of the 
strife within. 

" Miscreants !" exclaimed the priest, who had hitherto 
witnessed the proceedings in horror. " Why do not thèse 
rocks fall in, and crush you and your iniquities ? Saye her ! 
oh, saye her ! Haye you no pity for the innocent ?" 

" Such pity haye we," replied Alan Rookwood, " as you 
showed my daughter. She was as innocent as Eleaiiior 
Mowbray, and yet you did not pity her,** 



254 ROOKWOOD. 

"Heaven is my witness," exclaimed the priest, "that I 
never injured her.'* 

" Take not Heaven's name in vain," cried Alan. " Who 
stood by wliile it was doing ? Whose firmer hand lent aid 
to the murderer's trembling efforts ? Whose pressure stifled 
lier thrilling screams, and choliedher cries for mercy ? Tours 
— ^yours ; and now you prate to me of pity — you, the slayer 
of the sleeping and the innocent !" 

" *Tis false !" exclaimed the priest, in extremity of terror. 

"False !" echoed Alan. "I had Sir Piers's own confession. 
He told me aU. You had designs upon Sir Piers, which his 
wife opposed : you hated her ; you were in the confidence of 
both — ^how did you keep that confidence ? He told me how, 
by awakening a spirit of jealousy and pride, that o*ermastered 
aU his better feelings. False ! He told me of your hellish 
machinations ; your Jesuitical plots ; your schemes. He was 
too weak, too feeble an instrument to serve you. You left 
him, but not before slie had left him. False ! ha, I hâve that 
shall instantly convict you. The corpse is hère, within this 
cell. Who brought it hither ?" 

The priest was silent: he seemed confounded by Alan's 
violence. 

" I will answer that question," said Barbara. " It was 
brought hither by that false priest. His agent, Balthazar, 
has betrayed him. It was brought hither to prevent the dis- 
covery of Sir Luke Rookwood's legitimacy. He meant to 
make his own terms about it. It has come hither to pro- 
claim his guilt — to be a fearful witness against him." Then, 
tuming to Checkley, she added, " You hâve called Heaven to 
witness your innocence : you shall attest it by oath upon 
that body ; and should aught indicate your guilt, I will hang 
you as I would a do g, and clear off one long score with 
justice. Do you shrink from this ?" 

" No," replied the priest, in a voico hoUow and broken. 
" Bring me to the body." 

" Seize each an arm," said Barbara, addressing Zoroaster 
and the knight of Malta, " and lead him to the corse." 

" I will administer the oath," said Alan Eookwood, sternly. 

" No, not you," stammered the priest. 

" And wheref ore not ?" asked Alan. " If you are innocent, 
you need fear nothing fi'om her." 

" I fear nothing from the dead^^ replied Checkley : " lead 



on. 



We wiU now return to Sybil. She was alone with her 
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tictîiû. They Weire near the mouth of the cell which had 
been Prior Cypriati's flinty dormitory, and were almost iti- 
volved in darkness. A broken stream of light glanced 
through the pillars. Eleanor had not spokeïi. She suffered 
berself to be dragged thither without résistance, scarcely con- 
Bcious, it would seem, of her danger. Sybil gazed upon her 
for some minutes with sorrow and surprise. " She compire- 
hends not her perilous situation," murmured Sybil. " She 
knows not that she stands upon the brink of the grave. Oh ! 
would that dhe could pray. Shall I, her murderess, pray for 
her ? My prayers would not be heard. Atid yet to kill her 
unshriven will be a twofold crime. Let me not look on her. 
My hand trembles. I can scarce grasp the dagger. Let me 
think on aU he has said. I hâve wronged him. I am his 
bane, his curse ! I hâve robbed him of ail : there is but one 
remedy — *tis this ! — Oh, Ck)d î she recovers. I cannot do it 
now." 

It was a fearful moment for Eleanor's revival, when the 
bright steel flashed before her eyes. Terror at once restored 
her. She cast herself at Sybil' s feet. 

" Spare, spare me !" cried she. " Oh ! what a dream I 
hâve had. And to waken thus, with the dagger's point at 
my breast. Tou will not kill me — you, gentle maid, who 
promised to préserve me. Ah, no, I am sure you will not." 

" Appeal no more to me," said Sybil, fiercely. " Make 
your peace with Heaven. Tour minutes are numbered." 

" I cannot pray," said Eleanor, ** while you are near me." 

" Will you pray if I retire and leave you ?" 

*^ No, no. I dare not — cannot," shrieked Eleanor, in ex» 
tremity of terror. " Oh ! do not leave me, or let me go." 

" If you stir," said Sybil, " I stab you to the heart." 

" I will not stir. I will kneel hère for ever. Stab me as I 
kneel — as I pray to you. Tou cannot kill me while I cling 
to you thus — while I kîss your hands — while I bedew them 
with my tears. Those tears will not sully them like my 
blood." 

" Maiden," said Sybil, endeavouring to withdraw her hand, 
" let go youf hold — your sand is run." 

" Mercy !" 

" It is in vain. Close your eyes." 

" No, 1 will fix them on you thus — you cannot strike then. 
I will cling to you— embrace you. Tour nature is not cruel 
^-*your Boul is full of pity. It melts — those tears — you will 
bè merdful. You cajmot delibei^tely kill me." 
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" I cannot — ^I cannot !" said Sybil, with a passîonate out- 
burst of grief, " Take you life on one condition." 

" Name it." 

" That you wed Sir Luke Eookwood." 

" Ah !" exclaimed Eleanor, " ail rushes back upon me at 
that name ; the whole of that f earf ul scène passes in review 
before me." 

" Do you reject my proposai P" 

" I dare not." 

" I must hâve your oath. Swear by every hope of etemity 
that you will wed none other than him." 

" By every hope, I swear it." 

" Handassah, you wiU bear this maiden's oath in mind, 
and witness its fulfilment." 

" I will," replied the gipsy girl, stepping forward from a 
recess, in which she had hitherto remained unnoticed. 

" Enough. I am satisfied. Tarry with me. Stir not — 
scream not whatever you may see or hear. Tour life dépends 
upon your firmness. When I am no more " 

" No more ?" echoed Eleanor, in horror. 

" Be calm," said Sybil. " When I am dead, clap your 
hands together. They will come to seek you — they will find 
me in your stead. Then rush to him — to Sir Luke Rook- 
wood. He will protect you. Say to him hereafter that I 
died for the wrong I did him — ^that I died, and blessed him." 

" Can you not live, and save me ?" sobbed Eleanor. 

" Ask it not. While I live, your life is in danger. When 
I am gone, none will seek to harm you. Fare you well ! 
Remember your oath, and you, too, remember it, Handassah. 
Remember, also — ^ha ! that groan !" 

Ail started, as a deep groan knelled in their ears. 

" Whence comes that sound ?" cried Sybil. " Hist — a 
voice ?" 

" It is that of the priest," replied Eleanor. " Hark ! he 
groans. They hâve murdered him ! Kind Heaven, receive 
his soûl!" 

" Pray for me," cried Sybil : " pray fervently ; avert your 
face ; down on your knees — down — down ! Farewell, Han- 
dassah!" And breaking from them, she rushed into the 
darkest recesses of the vault. 

We must now quit this painful scène for another scarcely 
less painful, and retum to the unfortunate priest. 

Checkley had been brought before the body of Susan 
Bookwood. Even in the gloom, the shimmer of the whito 
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cereclotîies, and the pallid features of the corpse, were 
ghastly enough. The torchlight made them terrible. 

" Kneel 1" said Alan Eookwood. The priest complied. 
A1fl.Ti knelt beside him. 

" Do jou know thèse features ?" demanded he. " Regard 
them well. Fix your eyes full upon them. Do you know 
them?" 

« I do." 

" Place your hand upon her breast. Does not the flesh 
creep and shrink beneath your touch ? Now raise your hand 
— ^make the cross of your faith upon her bosom. By that 
faith you swear you are innocent ?" 

" I do," retumed the priest ; " are you now satisfied ?" 

" No," rephed Alan. " Let the torch be removed. Tour 
innocence must be more deeply attested," continued he, as 
the light was withdrawn. " This proof will not f ail. Entwine 
your fingers round her throat." 

" Hâve I not done enough ?" 

" Your hésitation proves your guilt," said Alan. 

" That proof is wanting, then," retumed the priest ; " my 
hand is upon her throat — ^what more ?" 

" As you hope for mercy in your hour of need, swear that 
you never conspired against her life, or refused her mercy." 

" I swear it." 

" May the dead convict you of perjury if you hâve fore- 
swom yourself," said Alan ; " you are free. Take away your 
hand." 

" Ha ! what is this ?" exclaimed the priest. " You hâve 
put some jugglery upon me. I cannot withdraw my hand. 
It sticks to her throat as though 'twere glued by blood. Tear 
me away. I hâve not force enough to liberate myself . Why 
do you grin at me ? The corpse grins likewise. It is jug- 
glery. I am innocent. You would take away my life. Tear 
me away, I say ; the veins rise ; they blacken ; they are 
filling with new blood. I f eel them swell ; they coil like Uving 
things around my fingers. She is alive." 

** And you are innocent ?" 

" I am — I am. Let not my ravings convict me. For Jesu's 
sake, release me." 

" Blasphème not, but arise. I hold you not." 

" You do," groaned the priest. " Your grasp tightens 
round my throat ; your hard and skinny fingers are there — ^I 
strangle — ^help !" 

9 



258 KOORWOOD. 

" Tour own fears strangle you. My hand is at my side/' 
retumed Alan, calmly. 

" ViUain, you lie. Tour grasp is like a vice. The strengtli 
of a thousand devils is in your hand. Will none lend help ? 
I never pressed so hard. Yonr daughter never sufiEered thia 
torture — never — never. I choke — choke— oh !" And the 
priest rolled heavily backwards. 

There was a deep groan ; a convulsive rattle in the throat ; 
and ail was still. 

" He is dead — strangled," cried several voices, holding 
down the torch. The face of the priest was blackened and 
contorted; his eyeballs protruded from their sockets; hia 
tong«e was nearly bitten through in the desperate efforts he 
had made to release himself from Alan' s gripe ; his hair was 
erect with horror. . It was a ghastly sight. 

A murmur arose amongst the gipsies. Barbara deemed it 
prudent to appease them. 

" He was guilty," cried she. " He was the murderer of 
Susan Rookwood." 

" And I, herfather, hâve avenged her," said Alan, sternly. 

The dreadful silence that followed his speech was broken 
by the report of a pistol. The sound, though startling, was 
f elt almost as a relief. 

" We are beset," cried Alan. " Some of you fly to recon- 
noitre." 

" To your posts !" cried Barbara. 

Several of the crew flocked to the entrance. 

" IJnbind the prisoners," shouted Alan. 

Mrs. Mowbray and Luke were accordingly set free. 

Two almost simultaneous reports of a pistol were now 
heard. 

" 'Tis Eanulph Eookwood," said Alan ; "that wasthepre* 
Concerted signal." 

** Eanulph Eookwood," echoed Eleanor, who caught the 
exclamation : " he comes to save me." 

" Eemember your oath," gasped a dying voice. " He is no 
longer y ours." 

" Alas ! alas !" sobbed Eleanor, tremblingly. 

A moment afterwards a f aint clapping of hands reached 
the ears of Barbara. 

" AU is over," muttered she. 

"Ha!" exclaimed Alan Eookwood, with a frightful look. 
" Is it donc ?" 

Barbara motionedhimtowards the fui'ther end of the vault. 
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XTTT. 

MB. GOATES. 

Orimm, Look, captain, hère cornes one of the bloodhoiinâs of jostioe. 

Schw. Down with him. Don't let him utter a word. 

Moor, Silence, I will hear him. Schiller.— TAe Rohhers* 

Gladly do we now exchange the dank atmosphère of St. 
Cyprian's cell, and the horrors which hâve detained u» there 
80 long, for bahny air, génial snnshine, and the boon-com- 
panionship of Dick Turpin. XJpon regaining the verdant 
ruins of the ancient priory, ail appeared pretty much as our 
highwayman had left it. Dick wended towards his mare. 
Black Bess uttered an affectionate whinnying sound as he 
approached her, and yielded her sleek neck to his caresses. 
No Badouin Arab ever loved his horse more tenderly than 
Turpin. 

" 'TwiU be a hard day when thou and I part !" murmured 
he, affectionately patting her soft and silky cheeks. Bess 
thrust her nose into his hand, biting him playfully, as much 
as to say, " That day will never ai'rive." Turpin, at least, 
imderstood the appeal in that sensé ; he was skilled in the 
lauguage of the Huoyhnmns. " I would rather lose my 
right hand than tkai should happen," sighed he; "but, 
there's no saying: the best of friands must part; and thou 
and I may be one day separated : thy destination is the 
knacker ; mine, perhaps, the gibbet. We are neither of us 
eut out for old âge, that*s certain. Curse me, if I can tell 
how it is ; since l've been in that vault, l'vo got some queer 
crotchet into my head. I can't help likening thee to that 
poor gipsy wench, Sybil ; but may I be scragg'd if l'd use 
thee as her lover has used her. Ha!" exclaimed he, draw- 
iug a pistol with a suddenness that mado his companions, 
Rust and Wilder, start ; " we are watched. See you not how 
yon shadow faDs from behind the wall ? 

" I do," repHed Rust. 

" The varmint shaU be speedily unearthed," said Wilder, 
rushing to the spot. 

In another instant the shadow manifested itseK in a sub- 
stantial little personage, booted, spurred, and mud-be- 
spattered. He was brought before our highwayman, who 
had, meanwhilo, vaulted into his saddle. 

<* Mr. Coates !" cried Dick, bursting into a loud laugh at 

s 2 
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thé ridiculous figure presented to his view, " or tlie mud de- 



ceives me." 



"It does not deceive y ou, Captain Turpin,*' replied thé 
attorney; "y ou do, indeed, behold that twice unfortunate 
person." 

" What brings you hère ?" asked Dick. " Ah ! I see. 
Tou are corne to pay me my wager." 

"I thought you gave me a discharge for that," rejoined 
Coates, unable even in his distress to resist the too-tempting 
quibble. 

"True, but it was in hîank,^' replied Turpin, readily; 
"and that don't hold good in law, you know. You hâve 
thrown away a second chance. Play or pay, ail the world 
over. I sha'nt îet you off so easily this time, dépend upon 
it. Corne, post the pony, or take your measure on that sod. 
No more replications or rejoiners, sir. Down with the 
dust. Fake his clies, pals. Let us see what he has about 
him." 

" In the twinkling of a bed-post," replied Eust. " We'll 
tum him inside out. What's hère ?" cried he, searching the 
attorney's pockets. " A brace of barkers," handing a pair 
of pistols to Turpin ; " a haddock, stuffed with nothing, l'm 
thinking ; one quid, two coach-wheels, half a bull, three hogs, 
and a kick ; a d — d dicky concem, captain !" 

" Three hogs and a kick," muttered Coates; "the knave 
says true enough." 

" Is there nothing else ?" demanded Dick. 

" Only an old snuffy fogle and a pewter sneezer." 

" No reader ?* Try his hoxter."t 

** Here*s a pit-man, J captain." 

" Grive it me. Ah ! this will do," cried Dick, examining 
the contents of the pocket-book. " This is a glorious wind- 
fall, indeed ; a bill of exchange for 600/., payable on demand, 
eh, Mr. Coates ? Quick ! indorse it, sir. Hère' s pen and 
ink. Eascal ! if you attempt to tear the bill l'U blow your 
brains out. Steady, sir, sign. Grood !" added he, as Coates 
most reluctantly indorsed the bill. " Good ! good ! 1*11 be 
off with this biU to London to-night, beforo you can stop it. 
No Courier can beat Bess — ^ha, ha ! Eh ! what's this ?" con- 
tinued Dick, as, unfolding another leaf of the pocket-book, 
he chanced upon a letter; "my Lady Rookwood*s super- 
scription ! Excuse me, Mr. Coates, I must hâve a peep at 

* Pocket-book. f Inside coat-pocket, X ^ small pocket-book. 
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her ladyship's billet-doux. AlFs safe with me — ^man of 
honour. I must detainyour reader a moment longer." 

" You should take- charge of yourself, then," replied Coates, 
snlMly. " Tou appear to be my reader." 

" Bravo l" cried Turpin. " You may jest now with im- 
punity, Mr. Coates. You hâve paid dear enough for your 
jokes ; and when should a man be allowed to be pleasant, if 
not at his own expense ? — ^ha, ha ! What's this !" exclaimed 
he, opening the letter. " A ring, as l'm awake ! and from 
her ladyship's own fair finger, l'il be swom, for it bears her 
cipher, ineffaeeably impressed as your image upon her heart 
— eh, Coates ? Egad ! you are a lucky do g, after ail, to re- 
ceive stich a faveur from such a lady — ha, ha ! Meantime, l'il 
take care of it for you," continued Dick, slipping the ring on 
his little finger. 

Ti^in, we hâve before remarked, had a.tum for mimicry ; 
and it was with an irrésistible feeling of deferential awe 
creeping over him that Coates heard the contents of Lady 
Eookwood's epistle delivered with an enunciation as peremp- 
tory and imperious as that of her ladyship's self. The letter 
was hastay indited, in a clear, firm hand, and partook of its 
writer's décision of character. Dick foimd no diflâculty in 
deciphering it. Thus ran the missive : 

" Assured of your dévotion and secrecy, I commit my own 
honour, and that of my son, to your charge. Time will not 
permit me to see you, or I would not write. But I place my- 
self entirely in your hands. You will not dare to betray 
my confidence. To the point : A Major Mowbray has just 
arrived hère with intelligence that the body of Susan Brad- 
ley (you will know to whom I allude) has been removed from 
our f amily vault by a Eomish priest and his assistants. How 
it came there, or why it has been removed, I know not ; it is 
not my présent purpose to inquire. Suffice it, that it now 
lies in a vault beneath the ruins of Davenham Priory. My 
son. Sir Eanulph, who has lent a credulous ear to the artful 
taies of the impostor who calls this woman mother, is at 
présent engaged in arming certain of the household, and of 
the tenantry, to seize upon and bring away this body, as ré- 
sistance is apprehended from a horde of gipsies who infest 
the ruins. Now, mark me. That body mfst not be poxjnd ! 
Be it your business to prevent its discovery. Take the fleetest 
horse you can procure ; spare neither whip nor spur. Haste 
to the priory ; procure by any means^ and at any expense, 
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the assistance of tlie gipsies. Find out the bod^ ; conceal it, 
destroy it — do wliat you will, so my son find it not. Fear 
not his resentment ; I will bear you harmless of the consé- 
quences with him. You will act upon my responsibility. I 
pledge my honour for your safety. Use ail despatch, and 
calculate upon due requital from 

Matjd Eookwood. 
" Haste, and God speed you !" 

** Good speed you !" echoed Dick, in his own voice, con- 
temptuously. " The devil drive you ! would hâve been a 
fitter postscript. And it was upon this precious errand you 
came, Mr. Coates ?" 

" Precis'ely," replied the attomey ; " but I find the pre- 
mises preoccupied. Fast as I hâve ridden, you were hère 
before me." 

" And what do you now propose to do P" asked Turpm. 

" Bargain with you for the body," replied Coates, in an 
insinuating tone. 

" With me .'" said Dick ; " do you take me for a résurrec- 
tion cove ; for a dealer in dead stock, eh ! sirrah ?" 

" I take you for one sufficiently alive, in a gênerai way, to 
his own interests," retumed Coates. " Thèse gentlemen may 
not, perhaps, be quite so scrupulous, when they hear my pro- 
posais." 

" Be silent, sir," interrupted Turpin. " Hist ! I hear the 
tramp of horses' hoofs without. Hark ! that shout." 

" Make your own terms before they come," said Coates. 
" Leave ail to me. l'U put 'em on a wrong scent." 

" To the devil with your terms," cried Turpin ; " the sig- 
nal !" And he pulled the trigger of one of Coates's pistols, 
the shot of which rang in the ears of the astounded attomey 
as it whizzed past him. " Drag him into the mouth of the 
vault," thundered Turpin : " he will be a capital cover in case 
of attack. Look to your sticks, and be on the alert ; away ! 

Vainly did the tuifortunate attomey kick and struggle, 
swear and scream ; his hat was pushed over his eyes ; his 
bob-wig thrust into his mouth ; and his legs tripped from 
under him. Thus blind, dumb, and half-suffocated, he was 
hurried into the entrance of the cell. 

Dick, meanwhile, dashed to the arched outlet of the ruin. 
He there drew in the rein, and Black Bess stood motionless 
as a statue. 
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XIV. 

DICK TTJBPlir. 

Many a fine f ellow, with a genins extensive enoagli to haro effected nniversal 
reformations has been doomed to perish by the nalter. But does not snch a 
man's renown eztend thron^h centuries, and tens of centuries, while many a 
prince would be orerlooked in history were it not the historian's interest to 
increase the nnmber of his pages ? Nay, when the traveiler sees a gibbet, 
does he not exdaim, ** That fellow was no fool !" and lament the hardship of 
the times ? — Schilleb. — The Bohhers, 

Tttepin's quick eye ranged over the spreading sward in 
front of the ancient priory, and his brow became contracted. 
The feeling, however, was transient. The next instant saw 
him the same easy, reckless being he had been before. There 
was a little more paleness in his cheek than usual ; but his 
look was keener, and his knees involuntarily clasped the 
saddle more firmly. No other symptom of anxiety was per- 
ceptible. It wonld be no impeachment to DicFs valeur were 
it necessary to admit that a slight tremor crossed him as he 
scanned the formidable array of his opponents. The admis- 
sion is needless. Dick himself would hâve been the last man 
to own it ; nor shatl we do the memory of our undaunted 
highwayman any such injustice. Turpin was intrepid to a 
fault. He was rash ; apt to run into risks for the mare plea- 
sure of getting out of them : danger was his delight, and the 
degree of excitement was always in proportion to the péril 
incurred. After the first glance, he became, to use his own 
expressive phrase, " as cool as a cucumber ;" and continued, 
as long as they permitted him, like a skilful commander, 
calmly to calculate the numerical strength of his adversaries, 
and to arrange his own plan of résistance. 

This troop of horsemen, for such it was, might probably 
amotuit in the aggregate to twenty men, and presented an 
appearance like that of a strong muster at a rustic fox-chase, 
due allowance being made for the various weapons of offence ; 
to wit, naked sabres, fire-locks, and a world of huge horse- 
pistols, which the 'présent Jield carried along with them. This 
resemblance was heightened by the présence of an old hunts- 
man and a gamekeeper or two, in scarlet and green jackets, 
and a few yelping hounds that had foUowed after them. The 
majority of the crew consisted of sturdy yoemen ; some of 
whom, moimted upon wild, unbroken coïts, had pretty lives 
of it to maintain their seats, and curvetted about in " most 
admired disorder ;" others were seated upon more docile, but 
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quite as provoking spécimens of the cart-horse breed, wliose 
sluggish sides, reckless alike of hobnailed heel or ash sapling, 
refused to obey their riders' intimations to move; wbile 
otliers, again, brought stiff, wrong-beaded ponies to the 
cliarge — obstinate, impracticable little brutes, who seemed to 
prefer revolving on their own axes, and describing absnrd 
rotary motions, to proceeding in the direct and proper course 
pointed ont to them. Dick could scarcely forbear laughing 
at thèse ridiculous manœuvres ; but his attention was chiefly 
attracted towards three individuals, who were evidently the 
leaders of this warHke expédition. In the thin, tall figure of 
the first of thèse, he recognised Eanulph Rookwood. With 
the features and person of the second of the group he was 
not entirely unacquainted, and fancied (nor incorrectly 
fancied) that his military bearing, or, as he would hâve ex- 
pressed it, "the soldier-like eut of his jib," could belong to 
no other than Major Mowbray, whom he had once eased of a 
purse on Finchley Common. In the round rosy countenance 
and robustious person of the last of the trio he discovered 
his ancient ally, Titus Tyrconnel. 

" Ah, Titus, my jewel, are you there ?" exclaimed Dick, as 
he distinguished the Irishman. " Come, I hâve one friend 
among them whom I may welcome. So, they see me now. 
Off they come, pell-mell. Back, Bess, back — slowly, wench, 
slowly — there — stand !" And Bess again remained motion- 
less. 

The report of Turpin's pistol reached the ears of the troop ; 
and as ail were upon the alert, he had scarcely presented him- 
self at the archway, when a loud shout was raised, and the 
whole cavalcade galloped towards him, creating, as may be 
imagined, the wildest disorder ; each horseman yelling, as he 
neared the arch, and got involved in the press occasionod by 
the unexpected concentration of forces at that point, while 
oaths and blows, kicks and cuffs, were reciprocated with such 
hearty good-will, that had Turpin ever read Ariosto or Cer- 
vantes, or heard of the discord of King Agramante's camp, 
this mêlée must hâve struck him as its realization. As it was, 
entertaining little appréhension of the resuit, he shouted 
encouragement to them. Scarcely, however, had the fore- 
most horseman disentangled himself from the crowd, and, 
struggling to the door, was in the act of levelling his pistol at 
Turpin's head, when a well-directed bail pierced the brain of 
his charger, and horse and man rolled to the ground. Vowing 
vengeance, a second succeeded, and was in like manner com- 
pelled to bite the dust. 
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" That will let old Peter know tliat Eanulph Eookwood is 
at hand/* exclaimed Dick. " I shan't throw away another 
shot." 

The scène at the archway was now one of complète con- 
fusion. Terrified by the shots, some of the boors would hâve 
drawn back, while others, in mid career, advanced, and pro- 
pelled them forwards. It was like the meeting of two tides. 
Hère and there, regardless of the bit, and scared by the firing, 
a wild coït broke ail bounds, and, hnrling his rider in the air, 
darted ofE into the green; or, in another case, rushed for- 
ward, and encountering the prostrate cattle cumbering the 
entrance to the priory hall, stumbled, and precipitated his 
master neck-over-heels at the very feet of his enemy. During 
ail this tumult, a few shots were fired at the highwayman, 
which, without doing him a jot of mischief, tended materially 
to increase their own confusion. 

The voice of Turpin was now heard above the din and tur- 
moil to Sound a parley; and as he appeared disposed to ofEer 
no opposition, some of his antagonists ventured to raise them- 
selves from the ground, and to approach him. 

" I demand to be led to Sir Eanulph Rookwood," said 
Turpin. 

" He is hère," said Eanulph, riding up. " Villain, you are 
my prisoner." 

"As you list, Sir Eanulph," retumed Dick, coolly ; "but 
let me hâve a word in private with you ère you do aught you 
may repent hereafter." 

" No words, sir ; deliver up your arms, or " 

" My pistols are at your service," replied Dick. " I hâve 
just discharged them." 

" You may hâve others. We must search you." 

" Hold !" cried Dick; " if you will not listen to me, read 
that paper." And he handed Eanulph his mother's letter to 
Mr. Coates. It was without the superscription, which he had 
thrown aside. 

"My mother's hand !" exclaimed Eanulph, reddening with 
anger, as he hastily perused its contents. " And she sent 
this to you ? You lie, villain ; 'tis a forgery." 

" Let this speak for me," returned Dick, holding out the 
finger upon which Lady Eookwood's ring was placed. " KJiow 
you that cipher ?" 

" You hâve stolen it," retorted Eanulph. " My mother," 
added he, in a deep, stem whisper, articulated only for 
Turpin's hearing, " would never hâve intrusted her honour 
to a highwayman's keeping." 
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" Slie lias intrusted more — ^her life," replied Dick, in a care- 
less tone. " She would hâve bribed me to do murder." 

" Murder !" eclioed Eanulph, aghast. 

"Ay, tomurder your brother," retumed Dick; "but let 
that pass. Tou hâve read that note. I liave acted solely 
npon your mother's responsibility. Lady Rookwood's honour 
is pledged for my safety. Of course, her son will set me 
free." 

" Never !" 

" Well, as you please. Tour mother is in my power. 
Betray me, and you betray her." 

" No more !" returned Eanulph, sternly. " Go your ways. 
Tou are free." 

" Pledge me your word of honour I am safe." 

Eanulph had scarcely given his pledge, when Major Mow- 
bray rode furiously up. A deep flush of anger bumt upon 
his cheeks ; his sword was drawn in his hand. He glanced 
at Turpin, as if he would hâve f elled him from the saddle. 

" This is the ruffian," cried the major, fiercely, " by whom 
I was attacked some months ago, and for whose appréhension 
the reward of three hundred pounds is ofEered by his majesty's 
proclamation, with a free pardon to his accomplices. This is 
Eichard Turpiu. He has just added another crime to his 
many ofEences. He has robbed my mother and sister. The 
postboy knew him the moment he came up. Where are 
they, villain ? Whither are they gone ? Answer !" 

" I know not," replied Turpin, calmly. " Did not the lad 
tell you they were rescued ?" 

" Eescued ! By whom ?" asked Eanulph, with great émo- 
tion. 

" By one who calls himself Sir Luke Eookwood," answered 
Turpin, with a meaning smile. 

" By him !" ejaculated Eanulph. " Where are they now?** 

" I hâve already answered that question," said Dick. " I 
repeat, I know not." 

" Tou are my prisoner," cried the major, seizing Turpin's 
bridle. 

"I hâve Sir Eanulph's word for my safety," rejoined 
Turpin. " Let go my rein." 

" How is this P" asked Major Mowbray, incredulously. 

" Ask me not. Eelease him," replied Eanulph. 

" Eanulph," said the major, " you ask an impossibility. 
My honour — my duty — is impHcated in this man*s capture." 

" The honour of ail of us is involved in his deliverance/' 
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retumed Ranulph, in a whisper. "Let him go. I will 
explain ail hereafter. Let us search for them — for Ëleanor. 
Surely, after this, you will help us to find them" added he, 
addressing Turpin. 

" I wish, with ail my soûl, I could do so," replied the high- 
wayman. 

" I see'd the ladies cross the brook, and enter thèse old 
ruins/' interposed the postboy, who had now joined the 
party. " I see'd 'em from where I stood on the hill-side ; 
and, as I kept a pretty sharp look-out, and hâve a tolerably 
bright eye of my own, I don't think as how they ever comed 
eut again." 

" Some one is hidden within yon fissure in the wall,*' ex- 
claimed Ranulph ; " I see a figure move." 

And he flung himself from his horse, rushing towards the 
mouth of the cell. Imitating his example, Major Mowbray 
foUowed his f riend, sword in hand. 

"The game begins now in right eamest," said Dick to 
himself ; " the old fox will soon be unearthed. I must look 
to my snappers." And he thrust his hand quietly into his 
pocket in search of a pistol. 

Just as Ranulph and the major reached the recess, they 
were startled by the sudden apparition of the ill-fated at- 
tomey. 

" Mr. Coates !" exclaimed Ranulph, in surprise. " What 
do you hère, sir ?" 

" I — I — that is — Sir Ranulph — ^you must excuse me, sir — 
particular business — can*t say," returned the trembling at- 
tomey ; for at this instant his eye caught that of Turpin, 
and the ominous refliection of a polished-steel barrel, held 
carelessly towards him. He was aware, also, that on the 
other hand he was, in like manner, the mark of Rust and 
Wilder ; those polite gentlemen having threatened him with 
a brace of slugs in his brain if he dared to betray their 
hiding- place. " It is necessary that I should be guarded in 
my answers," murmured he. 

" Is there any one within that place beside yourself ?" said 
the major, making a movement thither. 

" No, sir ; nobody at ail," answered Coates, hastily, fancy*. 
ing at the same time that he heard the click of the pistol that 
was to be his death-warrant. 

" How came you hère, sir," demanded Ranulph. 

" Do you mean in this identical spot ?" replied Coates, 
eyasively. 
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" You can hâve no difl&culty in answering tliat question,** 
said the major, stemly. 

" Pardon me, sir. I find considérable difficnlty in answer- 
ing any question, situated as I am." 

" Hâve you seen Miss Mowbray ?" asked Eanulph, eagerly. 

" Or my mother ?" said the major, in the same breatb. 

" Neither," replied Coates, rather relieved by thèse ques- 
tions. 

" I suspect you are deceiving us, sir," said the major. 
" Tour manner is conf used. I am convinced you know more 
of this matter than you choose to explain : and if you do not 

satisfy me at once, fully and explicitly, I vow to Heaven " 

and the major's sword described a glittering circle round his 
head. 

"Are you privy to their concealment ?" asked Ranulph. 
** Hâve you seen aught of them or of Luke Bradley ?" 

" Speak, or this moment is your last," said the major. 

" If it w my last, I cannot speak," returned Coates. *'I 
can make neither head nor tail of your questions, gentle- 
men." 

" And you positively assure me you hâve not seen Mrs. 
Mowbray and her daughter ?" said Ranulph. 

Turpin hère winked at Coates. The attomey understood 
him. 

" I don*t positively assert that," faltered he. 

" How ! you hâve seen them ?" shouted Ranulph. 

" Where are they ? in safety ? Speak !" added the major. 

Another expressive gesture from the highwayman com- 
municated to the attorney the nature of his reply. 

" Without, sir ; without — yonder," he replied. " I will 
show you myseK. FoUow, gentlemen, foUow." And away 
scampered Coates, without once venturing to look behind 
him. 

In an instant the ruined hall was deserted, and Turpin 
alone left behind. In the excitement of the moment, his 
présence had been forgotten. In an instant afterwards the 
arena was again occupied by a company equally numerous. 
Rust and Wilder issued from their hiding-places, f ollowed by 
a throng of the gipsy crew. 

" Where is Sir Luke Rookwood ?" asked Turpin. 

" He remains below," was the answer returned. 

« And Peter Bradley ?" 

" Stays there likewise." 

" No matter. Now make ready, pals. Give 'em one shout 
— Hurrah !" 
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'* Hurrali !'* replied the crowd, at the top of their voices. 

Kanulpli Rookwood and his companions heard this shout. 
Mr. Coates had already explained the stratagem practised 
upon them by the wily highwayman, as well as the perilous 
situation in which he himself had been placed; and thej 
were in the act of returning, to make good his capture, when 
the loud shouts of the crew arrested them. From the 
clamour, it was évident that considérable reinforcement must 
hâve arrived from some unlooked-for quarter ; and, although 
buming to be avenged upon the audacious highwayman, the 
major felt it would be a task of diflSlculty, and that extrême 
caution could alone insure success. With diflâculty restraining 
the impatience of Ranulph, who could scarcely brook thèse 
few minutes of needf ul delay, Major Mowbray gave particu- 
lar instructions to each of the men in détail, and caused 
several of them to dismount. By this arrangement Mr. 
Coates found himself accommodated with a steed and a pair 
of pistols, with which latter he vowed to wreak his vengeance 
upon some of his récent tormentors. After a short space 
of time occupied in this manner, the troop slowly advanced 
towards the postem, in much better order than upon the 
préviens occasion ; but the stontest of them quailed as they 
caught sight of the numerous gipsy gang drawn out in battle 
array witÛn the abbey walls. Each party scanned the other's 
movements in silence and wonder, anxiously awaiting, yet in 
a measure dreading, their leader's signal to begin. That 
signal was not long delayed. A shot from the ranks of 
Rookwood did instant and bitter exécution. Eob Rust was 
stretched lifeless upon the ground. Nothing more was 
needed. The action now became gênerai. Fire-arms were 
discharged on both sides, without much damage to either 
party. But a rush being made by a detachment of horse, 
headed by Major Mowbray, the conflict soon became more 
serions. The gipsies, after the first fire, threw aside their 
pistols, and f ought with long knives, with which they inflicted 
desperate gashes, both on men and horses. Major Mowbray 
was slightly wounded in the thigh, and his steed receiving the 
blow intended for himself, stumbled, and threw his rider. 
Luckily for the major, Ranulph Rookwood was at hand, and 
with the butt-end of a heavy-handled pistol felled the ruffian 
to the earth, just as he was upon the point of repeating the 
thrust. 

Turpin, meanwhile, had taken comparativcly a smaU share 
in the conflict. He seemed to content himself with acting 
upon the défensive, and except in the case af Titus Tyrcon- 
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nel, wliom, espying amidst the crowd, he had considerably 
alarmed by sending a bullet through bis wig, be did not fire 
a single sbot. He also succeeded in unborsing Coates, by 
hurbng, witb great dexterity, tbe empty pistol at bis bead. 
Tbougb apparently unconcemed in tbe sMrmisb, be did not 
flincb from it, but kept bis ground unyieldingly. " A cbamied 
life" be seemed to bear; for amid tbe sbower of bullets, 
many of wbicb were especially aimed at bimself , be came off 
unburt. 

" He tbat's bom to be banged will never be drowned, tbat's 
certain," said Titus. " It*s no use trying to bring bim down 
But by Jasus ! be's spoiled my beat bat and wig, anybow. 
Tbere's a bole in my beaver as big as a crown pièce." 

"Tour own crown's safe, and tbat*s some satisfaction," 
0aid Coates ; " wbereas mine bas a bump on it as large as a 
swan's egg. Ab ! if we could only get bebind bim." 

Tbe stnfe continued to rage witbout intermission ; and 
tbougb tbere were now several gbastly évidences of its fury, 
in tbe sbape of wounded men and slaugbtered or disabled 
borses, wbose gaping wounds flooded tbe turf witb gore, it 
was still difficult to see upon wbicb side victory would even- 
tually déclare berself. Tbe gipsies, tbougb by far tbe 
greater sufferers of tbe two, firmly maintained tbeir ground. 
Drencbed in tbe blood of tbe borses tbey bad wounded, and 
brandisbing tbeir long knives, tbey presented a formidable 
and terrifie appearance, tbe effect of wbicb was not at ail 
diminisbed by tbeir wild yells and savage gesticulations. On 
tbô otber band, beaded by Major Mowbray and Banulpb, 
tbe troop of yeomen pressed on undauntedly ; and wbere tbe 
sturdy farmers could get a firm gripe of tbeir litbe antago- 
nists, or deliver a blow witb tbeir ox-like fîsts, tbey seldom 
failed to make good tbe advantages wbicb superior weigbt 
and strengtb gave tbem. It will tbus be seen tbat as yet 
tbey were pretty well matcbed. Numbers were in faveur of 
tbe gipsies, but courage was equally distributed, and, per- 
baps, wbat is empbatically called " bottom" was in faveur of 
tbe rustics. Be tbis as it may, from wbat bad already 
occurred, tbere was every prospect of a very serions termina- 
tion to tbe fray. 

From time to time Turpin glanced to tbe entrance of tbe 
ceU, in tbe expectation of seeing Sir Luke Rookwood make 
bis appearance ; and, as be was constantly disappointed in bis 
expectation, be could not conceal bis cbagrin. At lengtb be 
resolved to despatcb a messenger to bim, and one of tbe crew 
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accordinglj departed upon tbis errand. He returned presently 
with a look of blank dismay. 

In oTir hasty narrative of the fight we bave not paused to 
particularize, neitber hâve we enumerated, the list of the 
combatants. Amongst tbem, bowever, were Jerry Juniper, 
tbe knigbt of Maita, and Zoroaster. Excalibnr, as may be 
conceived, had not been idle ; but that tranchant blade had 
been shivered by Rantdph Rookwood in the early stage of the 
business, and the knight left weaponless. Zoroaster, who 
vras not merely a worshipper of fire, but a thorough milling- 
cove, had engaged to some purpose in a pugilistic encounter 
with the rustics ; and, having fought several rounds, now 
" bore his blushing honours thick upon him." Jerry, like 
Turpin, had remained tolerably quiescent. " The proper 
moment," he said, " had not arrived.'* A fataHty seemed to 
attend Turpin's immédiate companions. Rust was the first 
who f ell ; Wilder also was now among the slain. Things were 
precisely in this condition when the messenger returned. A 
marked change was instantly perceptible in Turpin*s manner. 
He no longer looked on with indifférence. He seemed angry 
and distrustful. He gnawed his lip, ever a sign with him 
of vexation. Addressing a few words to those about him, he 
then spoke more loudly to the rest of the crew, Being in 
the jargon of the tawny tribe, his words were not intelligible 
to the opposite party ; but their import was soon made known 
by the almost instant and total relinquishment of the field 
by the gipsies. They took to their heels at once, to a man, 
leaving only a few desperately wounded behind them ; and, 
flying along the intricate ruins of the priory, bafled ail pur- 
suits, wherever it was attempted. Jerry Juniper was the last 
in the retreat ; but, upon receiving a hint from Dick, he 
vaulted like a roe over the heads of his adversaries, and made 
good his escape. Turpin alone remained. He stood like a 
lion at bay, quietly regarding the huntsmen hurthng around 
him. Ranulph Rookwood rode up and bade him surrender. 

** Detain me not," cried he, in a voice of thunder. " If you 
would save her who is dear to you, descend into that vault. 
Off, I say." 

And Turpin shook away, with ease, the grasp that Ranulph 
had laid upon him. 

" Villain, you do not escape me this time," said Major Mow- 
bray, interposing himself between Turpin and the outlet. 

<* Major Mowbray, I would not hâve your blood upon my 
head,*' said Dick. " Let me pass." And he levelled a pistol. 
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" Fire, if you dare !*' said thé major, raising his sword. 
" You pass not. I will die rather than allow you to escape. 
Barricade the door. Strike him down if he attempts to pass. 
Richard Turpin, I arrest you in the Idng's name. You hear, 
my lads in his majesty's name. I command you to assist 
me in this highwayman's capture. Two hundred pounds for 
his head !" 

" Two hundred devils !" exclaimed Dick, with a laugh of 
disdain. " Go, seek your mother and sister within yon vault. 
Major Mowbray ; you will find employment enough there." 

Saying which, he suddenly forced Bess to back a few 
yards ; and then, striking his heels sharply into her sides, ère 
his purpose could be divined by the spectators, charged, and 
cleared the lower part of the mouldering priory walls. This 
feat was apparently accomplished with no great effort by his 
admirable and unequalled mare. 

" By the powers !" cried Titus, " and he's given us the slip 
after ail. And just when we thought to make sure of him, 
too. Why, Mr. Coates, that waU must be higher than a five- 
barred gâte, or any stone wall in my own country. It's just 
the most extraordinary lepp I ever set eyes on!" 

"The devil's in the fellow, certainly, or in his mare," 
retumed Coates : " but if he escapes me, l'U forgive him. 
I know whither he's bound. He's off to London with my 
bill of exchange. l'il be up with him. l'il track him like a 
bloodhound, slowly and surely, as my f ather, the thief-taker, 
used to foUow up a scent. RecoUect the hare and the tor- 
toise. The race is not always to the swift. What say you ? 
'Tis a match for five himdred pounds ; nay, for five thousand : 
for there is a certain marriage certificate in the way — a 
glorious golden venture! You shall go halves if we win. 
We*U hâve him, dead or alive. What say you for London, 
Mr. Tryconnel ? Shall we start at once ?" 

"With ail my sowl*^ replied Titus. "l'm with you." 
And away this par nohile scoured. 

Eanulph, meantime, plunged into the vault. The floor 
was shppery, and he had nigh stumbled. Loud and deep 
lamentations and a wailing sound, like that of a lament for 
the dead, resounded in his ears. A light at the further ex- 
tremity of the vault attracted his attention. He was fiUed 
with terrible forebodings ; but the worst reality was not so 
terrible as suspense. He rushed torwards the light. He 
passed the massive pillars, and there, by the ruddy torch 
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flame discovered two female figures. One was an old woman, 
fantastically attired, wringing her hands, and moaning, or 
gibbering wild strains in broken, discordant, yet pathetic 
tones. The otlier was Mrs. Mowbray. Both were images 
of despadr. Before them lay some motionless object. He 
noticed not that old woman ; he scarcely saw Mrs. Mowbray ; 
he beheld only that object of horror. It was the lifeless 
body of a female. The light fell imperfectly upon the 
face; he conld not discem the features, but the veil in 
which it was swathed : that veil was Eleanor's ! He asked 
no more. 

With a wild cry he rushed f orward. * * Eleanor, my beloved/ ' 
shrieked he. 

Mrs. Mowbray started at his voice, but appeared stunned 
and helpless. 

" She is dead," said Eanulph, stooping towards the body. 
Dead— dead ! " 

" Ay," echoed the old woman, in accents of equal anguish 
— " dead-dead !" 

" But this is not Eleanor," exclaimed he, as he viewed the 
features more closely. " This face, though beautiful, is not 
hers. This dishevelled hair is black. The long lashes that 
shade her cheek are of the same hue. She is scarce dead. 
The hand I clasp is yet warm — the fingers are pliant." 

" Yet she is dead," said the old woman, in a broken voice. 
" She is slain." 

" Who hath slain her ?" asked Eanulph. 

" I — I — ^her mother, slew her." 

" Tou !" exclaimed Eanulph, horror-stricken. " And where 
is Eleanor ?" asked he. " Was she not hère ?" 

" Better she were hère now, even though she were as that 
poor maid," groaned Mrs. Mowbray, " than where she is." 

" Where is she then ?" asked Eanulph, with frantic cager- 
ness 

" Fled. Whither I know not." 

" With whom ?" 

" With Sir Luke Eookwood — ^with Alan Eookwood. They 
hâve borne her hence. Ranulph, you are too late." 

"Gone!" cried Eanulph, fiercely springing to his feet. 
" How escaped they ? There appears to be but one entrance 
to this vault. I will search each nook and cranny." 

" 'Tis vain," replied Mrs. Mowbray. " There is another 
outlet through yon cell. By that passage they escaped." 
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" Too true, too true,*' shouted Eanulph, who flew to examiné 
ihe cell. "And wherefore followed you not ?*' 

" The stone rolled to its mouth, and resisted mj efforts. I 
conld not follow." 

" Torture and death ! Slie is lost to me for ever !" cried 
Eannlph, bitterlj^. 

" No," exclaimed Barbara, clutcliing his arm. " Place yonr 
trust in me, and I will find her for you." 

" You !" ejaculated Eanulph. 

" Even I," replied Barbara. ** Your wrongs shall be rigbted 
— my Sybil be avenged." 



§0011 i\t iawdli. 

THE EIDE TO YOEK. 

Then onc halloo, boys ! one lond cbeering lialloo I 
To the swiftest of coursers, the gallant, the true I 
For tbe sportsman unbom sball the memory bless 
Of the horse of the highwayman, bonny Black Bess ! 

BiCHABD TUBFIK. 

I. 

THE EENDEZVOXTS AT KILBTJRir. 

Hind, Drink deep, my brave boys, of the bastinado ; 
Of stramazons, tinctures, and slie passatas ; 
Of the carricado, and rare embrocado ; 
Of blades, and rapier-hilts c^ snrest guard ; 
Of the Yincentio and Burgundian ward. 
Hâve we not bravely tossed this bombast foil button ? 
Win gold and wear gold, boys, 'tis we that merit it. 

Frince of Friga* ReveU. 

An excellent Comedy, replète with varioue conceits and Tarltonian mirth. 

The présent straggling suburb at the north-west of the 
metropolis, known as Kilbum, had scarcely been called into 
existence a century ago, and an ancient hostel with a few 
detached farmhouses, were the sole habitations to be found 
in the présent populous vicinage. The place of refreshment 
for the rurahsing cockney of 1737 was a substantial-looking 
tenement of the good old stamp, with great bay Windows, and 
a balcony in front, bearing as its ensign the jovial visage of 
the lusty knight, Jack Falstaff. Shaded by a spreading elm, 
a circular bench embraced the aged trunk of the tree, suffî- 
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riéntly tempting, no doubt, to incline the wanderer on those 
dnsty ways to " rest and be thankful," and to cry encore to a. 
frothing tankard of the best aie to be obtained witbin tbe 
chimes of Bow bells. 

Upon a table, green as the privet and holly that f ormed the 
iraUs of the bower in which it was placed, stood a great china 
bowl, one of those leviathan memorials of bygone wassailry 
which we may sometimes espy (reversed, in token of its dé- 
suétude) perched on the top of an old japanned closet, but 
seldom, if ever, encounter in its proper position at the génial 
board. Ail the appliances of festivity wère at hand. Pipes 
and rummers strewed the board. Perfume, subtle yet mellow, 
as of pine and lime, exhaled from out of the bowl, and ming- 
Hng with the scent of a neighbouring bed of mignonette, and 
the subdued odonr of the Indian weed, formed altogether as 
délectable an atmosphère of sweets as one could wish to in- 
hale on a melting Angust afternoon. So, at least, thought 
the inmates of the arbour ; nor did they by any means con- 
fine themselves to the gratification of a single sensé. The 
ambrosial contents of the china bowl proved as delicious to 
the taste as its bouquet was grateful to the smell ; while the 
eyesight was soothed by reposing on the smooth sward of a 
bowlmg-green spread out immediately before it, or in dwel- 
Hng upon gently-undulating meads, terminating, at about a 
mile's distance, in the woody, spire-crowned heights of 
Hampstead. 

At the lef t of the table was seated, or rather lounged, a 
slender; elegant-looking young man, with dark languid eyes, 
sallow complexion, and features wearing that peculiarly pen- 
sive expression often communicated by dissipation; an ex« 
pression which, we regret to say, is sometimes found more 
pleasing than it ought to be in the eyes of the gentle sex. 
Habited in a light summer riding-dress, fashioned according 
to the taste of the time, of plain and unpretending material, 
and rather under than over-dressed, he had, perhaps, on that 
very accoimt, perfectly the air of a gentleman. There was, 
altogether, an absence of pretension about him, which com- 
bina with great apparent self-possession, contrasted very 
forciblj with the vulgar assurance of his showy companioiïis. 
îte figure of the youth was slight, even to f ragility, giving 
little outward manifestation of the vigour of frame he in 
reaUty possessed. This spark was a no less distinguished 
personage than Tom E!ing, a noted high tobygloak of h^ 

T a 
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time, who obtained, from liis appearance and address, tlie 
sobriquet of the " Gentleman Highwayman." 

Tom was indeed a pleasant fellow in his day. His career 
was brief , but brilliant : your meteors are ever momentary. 
He was a younger son of a good f amily ; had good blood in 
his yeins, tbongh not a groat in his pockets. According to 
the old song — 

When he arrived ai msn's estate, 
It was ail the estate he had ; 

and ail the estate he was ever likely to bave. Neverthelesa, 
if he had no income, he contrived, as he said, to live as if he 
hàd the mines of Peru at his control — ^a miracle not solely 
confined to himself . For a moneyless man, he had rather 
expensive habits. He kept his three nags ; and, if famé does 
not behe him, a like nimiber of mistresses : nay, if we are to 
place any faith in certain scandalous chronicles to which we 
bave had access, he was for some time the favoured lover of a 
celebrated actress, who, for the time, supplied him with the 
means of keeping up bis showy estabbshment. But things 
could not long bold thus. Tom was a model of infidelity, 
and that was the only f ailing his mistress could not overlook. 
She dismissed him at a moment's notice. Unluckily, too, he 
had other propensities which contributed to involve him. He 
had a taste for the turf — a taste for play — ^was well known in 
the hundreds of Drury, and eut no mean figure at Howell's, 
and the faro tables thereanent. He was the glory of the 
Smyma, D'Osyndar's, and other chocolate-houses of the day ; 
and it was at this time he f ell into the hands of certain dex- 
terous sharpers, by whom he was first plucked, and sub- 
sequently patronised. Under their tuition he improved 
wonderfully. He tumed his wit and talent to some account. 
He began to open his eyes. His nine days' blindness was 
over. The dog saw. But, in spite of his quickness, he was 
at length discovered, and ejected from Howell's in a manner 
that left him no alternative. He must either bave called out 
his adversary, or go out himself. He preferred the latter, 
and took to the road ; and in his new line he was eminently 
successful. Fortunately, he had no scruples to get over. 
Tom had what Sir Walter Scott happily denominates " an 
indistinct notion of meum and tuurriy^ and became confirmed 
in the opinion that everything he could lay hands upon con- 
fltituted lawful spoil. And, then, even those he robbed 
admitted that he was the most gentlemanlike highwayman 
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they had ever the fortune to meet with, and trusted they 
might always be so lucky. So popular did he become upon 
the road, that it was accounted a distinction to be stopped by 
him ; he made a point of robbing none but gentlemen, and 
— ^Tom's shade would quarrel with us were we to omit them — 
ladies. His acquaintance with Turpin was singular, and 
originated in a rencontre. Struck with his appearance, Dick 
presented a pistol, and bade King deliver. The latter burst 
mto a laugh, and an explanation immediately ensued. Thence- 
f orward they became swom brothers — the Pylades and Orestes 
of the road ; and though seldom seen together in public, had 
many a merry moonlight ride in company. 

Tom still maintained three mistresses, his Yâlet, his groom 
(tiger we should hâve called him), " and many a change of 
clothes besides," says his biographer, "with which he ap- 
peared more like a lord than a highwayman.** And what 
more, we should like to know, would a lord wish to hâve ? 
Few younger sons, we believe, can boast so much ; and it is 
chiefly on their account, with some remote view to the benefit 
of the unemployed youth of ail professions, that we hâve 
enlarged so much upon Tom Klng's history. The road, we 
must beg to repeat, is still open ; the chances are greater 
than they ever were ; we fuUy believe it is ttieir only road to 
pref erment, and we are sadly in want of highwaymen ! 

Fancy Tom loimging at D'Osyndar's, carelessly tapping his 
boots on the steps ; there he stands ! Is he not a devilish 
good-looking gentlemanlike sort of fellow ? You could never 
hâve taken him for a highwayman but for our information. 
A waiter appears — supper is ordered at twelve — ^a broiled 
chicken and a bottle of Burgundy — ^his groom brings his nags 
to the door — he mounts. It is his custom to ride out on an 
evening — he is less liable to interruption.* At Marylebone 
Fields (now the Eegent's Park) his groom leaves him. He 
has a mistress in the neighbourhood. He is absent for a 
couple of hours, and returns gay or dispirited, as his luck 
may hâve turned out. At twelve he is at supper, and has the 
night before him. How very easy ail this seems. Can it be 
possible we hâve no Tom Kings ? 

To retum to Tom as he was in the arbour. Judging from 
his manner, he appeared to be almost insensible to the pre- 

* We hâve beard of a^ certain gentleman tobyman, we forget his name, 
taking the horses from his curricle for a similar purpose ; but we own we 
think Eang's the simpler plan, and quite practicable still. A cabriolet would 
be quite out of the question, but particoligrly easy to sfop. 
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gence of his companîons, and to be scarcely a partaker in 
thBir revelry. His back was towards bis immédiate neigh- 
bour ; his glass sparkled nntouched at bis elbow ; and one 
band, beautif ully wbite and small, a mark of bis birtb and 
breeding (crede Byron), rested upon tbe edge of tbe table, 
wbile bis tbin délicate digits, palpably démonstrative of bis 
facnlty of adaptation (crede James Hardy Vaux), were em- 
ployed witb a silver tootbpick. In otber respects, be seemed 
to be lost in rêverie, and was, in ail probability, meditating 
new exploits. 

Next to King sat onr old friend Jerry Juniper ; not, bow- 
ever, tbe Jerry of tbe gipsies, but a mucb more sbowy-looking 
personage. Jerry was no longer a gentleman of " tbree ouûs*' 
— ^tbe difficulty would now bave been to say wbat be was 
" witbout." Snakelike be bad cast bis slougb, and rejoiced 
in new and brilliant investiture. His were " speaking gar- 
ments, speaking pockets too.*' His linen was of tbe finest, 
bis bost of tbe smartest. Gay rings glittered on bis fingers ; 
a crystal snuff-box underwent graceful manipulation ; a band- 
some gold repeater was sometimes drawn from its location 
witb a monstrous buncb of onions (anglicé seals) depending 
from its massive cbain. Lace adomed bis wrists, and sboes 
(of wbicb tbey bad been long unconscious), witb buckles 
nearly as large as tbemselves, confined bis feet. A ricb- 
powdered peruke and silver-bilted sword completed tbe gear 
of tbe transmogrified Jerry, or, as be now cbose to be desig- 
nated, Count Albert Conyers. Tbe fact was, tbat Jerry, after 
tbe fracas^ apprebensive tbat tbe country would be too bot 
for bim, bad, in company witb Zoroaster, quitted tbe ranks 
of tbe canting crew, and made tbe best of nis way to town. 
A lucky spice on tbe road set tbem up ; and baving some 
acquaintance witb Tom King, tbe party on tbeir arrivai sougbt 
bim ont at bis customary baunt, D'Osyndar's, and enbsted 
under bis banners. 

Tom received tbem witb open arms, gave tbem unlimited 
use of bis wardrobe, and only required a little trifling assist- 
ance in retum. He bad a grand scbeme in petto, in tbe 
exécution of wbicb tbey could mainly assist bim. Jerry wa» 
Si Greek by nature, and could land a flat as weU as tbe best 
of tbem. Zoroaster was just tbe man to îose a figbt ; or, in 
tbe language of tbe Fancy to play a cross. No two legs 
could serve Tom's purposes better. He welcomed tbem witb 
fratemal affection. 

We will now proceed to reconnoitre Jerry's opposite 
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neighbour, who was, however, no other thaa that Upriglit 
Man, 

The ICagvB Zorouter, thai ^eat name. 

Ghanged as was Juniper, the Magus was yet more wliimsically 
metamorphosed. Some traces of Jerry still remained, bnt 
not a vestige was left of the original Dimber Damber. His 
tawny motber had not known ter son. This altération, how- 
ever, was not owing to change of dress : it was the resuit 
of the punishment he had received at the ^^set to** at the 
priory. Not a feature was in its place ; his swoUen lip tres- 
passed upon the precincts of his nose; his nose trod hard 
upon his cheek ; while his cheek again, not to be behind the 
rest, rose up like an apple-dumpling under his single eye,— 
single we say — for, alas ! there was no spéculation in the 
other. His dexter daylight was utterly darkened, and, in- 
deed, the orb that remained was as sanguine a luminary as 
ever struggled through a London fog at noonday. To borrow 
a couplet or so from the lauréate of the Fancy : 



One of his peepers was put 



On the bankruptcy list, with his shop-wîndowa shut, 

While the other made nearly as isttg rag a show, 

Ail rimmed round with black, like the Courier in woe. 

One black patch decorated his rainbow-coloured cheek; 
another adomed his chin ; a grinder having been dislodged, 
his pipe took possession of the aperture. His toggery was 
that of a member of the prize-ring; what we now call a 
" belcher" bound his throat ; a spotted fogle bandaged his 
jobbemowl, and shaded his right peeper, whie a white beaver 
crowned the occiput of the Magus. And though, at first 
sight, there would appear to be some incongruity in the asso- 
<âation of such a battered character as the Upright Man with 
his Smart companions, the reader*s wonder wiU rapidly dimi- 
nish, when he reflects that any distinguished P. 0. man can 
ever find a ready passport to the most exclusive society, 
Viewed in this Hght, Zoroaster's familiarity with his swell 
ftcquaintance occasioned no surprise to old Simon Carr, the 
bottle-nosed landlord of the Falstaff , who was a man of dis- 
cemment in his way, and knew a thing or two. Despite such 
striking évidences to the contrary, the Magus was perfectly 
at his ease, and sacri&cing as usual to the god of flame. His 
mithra, or pipe, the symbol of his faith, was zealously placed 
between his Eps ; and never did his Chaldean, Bactrian, Per- . 
sian, Pamphilian, Proconnesian, or Babylonian namesake, 
-whichever of the six was the trae Zoroaster {vide Bayle), 
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respire more fervently at the altar of fire, than our Magus at 
tiie end of his enkindled tube. In his creed we believe Zo- 
roaster was a dualist, and believed in the co-existence and 
mystical relation of the principles of good and ill ; his pipe 
being his Yezdan, or benign influence ; his empty pouch his 
Ahreman, or the devil. We shall not pause to examine his 
tenets ; we meddle with no man's religions opinions, and shall 
leave the Magus to the enjoyment of his own sentiments, be 
they what they may. 

One guest sulone remains, and him we shall briefly dismiss. 
The reader, we imagine, will scarcely need to be told who 
was the owner of those keen grey eyes ; those exubérant red 
whiskers ; that airy azuré frock. It was — 

Our braye copartner of the roads, 
Skllful Borreyor of higbwajs, and hedges ; 

in a Word — Dick Turpin ! 

Dick had been called upon to act as président of the board, 
and an excellent président he made, sedulously devoting 
himself to the due administration of the punch-bowl. Not a 
rummer was allowed to stand empty for an instant. Toast, 
sentiment, and anacreontic song, succeeded each other at 
speedy intervais ; but there was no speechifying — no pohtics. 
He left church and state to take care of themselves. What- 
ever his politics might be, Dick never allowed them to inter- 
fère with his pleasures. His maxim was to make the most 
of the passing moment ; the dum vivimus vivamus was never 
out of his mind ; a precautionary measure which we recom- 
mend to the adoption of ail gentlemen of the like, or any 
other precarious profession. 

Notwithstanding ail Dick' s efforts to promote conviviality, 
seconded by the excellence of the beverage itself , conversa- 
tion, somehow or other, began to flag ; from being gênerai it 
became particular. Tom King, who was no punch-bibber, 
especially at that time of day, fell into a deep rêverie ; your 
gamesters often do so ; while the Magus, who had smoked 
himself drowsy, was composing himself to a dose. Turpin 
seized'this opportunity of addressing a few words on mattors 
of business to Jerry Juniper, or, as he now chose to be called, 
Count Conyers. 

"My dear count," said Dick, in a low and confident lai 
tone; you are aware that my errand to town is accom- 
plished. I hâve smashed Lawyer Coates's screen, pocketed 
the dimmock (hère 'tis," continued he, parenthetically slap- 
^ing his pockets), " and done t'other trick in prime twig for 
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Tom King. With a cool thousand in liand, I might, if I 
choose, rest awhile on my oars. But a quiet life don*t suit 
me. I must be moving. So I shall start to Yorksliire to- 
night." 

" Indeed," said thé soi-disant count, in a languid tone— 
"so soon?" 

" I hâve nothing to detain me," replied Dick. " And, to 
tell you the truth, I want to see how matters stand with Sir 
Luke Rookwood. I should be sorry if he went to the wall 
for want of any assistance I can render him." 

" True," retumed the count ; " one would regret such an 
occurrence, certainly. But I fear your assistance may arrive 
a little too late. He is pretty well done up, I should imagine, 
by this time." 

" That remains to be seen," said Turpin. "Hiscase is a 
bad one, to be sure, but I trust not utterly hopeless. With. 
ail his impetuosity and pride, I like the fellow, and will help 
him, if I can. It will be a difficult game to set him on his 
legs, but I think it may be done. That underground mar- 
riage was sheer madness, and tumed out as ill as such a 
scheme might hâve been expected to do. Poor Sybil ! if I 
could pipe an eye for anything, it should be for her. I can't 
get her out of my head. Give me a pinch of snuff. Such 
thoughts unman one. As to the priest, that's a totally 
différent affair. If he strangled his daughter, old Alan did 
right to take the law into his own hands, and throttle him 
in return. l'd hâve done the same myseK ; and, being a 
proscribed Jesuit, returned, as I understand, without the 
king' s Hcense for so doing, why Father Checkley's murder (if 
it must be so called, I can't abide hard tenus) won't he very 
heavy at Alan's door. That, however, has nothing to do with 
Sir Luke. He was neither accessory nor principal. Still he 
will be in danger, at least from Lady Eookwood. The whole 
county of York, I make no doubt, is up in arms by this time," 

"Then why go thither?" asked the count, somewhat 
ironically ; " for my part IVe a strange fancy for keeping 
out of arm's way as long as possible." 

" Every man to his tas te," returned Turpin ; "I love to 
conf ront danger. Run away ! pshaw ! always meet your 
foe." 

" True," replied the coimt, half-iuay I but you go the wholer 
distance. What prudent man would beard the lion in his 
den ?" 

" I never was a prudent man," rejoined Dick, smiling ; " I 
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Lave no snperfluous caution about me. Corne what wiU, I 
sliall tiy to find out this Luke Rookwood, and offer him my 
purse, Buch as it is, and it is now better lined than usual ; a 
hand free to act as he lists ; and a head which, imprudent 
though it be, can often think better for others than for its 
own master." 

" Vastly fine 1" exclaimed the count, with an ill-disguised 
sneer. " I hope you don't forget tbat the marriage certificate 
which you hold is perf ectly valueless now. The estâtes, you 



are aware " 



^* Are no longer Sir Luke*s. I see what you are driving 
at, count," returned Dick, coldly. " But he will need it to 
establish his claim to the iitle, and he shall hâve it. While 
he was Sir Luke with ten thousand a year, I drove a hard 
bargain, and would hâve stood out for the last stiver. Now 
that he is one of ' us,^ a mère knight of the road, he shall 
hâve it and welcome." 

" Perhaps Lady Rookwood, or Mrs. Mowbray, might be 
inclined to treat," maliciously insinuated the count; "the 
title may be worth something to !Eanulph." 

" It is worth more to Luke : and if it were not^ he gets it. 
Are you satisfied ?" 

" Perf ectly," replied the count, with affected honhommie ; 
" and I will now let you into a secret respecting Miss Mow- 
bray, from which you may gather something for your guid- 
ance in this matter ; and if the word of woman is at aU to be 
trusted, though individuaUy I cannot say I hâve much faith 
in it, Sir Luke's planetary nour is not yet completely over- 
cast." 

** That's exactly what I wish to know, my dear fellow," 
said Turpin, eagerly. " You hâve already told me you were 
witness to a singular interview between Miss Mowbray and 
Sir Luke af ter my departure from the priory. If I mistook 
you not, the whole business wiU hiuge upon that. What 
occurred ? Let me hâve every particular. The whole history 
and mystery." 

" You shall hâve it with pleasure," said the count ; " andi 
hope it may tend to your benefit. After I had quitted the 
scène of action at the priory, and at your désire left the 
Rookwood party masters of the field, I fled with the rest of 
the crew towards the rocks. There we held a council of war 
for a short time. Some were for returning to the fight ; but 
this was negatived entirely, and in the end it was agreed that 
tbose who had wivee, daughters, and Bifiters, should join 
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them ae speedily as possible ai their retreat in the Grange. 
As I happened to hâve none of thèse attractiye ties, and had 
only a troublesome mistress, who I thonght could take care 
of nerself , I did net care to foilow them, but struck deeper 
into the wood, and made my way, guided by destiny, I 
suppose, towards the cave." 

" The cave !" cried Dick, rubbing his hands ; " I delight in 
a cave. Tom King and I once had a cave of our own at 
Epping, and l'U hâve another one of thèse fine days. A cave 
is as proper to a high-tobyman as a castle to a baron. Fray 
go on." 

" The cave I speak of," continued the count, " was seldom 
used, except upon great emergencies, by any of the Stop 
Hole Abbey crew. It was a sort of retiring den of our old 
lioness, Barbara, and, like ail beionging to her, respected by 
her dupes. However, the cave is a good cave for aU that ; is 
well concealed by brushwood, and comf ortably lighted from a 
crevioe in the rock above ; it lies near the brink of the stream, 
amongst the woods, just above the waterfaU, and is some- 
what difficnlt of approach." 

" I know Bomething of the situation," said Turpin. 

" Well," retumed the count, " not to lose time, into this 
den I crept, and, expecting to find it vacant, you may imagine 
my surprise on discovering that it was already occupied, and 
tlmt Sir Luke Eookwood, his granddad old Alan, Miss Mow- 
bray, and, worst of aU, the very person I wished most to 
avoid, my old flame Handassah, constituted the party. F(»- 
tunately they did not perçoive my entranoe, and I took 
especial care not to introduce myself . Retreat, however, was 
for the moment impracticable, and I was compelled to be a 
listener. I cannot tell what had passed between the parties 
before my arrivai, but I heard Miss Mowbray implore Sir 
Luke to conduct her to her mother. He seemed half inclined 
to comply with her entreaties ; but old Alan shook his head. 
It was then Handassah put in a word ; the minx was ever 
ready at that. ' Fear not,* said she, * that she will wed 
Sir Banulph. Deliver her to her friends, I beseech you, Sir 
liuke, and woo her honourably. She will accept you.' Sir 
Luke stared incredulously, and grim old Alan smiled. 
* She has swom to be y ours,' continued Handassah ; * swom 
it by every hope of heaven, and the oath has been sealed by 
blood — by Sybil's blood.' — * Does she speak the truth P asked 
Sir Luke, trembHng with agitation. Miss Mowbray answered 
not. < Ton will not deaiy it, lady/ said Handassah. * I heard 
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that oatli proposed. I saw it registered. You cannot deny 
it.' — * I do not,' replied Miss Mowbray, with mucli anguish 
of manner ; *if he claim me, I am his.' — 'And lie will claim 
jou,' said Alan Rookwood, triumphantly. *He lias jour 
oath, no matter how extorted — you must fulfil your vow.' — 
* I am prepared to do so,' said Eleanor. ' But if you would 
not utterly destroy me, iet this maid conduct me to my 
mother, to my friends.' — * To Eanulph ?* asked Sir Luke, 
bitterly. *No, no,' returned Miss Mowbray, in accents of 
deepest despair, * to my mother— I wisb not to behold him 
again/ — * Be it so,* cried Sir Luke ; * but remember, in love 
or bâte you are mine ; I sball claim the fulfilment of your 
oath. Farewell. Handassah will lead you to your mother.' 
Miss Mowbray bowed her head but returned no answer, 
while, foUowed by old Alan, Sir Luke departed from the 
cavem." 

" Whither went they ?" demanded Turpin. 

" That I know not," replied Jerry. " I was about to follow, 
when I was prevented by the abrupt entrance of another 
party. Scarcely, I think, could the two Rookwoods hâve 
made good their retreat, when shouts were heard without, 
and young Eanulph and Major Mowbray forced their way, 
sword in hand, into the cave. Hère was a situation — for me, 
I mean — to the young lady, I make no doubt, it was pleasant 
enough. But my neck was in jeopardy. However, you 
know I am not déficient in strength, and, upon the présent 
occasion, I made the best use of the agility with which nature 
has endowed me. Amidst the joyous confusion— the sob- 
bings, and embracings, and congratulations that ensued — I 
contrived, like a wild cat, to climb the rocky sides of the 
cave, and conceal myseK behind a jutting fragment of stone. 
It was well I did so, for scarcely was I hidden, when in 
came old Barbara, followed by Mrs. Mowbray, and a dozen 
others." 

"Barbara !" ejaculated Dick. " Was she a prisoner ?" 

" No," replied Jerry, " the old hell-cat is too deep for that. 
She had betrayed Sir Luke, and hoped they would seize him 
and his granddad. But the birds were flown." 

" I am glad she was baulked," said Dick. " Was any search 
made after them ?" 

" Can't say," replied Jerry. " I could only indistinctly 
catch the sound of their voices from my lofty retreat. Bef ore 
they left the cavern, I made out that Mrs. Mowbray resolved 
to go to Eookwood, and to take her daughter tbither; a 
proceeding to which the latter demurred." 
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" To Eookwood/' said Dick, musingly. " Will she keep 
lier oath, I wonder ?" 

"Tliat's more than I can say," said Jerry, sipping îiis 
punch. 

" 'Tis a deceitful sex, indeed," echoed Dick, tossing off a 
tumbler. " For one Sybil we meet with twenty Handassahs, 
eh, coiint ?" 

*• Twenty ! say rather a hundred," replied Jerry. " 'Tis a 
yile sex !" • 



n. 

TOM KTSa, 

Qrimm. How glorionsly the snn sets to-nigbt. 

^ Moor. When I was a bor, my f ayourite thouprht was, that I slionld Uve and 
die like yonder glorious orb. It was a boyisb thought. 
Qrmm, True, captain. The Rohhers^ 

" Peace, base calumniators," exclaimed Tom King, aroused 
from his toothpick rêverie by thèse aspersions of the best part 
of création. " Peace, I say. None shall dare to abuse that 
dear, devoted sex, in the hearing of their champion, without 
pricking a lance with him in their behalf. What do you, 
either of you, who abuse women in that wholesale style, 
know of her? Nothing; less than nothing; and yet you 
venture, upon your paltry expérience, to lift up your voices 
and decry the sex. Now I do know her ; and, upon my own 
expérience, avouch that, as a sex, woman, compared with 
man, is as an angel to a devii. As a sex, woman is faithful, 
loving, self-sacrificing. We 'tisthat make herotherwise ; we^ 
selfish, «xacting, neglectful men ; we teach her indifférence, 
and then blâme her apt scholarship. Wo spoil our own 
hand, and then blâme the cards. No abuse of woman in my 
hearing. Give me a glass of grog, Dick. * The sex ! three 
times three !' and here's a song for you into the bargain." 
Saying which, in a mellow, plaintive tone, Tom gave the 
f oUowing : 

PLEBGE OF THE HIGHWAYMAK. 

Corne, £11 np a bumper to ETe's fairest dangbters, 
Who bave lavisbed tbeb: smiles on the brave and tbe free ; 

Toast tbe sweetbearts of Dudley, Hind, Wilmot, and Watbss,* 
Wbate'er tbeir attraction, wbate'er tbeir degree. 



* Fonr celebrated bigbwaymen, ail rejoicing in tbe bononrable distinction 
<yf captain* 
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Fledffe I pledge in a bumper, eacli kind-Iiearied maiden, 
Wûose bright eyes were dimmed at the higbwayman's fall ; 

Wbo stood by tbe p^allows with sorrow o'erladen, 
Bemoaiûng tbe &te of tbe gallant Du-Yal I 

Hère* s to eacb lovely lass cbance of war bringetb near one, 
Wbo, witb manner impassioned, we tenderly stop ; 

And to wbom, like tbe lover addressing bis dear one. 
In terme of entreaty the qttesHon we pop. 

How oft,. in sucb case, rosy lips bave proved sweeter 
Tban tbe rosiest booic, brigbt eye» sared a brigbt ring ; 

Wbile tbat one other kiss bas brought off a repeater, 
And a bead as a,favour — ihefavourite string. 

Witb our bearts ready rifled, eacb pocket we rifle, 
Witb tbe pare flame of cbivalry stirring oor breasts ; 

life's risk for our mistress's praise is a trifle ; 
And eacb purse as a trophy our homage attesta. 

Tben toss off your glasses to àU girls of spirit, 
Ne'er witb names, or witb number, your memories vex ; 

Our toast, boys, embraces eacb woman of merit, 
And, for fear of omission, we'll drink tbe whoib sbx. 

*' Well," replied Dick, replenishing King's rummer, while 
he laughed heaxtily at his ditty, " I sliaii't refuse your toast, 
though my heart don*t respond to your sentiments. Ah, 
Tom ! the sex you praise so much will, I fear, prove your 
undoing. Do as you please ; but curse me if ever I pin my 
life to a petticoat. l'd as soon think of neglecting the four 
cautions.'' 

" The four cautions," said Kong ; " What are they ?" 
"Did you never hear them?" replied Dick. "Attend, 
then, and be edified." 

THE FOUR CAUTIONS. 

Pay attention to tbese cautions four, 
And tbrougb life you will need little more, 
Sbould you dole out your days to tbreescore ; 
Beware of a pistol before I 

Before I before ! 
Beware of a pistol before ! 

And wben backwards bis ears are inclined, 
And bis tail witb bis bam is combined. 
Caution two you will bear in youz mind ; 
Beware of a prancer bebind ! 

I3ebind ! bebind ! 
Beware of a prancer bebind 1 

Tbirdly, wben in tbe park jrou may ride, 
On your best bit of blood, sir, astride, 
Chatting gay to your old f riend's young bride ; 
Beware of a coacb at tbe side ! 

Attbeside! attbesidel 
Beware of a coacb at tbe side I 
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Lastly, whether in parple or grej, 
Ganter, ranter, grave, solemn, or gay 
Whate'er he maj do or may say, 
Beware of a priesl every way I 

Every way I erery way I 
Beware of a priest eyery way ! 

Well," said Tom King, " ail you can sing or say don't 
alter my good opinion of the women. Wot a secret hâve I 
from the girl of my heart. She could hâve sold me over and 
over again if she had chosen ; but my sweet Sue is not the 
wench to do that." 

" It is not too late," said Dick. " Tour Dalilah may yet 
hand your over to the Philistines." 

" Then I shall die in a good cause," said King ; ^' but 

The Tybom tree 
Has no terrors for me, 
Let better men swing — I*m at liberty. 

I sball never corne to the scragging-post, unless you tum 
topsman, Dick Turpin. My nativity has been cast, and the 
stars hâve declared I am to die by the hand of my best friend 
— and that's you ; eh, Dick ?" 

" It sounds like it," repHed Turpin ; " but I advise you not 
to become toô intimate with Jack Ketch. He may prove your 
best friend after ail," 

" Why, faith, that's true," replied King, laughing ; " and 
if I must ride backwards up Holbom ïïill, l'U do the thing 
in style, and honest Jack Ketch shall never want his dues. 
A man should always die game. We none of us know how 
soon our turn may come ; but corne when it will, I shall never 
flinch from it. 

As the highwayman's life is tbe fullest of zest, 

80 the highwayman's death is the Inriefest and best ; 

He dies not as other men die, by degrees, 

But at once ! without flinching — and qoite at his ease I 

as the song you are so fond of says. When I die, it will not 
be of consumption. And if the surgeon's knife must come 
near me, it wiU be after death. There's some comfort in that 
reflection, at ail events." 

" True," replied Turpin ; " and, with a little altération, my 
song would suit you capitally : 

There is not a king, should you search the world ronsd» 
So blithe as the king's king, ToiC KiNO, to be found; 
Pear woman's his empire, each girl is his own, 
And he'd hâve a long reign if he d let 'em alo&e I 

Ha, ha !" 
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"Ha, ha!" laughed Tom. "And now, Dick, to change 
the subject. You are off, I understand, to Yorkshire to- 
night. 'Pon my soûl, you are a wonderful fellow — an alibi 
personified! hère and everywhere at the same time. No 
wonder you are called the flying highwayman. To-day in 
town, to-morrow at York, the day after at Chester. The 
devil only knows where you will pitch your quarters a week 
hence. There are rumeurs of you in ail counties at the same 
moment. This man swears you robbed him at Hounslow; 
that, on Salisbury Plain; while another avers you mono- 
polise Cheshire and Yorkshire, and that it isn't safe even to 
hunt without pops in your pocket. I heard some devilish 
good stories of you at D'Osyndar's t'other day ; the fellow 
who told them to me little thought I was a brother blade." 

" You flatter me," said Dick, smiling complacently ; " but 
it*s no merit of mine. Black Bess alone enables me to do it, 
and hers be the crédit. Talking of being everywhere at the 
same time, you shaU hear what she once did for me in Cheshire. 
Meantime, a glass to the best mare in England. You won't 
refuse that toast, Tom. Ah ! if your mistress is only as true 
to you as my nag to me, you might set at nought the tightest 
hempen cravat that was ever twisted, and defy your best friend 
to hurt you. Black Bess ! and Godbless her ! And now for 
the song." Saying which, with much émotion, Turpin chanted 
the f oUowing rhymes : 

BLACK BESS.* 

Let the lover bis mistress' s beauty rehearse, 
And laud her attractions in languishing verse ; 
Be it mine in mde strains, but with truth to express, 
The love that I bear to my bonny Black Bess. 

From the West was her dam, from the East was her sire, 
From the one came her swiftness, the other her fire ; 
No i)eer of the realm better blood cah possess 
Than flows in the viens of my bonny Black Bess. 

Look ! look I how that eyeball glows bright as a brand I 
That neck proudly arches, those nostrils expand ! 
Mark that wide-flowing mane I of which each silky tress 
Might adom prouder beanties — though none like Black Bess t 

Mark that skin sleek as velvet, and dusky as night, 

With its jet nndisfigured by one lock of wbite ; 

That throat branched with veins, prompt to charge or caress t 

Now is she not beautiful ? — bonny Black Bess ! 

Over highway and by-way, in rough and smooth weather, 
Some thonsands of miles nave we journeyed together ; 
Onr couch the same straw, and our meal the same mess : 
No couple more constant than I and Black Bess ! 

* Set to mosic by Mr. F. Borner. 
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B^ moonliglit, in darkness, by nîglit, or by day, 
^r heatllong carcer tberc is nothing can stay ; 
She cares not for distance, she knows not distress : 
Can you sbow me a conrser to matcb witb Black Bess P 

Egad ! I should think not," exclaimed King ; " you are as 

sentimental on the subject of your mare as I am when I think 

of my darling Susan. But pardon my interruption. Pray, 

proceed." 

" Let me first clear my throat," retumed Dick ; " and now, 

to résume :" 

Once it happened in Cbesbire, near Donbam, I popped 
On a borseman alone, wbom I snddenly stopped ; 
Tbat I ligbtened bis pockets ^rou'll readily gness— 
Qoick work makes Dick Turpin wben monnted on Bess. 

Now it seems tbe man knew me ; " Dick Turpin," said he, 
" You sball swing for tbis job, as yon live, d'ye see ;" 
I langbed at bis tbreats and bis vows of redress ; 
I was snre of an aUbi tben witb Black Bess. 

Tbe road was a bollow, a sunken ravine,* 

Oversbadowed completely b^ wood like a screen ; 

I damberedtbe bank, and i needs mnst confess 

Tbat one toncb of tbe spur grazed tbe side of Black Bess. 

Brake, brook, meadow, and plongb'd field, Bess fleetly bestrode, 
As tbe crow wings ber fligbt we selccted oor road ; 
We arrived at Hougb Green in five minutes, or less — 
My neck it was saved by tbe speed of Black Bess. 

Stepping carelessly forward, I lounge on tbe green, 
Taking excellent care tbat by ail I am seen ; 
Some remarks on time's fligbt to tbe sqnires I address, 
Bnt I say not a word of tbe fligbt of Black Bess. 

I mention tbe bonr— it was jnst about four — 
Play a rabber at bowls— tbink tbe danger is o*er ; 
Wbçn atbwart my next game, Uke a cbeckmate at cbess, 
Comel tbe borseman in searcb of tbe rider of Bess. 

Wbat matter détails ? Off witb trinmpb I came ; 
He Bwears to tbe bonr, and tbe sqnires swear tbe same ; 
I bad robbed bim at fov/r /— wbile at four they profess 
I was quietly bowling— ail tba^s to Black Bess ! 

Tben one balloo, boys, one loud cbeering balloo ! 
To tbe swiftest of coursera, tbe gallant, tbe true ! 
For tbe sportsman unbom sball tbe memory bless 
Of tbe borse of tbe bigbwayman — ^bonny Black Bess I 



* Tbe exact spot wbere Turpin committed tbe robbery,'wbicb bas often 
been pointed ont to us, lies in wbat is now a wooden bollow, tbougb once tbe 
old road f rom Altringbam to Knutsf ord, skirting tbe ricb and sylvan domains of 
Pnnbam, and descending tbo bill tbat brings you to tbe bridge crossing tbe 
little river BolUn. Witb some difficulty we penetrated tbis ravine. It is 
just tbe place for an adventure of tbe kind. A small brook wells tbrougb it ; and 
tbe steep banks are overbung witb timber, and were, wben we last visited tbe 
place, in April, 1834, a perfect nest of primroses and wild flowers. Hougb 
(pronounced Hoo) Green lies about tbree miles across tbe country— tbe way 
Turpin rode. Tbe old Bowling- green is one of tbe plcasantest inns in 
Cbesbire. 
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Loud acclamations rewarded Dick's performance. Awak- 
ened from his dose, Zoroaster beat time to the melody, the 
only thing, Jerry said, he was capable of heating in his présent 
shattered condition, After some little persuasion, the Magus 
was prevBiled upon to enliven the companj with a stradn, 
which he troUed f orth after a maudlin manner : 

THE DOUBLE CEOSS. 

Though ail of us liaye beard of crost fights. 

And certain gains^ b^ certain lost figlits ; 

I rai^MT f ancies tfaat it's aews, 

How in a mill, hoth men shodid lose ,* ' 

For vere the odds are thns mBào even, 

It plays tbe âiokens with the simven^ 

Besides, against àll raie tbey're siiming, 

Vere neither has no chance of yiiaùng. Si^ iol, loi, é^c, 

Two milling coves, each vide aviake, 

Vere backed to fignt for heaTy stake ; 

Bnt in the mean tune, so it tos, 

Both hida agreed to plwy a cross ; 

Bold came each hufffrf to the scratch, 

To make H look a tightish, inatch ; 

They pesledf in style, and bets were making, 

'Tyos six to fonr, but few were tahing^ Si, toi, loi, ^c. 

Quito caotiouBly the mill begaa. 

For neither knew the other's plan ; 

Each cull^i completdy in the aark, 

Of Yot might be his neighbonr's mark g 

Besolved hia filhingllnoi to mind, 

Nor yet to p<iy him oack in Icindj 

So on each other hept fke tout^^ 

And sjparred a bit and dodged abotrt. Bi, id, loi, ^c, 

Vith mwvoley!^ raised, Tom bent his back. 

As if to plant a heaTy thwack : 

Vile Jem, with neat left-handed stopper, 

Straight threatoned Tommy with a topperj 

'TxB ttU my eye ! no olaret flows, 

No/ocers 8onnd-~no smashing bloiWB, 

Five minutes past, yet not a hit, 

How can it end, pals P— vait a bit. M, toi, loi, ^c. 

Each core vos teaeed witib double duiy, 

To please his hackers, yet play hooty ;ff 

Yen, luddly for Jem, a teller 

Vos planted rwht npon his smelUr ; 

Down dropped ne, stunned ; yen time was oalled. 

Seconds in vain the seconds bawled ; 

The twill is o'er, the crosser crest, 

Theloser's von, the Tinner's lostl Bi, toi, loi, ^c, 

The pa^j assumed once more a lively air, and the glass 
was circulated so freely, that at last a final charge drained 
the ample bowl of its contents. 

* Money f Man. t Stripped § Fellow. 

Il A particular kind of pugilistic puniânment. 

% Kept each an eye upon the othcr. ** Hands. ft Beceire them. 



" The beat of f riends must part," said jyvck ; " and I would 
willingly order another whiff of punch, but I think we hâve 
ail had enoiigh to Batisfy us, as you milling coves hâve it, 
Zory ! Yoto: one eye has got a drop in it already, old f ellow ; 
and, to speak the truth, î must be getting into the saddle 
without more delay, for I hâve a long ride before me. And 
now, friend Jerry, before I start, suppose you tip us one of 
your merry staves ; we haven't heard you pipe to-day, and 
never a cross cove of us ail eau throw oÈ so prime a chant as 
yourself. A song ! a song !" 

"Ay, a song," reiterated King and the Magus. 

"You do me too much honour, gemmen," said Jerry, 
modestly taMng a piach of «aialE; "I am sure I shall be 
most happy. My chants are ail of a sort. You must make 
ail due aUowances — ^hem !" And clearing his throat, he 
forthwith warbled 

THE MOBEBN GBEEK. 

(Not translated from the Bomaic) 

Corne, gemmea, name, and make your game, 

See, ronnd tlie bail is epinning. 
Black, red, or bine, the colonrs view. 
Un, detLXj cinqvs, 'tis beginning. 
Then make your game, 
The colonr name, 
Wlule round tiie bail is spinning. 

This ^eight of hand myfiat shall Umd, 

Wbile covered by my oonnet,* 
Iplcmt tnj bail, and boldly oall. 
Corne make your game upon it ! 
Thus rat-a-tat I 
I land my fiât 1 
'Tis black— not red— is winning. 

At gay rouletie was nerer met 

A lance like mine for hleeding ! 
Vm ne'er a4i fwviltf at noihlng hait, 
AU oiher lega preceding. 
To ail aws^e, 
I nerer shake 
A magf ualess I nip it. 

BVvnd^hùohBftg eees how weU I squeeze 

The welJr-pached cards in shiiâÉliiig, • 
Ecarté, whist, I never missed, 
And nick the hroadsX while mffling. 
Mogul or loo, 
The same I do, 
I am down to trumps as trippeti 

French hazard ta'en J niclc the main^ 
Was ne*er so prime a casier, 



* Accomplice f A f arthing. . % Cards. 
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No crabe for me, I*m fly, d*ye see ; 
The bank shall change its master. 
Seven quatre^ trois, 
The stakes are high ! 
Ten mains ! ten mains are mine, pala* 

At Bouge et Noir, yen hellite* choir 

l'il make no bones of stripping ; 
One gloriouB coup for me shall do, 
While they may deal each pip in. 
Trente-un-ap rès 
Ne'er clogs my way ; 
The game — the game's divine, pals* 

At billiards set I make my bet, 

1*11 score and win the ruh, pals ; 
I miss my eue, my hazard, too, 
But yet my foe l'il dmb, pals. 
That cannx)n'twist, 
I ne'er had missed, 
TTnleas to suit my yiews, pals. 

To make ail right, the match look tight, 

This trick you know is done, pals ; 
But now be gay, l'il show my play — 
Hurrah ! the game is won, pals. 
No hand so une, 
No wrist like mine, 
No odds I e'er refuse, pals. 

Then choose your game ; whate'er you name. 

To me alike ail offers ; 
Chick-hazard, whist, whate'er you list, 
Beplenish qaick your coffers. 
Thus, rat-a-tat I 
I land my flat ! 
To every purse I speak, pals. 

Cram/ped "boxes 'ware, aU's right and fair, 

Barred balls I bar when goaded ; 
The deuce an ace is out of place ! 
The deuce a die is loaded ! 

Then make your game, 
Your colour name ; 
Success attend the Qreek, pals. 

Bravo, Jerry ; bravissimo 1" chorused the party. 

And now, pals, f arewell ! — a long farewell!'* said Dick, 
in a tone of theatrical valediction. " As I said before, the best 
friends must separate. We may soon meet again, or we now 
may part for ever. We cannot command our luck ; but we 
can make the best of the span allotted to us. You hâve your 
game to i)lay. I hâve mine. May each of us meet with the 
success he dèserves." 

" Egad, I hope not," said King. " l'm afraid in that case 
the chances would be against us." 

" Well, then, the success we anticipate, if you prefer it," 

* Qy. ^îite.-PBiNTEBs* Devil. 
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rejoined Dick. "I hâve only to observe one tliing more, 
namely, that I must insist upon standing Sam upon the 
présent occasion. Not a word. I won't hear a syllable. 
Landlord, I say — what ho ! continued Dick, stepping ont of 
the arbour. " Hère, my old Admirai of the "White, what's 
the reckoning ? — ^what's to pay, I say ?" 

"Let ye know directly, sir," replied mine host of the 
Fal staff. 

" Order my horse — the black mare," added Dick. 

" And mine," said King, " the sorrel coït. l'il ride with 
you a mile or two on the road, Dick ; perhaps we may stumble 
npon something." 

" Very likely." 

"We meet at twelve, at D'Osyndar's, Jerry," said King, 
" if nothing happens." 

" Agreed," responded Juniper." 

" What say you to a rubber at bowls, in the mean time ?" 
said the Magus, taking his everlasting pipe from his lips. 

Jerry nodded acquiescence. And while they went in search 
of the implements of the game, Turpin and King saimtered 
gently on the green. 

It was a delicious evening. The sun was slowly declining, 
and glowed like a bail of fire amid the thick foliage of a 
neighbouring elm. Whether, like the robber Moor, Tom 
King was touched by this glorious sunset, we prétend not to 
détermine. Certain it was that a shade of inexpressible 
melancholy passed across his handsome countenance as he 
gazed in the direction of Harrow-on-the-Hill, which, lying to 
the west of the green upon which they walked, stood out 
with its pointed spire and lofty collège against the ruddy sky. 
He spoke not. But Dick noticed the passing émotion. 

" What ails you, Tom ?" said he, with much kindness of 
manner — " are you not well, lad ?" 

" Yes, I am well enough," said King ; " I know not what 
came over me, but looking at Harrow, I thought of my 
school-days, and what I was then, and that bright prospect 
reminded me of my boyish hopes." 

" Tut, tut," said Dick, " this is idle ; you are a man now." 

"Iknow I am," replied Tom, "but I hâve been a boy. 
Had I any faith in presentiments, I should say this is the 
last sunset I shall ever see." 

"Hère comes our host," said Dick, smiling. "Tve no 
presentiment that this is the last bill I shall ever pay." 

The bill was brought and settled. As Turpin paid it, the 
man's conduct was singular, and awakened his suspicions. 
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*^Ajte &wt laiovses readj F" asked Dick, quieklj. 

** Tliey are, sir," said the landlord. 

" Let us be gone," whispered Dick to King ; " I don't like 
this fellow*8 maimer. I thought I beard a carriage draw up 
2à the inn door just now — there may be danger. Be fly ! 
added be to Jerry and the Magus. " Naw, sir," said he to 
tke landloard, " lead the way. Keep on the aJert, Tom/' 

Dick's hint was not lost upon the two bowlers. They 
watched their comradesf and listened inteutly for any 
ittanifestation of alarm. 



m. 

A SUBPBISE. 
Was thÎB well done, Jeany P Ccepiain J^at^eath, 

Whiub Turpin and King are walMng across the bowliog- 
green^ we wiU see what has taken place outside the inn. 
Tom's presentiments of danger were not, it appeared, without 
f oundation. Scarcely had the ostler brought forth onr two 
highwaymen's steeds, when a post-chaise, escorted by two or 
three horsemen, drove furiousïy up to the door. The sole 
occupant of the carriage was a lady, whose slight and pretty 
figure was ail that could be distinguished, her face being 
dosely Teiled. The landlord, who was busied in casting up 
Turpin'g aceount, mshed forth at the summons. A woirâ or 
two passed between him and the horsemen, upon which the 
formeras countenance fell. He posted in the direction of 
the garden ; and the horsemen instantly dismounted. 

" We hâve him now, sure enough," said one of them, a 
very small man, who looked, in his boots, like Buckle 
equipped for the Oaks. 

" By the powers ! I begin to think so," replied the other 
horseman. " But don*t spoil ail, Mr. Coates, by being too 
precipitate." 

" Never fear that, Mr, Tyrconnel," said Coates, for it was 
the gallant attomey : ** he^s sure to corne for his mare. That*s 
a trap certain to catch him, eh, Mr. Paterson? With the 
chief constable of Westminster to back us, the devil*s in it if 
we are not a match for him." 

" And for Tom Bang, too," replied the chief constable ; 
<< gince his blowen's peached^ the game's up with him> too 
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WeVe long had an eye upon him, and now we'U haye a 
finger. He's one of your dashing trouts to whom we alwajs 
gire a long line, but we*ll land him this time» anyliow. If 
you'll look aiter Dick Turpin, gemmen^ Fil make auie of 
Tom." 

"I*d rather you would help us, Mr. Paterson/' said Coatoa; 
" never mind Tom King ; another time will do for him." 

" No sncli thing/* said Paterson ; " one weigJia just aa mudi 
for that matter as t^^other. 1*11 take Tom to myself, and 
snrely you two, with the landlord and ostler^^ can manager 
Turpin amongst you." 

"I don*t faiow that," said Coates, doubtfuUy; "he's a 
^TÎl of a fellow to deal with." 

" Take him quietly," said Paterson. " Draw the chaise 
out of the way, lad. Take our tits to one side, and place 
their nags near the door, ostler. Shall you be able to see 
him, ma^am, where you are?" asked the chief constable, 
walking to the carnage» and touching hia hat to tha lady 
^thin. Haying receked a satisfactory nod from the bonnet 
and veil, he retumed to his companions. "And now, gem^» 
men," added he, " let*s step aside a little. Don't use yoiur 
fîre-arms too soon." 

As if conscious of what was passing around her, and of the 
danger that awaited her master, Hack Besa exhibited so 
much impatience, and plunged so violfintlj, that it waa with 
difficulty the ostler could hold her. "The devil's in the 
mare," said he; "what^s the matter with her? She waa 
quiet enough a few minutes since. Soho ! lass, stand»" 

Turpin and King, meanwhile, walked quicMy through th^ 
house, preceded by the hoat» who conducted them, not with- 
out some inward trépidation» towards the door. Amved 
there, each man rushed swiftly to his horse. Dick was4n the 
saddle in an instant, and stamping her foot upon the ostler's 
leg, Black Bess compelled the man, yelling with pain, to quit 
his hold of the bridfe. Tom King was not equaUy fartuoate. 
Before he could mount his horse, a loud snout was ralsed, 
which startled the animal, and caused him to swerve, so 
that Tom lost his footing in the stirrup, and fell to the 
ground. He was instantly seized by Paterson, and a struggle 
commenced, King endeavouring, but in Yain, ta draw a 
pistol. 

" Flip him,* Dick ; fire, or l'm taken," cried King. " Pire ! 

* Shoot him. 
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damn you, why don't you fire ?" shouted he, in desperation, 
still struggling vehemently with Paterson, who was a strong 
man, and more than a match for a ligM weight like King. 

" I can't," cried Dick ; " I shaU hit you if I fire." 

" Take your chance/' shonted King. " Is this your friend- 
ship ?" 

Thus urged, Turpin fired. The bail ripped up the sleeve 
of Paterson' s coat, but did not wound him. 

"Again!" cried King. "Shoot him, I say. Don*t you 
hear me ? Fire again !" 

Pressed as he was by foes on every side, him self their 
mark, for both Coates and Tyrconnel had fired upon him, 
and were now mounting their steeds to give chase, it was im- 
possible that Turpin could take sure aim ; added to which, 
in the struggle, Paterson and King were each moment 
changing their relative positions. He, however, would no 
longer hesitate, but again, at his friend's request, fired. The 
bail lodged itself in IQng's breast. He fell at once. At this 
instant a shriek was heard from the chaise : the window was 
thrown open, and her thick veil being drawn aside, the 
features of a very pretty female, now impressed with terror 
and contrition, were suddenly exhibited. 

King fixed his glazing eyes upon her. 

" Susan !" sighed he, " is it you that I behold ?" 

" Yes, yes, *tis she, sure enough," said Paterson. " You 
see, ma'am, what you and suchlike hâve brought him to. 
However, you'll lose your reward ; he's going fast enough." 

"Eeward!" gasped King; "reward! Did she betray 
me?" 

" Ay, ay, sir," said Paterson, " she blowed the gaff, if it's 
any consolation to you to know it." 

" Consolation !" repeated the dying man ; " perfidious ! — 
oh ! — ^the prophecy — my best friend — ^Turpin — I die by his 
hand." 

And vainly striving to raise himself, he fell backwards and 
expired. Alas, poor Tom ! 

"Mr. Paterson! Mr. Paterson!" cried Coates; "leave the 
landlord to look after the body of that dying ruffian, and 
mount with us in pursuit of the living rascal. Come, sir ; 
quick ! mount ! despatch ! You see he is yonder ; he seems 
to hesitate ; we shall hâve him now." 

" Well, gemmen, l'm ready," said Paterson ; " but how the 
devil came you to let him escape ?" 

" Saint Patrick only knows !" said Titus ; " he*s as slippery 
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as an eel ; and, like a cat, tum him which way you will, he is 
always sure to alight upon his legs. I wonldn't wonder but 
we lose bim now, after ail, tbougb be bas sucb a small start. 
Tbat mare Aies like tbe wind." 

"He sball bave a tigbt run for it, at ail events," said 
Paterson, putting bis spurs into bis borse. " Tve got a good 
nag under me, and you are neitber of you badly mounted. 
He's only tbree bundred yards before us, and tbe devil's in it 
if we can't run bim down. It's a tbree bundred pound job, 
Mr. Coates, and well wortb a race." 

" You sbaU bave anotber bundred from me, sir, if you take 
bim," said Coates, urging bis steed forward. 

"Tbank you, sir, tbank you. FoUow my directions, and 
we*U make sure of bim," said tbe constable. " Gently, gently, 
not so fast up tbe bill ; you see be's breatbing bis borse. Ail 
in good time, Mr. Coates ; ail in good time, sir." 

And maintaining an equal distance, botb parties cantered 
leisurely up tbe ascent now called Windmill Hill. We sball 
now retum to Turpin. 

Agbast at tbe deed be bad accidentally committed, Dick 

remained for a few moments irresolute ; be perceived tbat 

King was mortally wounded, and tbat ail attempts at rescue 

would be fruitless ; be perceived, likewise, tbat Jerry and tbe 

Magus bad effected tbeir escape from tbe bowling-green, as 

be could detect tbeir figures stealing along tbe bedge-side. 

He besitated no longer. Turning bis borse, be galloped 

slowly off, little beeding tbe pursuit witb wbicb be was 
+ y» l'p 3 'f' A 11 p M 

"Every'buUet bas its billet," saidDick; " but little did I 
tbink tbat I really sbould tum poor Tom's executioner. To 
tbe devil witb tbis rascally snapper," cried be, tbrowing tbe 
pistol over tbe bedge. ** I could never bave used it again. 
'Tis strange, too, tbat be sbould bave foretold bis own fate — 
devilisb strange ! And tben tbat be sbould bave been be- 
trayed by tbe very blowen be trusted ! tbat's a lesson, if I 
wanted any. But trust a woman ! not I, tbe lengtb of my 
little finger." 
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IV. 

THE HT7E AND CBY. 



Biz ipentleiiien npon the road 

Tnufl seeing Gilpin fly, 
Witli postboy scampering in ibe reax, 

They raised tbe hue and cry : 



Stop tHef ! stop thief ! a liigfLwaymaxil 
Not one of tbem ma mnte ; 

And ail and eacK tbat pass'd that wax 
Pid join in th» porsmt. 

John Qilpin. 



Abeived at the brow of the hill, whence such a beaniful 
view of the country surrounding thie metropolis is obtaioed,* 
Turpin tamed for an instant to reconnoitre his puxsners. 
Coates and Titus he utterly disregarded ; but Paterson ytqs 
a more formidable f oe, and he weU knew that he had to âeal 
with a man of expérience and resolution. It was then, foir 
the first time, that the thoughts of executing hîa extxaordi^ 
nary ride to York first flashed across him; his bosom 
throbbed high with rapture, and he invaluiitajrily exclaimed 
aloud, as he raised himself in the saddle, " By &od î I will 
do it !" 

He took one last look at the great Babel that lay buxied îb 
a world of trees beneath him ; and as his quick eye ranged 
oTer the magnificent prospect, lit up by that gorgeous sunset» 
he could not help thinking of Tom Kmg's last words. " Poor 
fellow !" thought Dick, " he said truly. He will never see 
another sunset." Aroused by the açproaching clatter of his 
pursuers, Dick struck into a lane wmch lies on the right of. 
the road, now called Shoot-up-hill Lane, and set off at a good 
pace in the direction of Hampstead. 

"NoW," cried Paterson,. *'put your tits to it, my boys. 
We must not lose sight of him for a second in thèse lanes." 

Accordingly, as Turpin was by no means desirous of incon- 
Teniencing his mare at this early stage of the business, and 
as the ground was stiU upon an ascent, the parties preserved 
their relative distances. 

At length, after Varions twistings and tumings in that 
deep and devions lane ; after scaring one or two f armers» 
and riding over a brood or two of ducks ; dipping into the 
verdant valley of West End, and ascending another hill, 
Turpin burst upon the gorsy, sandy, and beautiful heath of 

* Since the earlier éditions of this Bomance were pnblislied, we regret to 
state (for to us, at least, it is matter of regret, tbougb probably not to tbe 
travellers along tbe Edgware-road) tbat this gentle ascent bas been cnt 
throngb, and tbe fair prospect from its brow utterly destroyed. 
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Hampatead. Shaping his course to the left, IMck then made^ 
for the lower part of the heath^ and skirted a part that leada 
towards North End^ passing the furze-crowned smnxisdt 
which is now crested by a clump of lofty pines. 

It was hère that the chase first assumed a character of 
interest. Bein|; open ground, the pursued and pursuers wero 
in f ull yiew of each other ; and as Dick rode swiftly across 
the heath, with the shouting trio hard at his heels, the soene. 
had a verj animated appearance. He crossed the hill — ^the 
Hendon-road — passed Crackskull Common — and dashed 
along the cross road to Highgate. 

Hitherto no adyantage had been gained by the pursuers ; 
they had not lost ground, but still they had not gained au 
inch, and much spurring was required to maintain their poaU 
tion. As they approached Highgate, Dick slackened hia 
pace ; and the other party redoubled their efforts. To ayoid 
the town, Dick struck into a narrow path at the right^ and 
rode eaaily down the hill« 

His pursuers were now within a hundred yards, and shouted 
to him to stand. Pointing to a gâte which seemed ta b«r 
their further progress, Dick unhesitatingly charged it, clear- 
ing it in beautifid style. Not so with Coates's party ; and 
the time they lost in unfastening the gâte, which none of 
them chose to leap, enabled Dick to put additional spaoe 
betwixt them. It oïd not, however, appear to be his inten- 
tion, altogether to outstrip his pursuers ; the chase seemed to 
give him excitement, which he was willing to prolong, as 
much as was consistent with his safety. Scud^g rapidly 
past Highgate, like a swift-sailing schooner, with t^ree lusib- 
bering In<£amen in her wake, Dick now took the lead along a 
narrow lane that threads the fields in the direction of H<»m- 
sey. The shouts of his foUowers had brought others ta ioin 
them, and as he neared Crouch End, traversing the îane 
which takes its name from Du- Val, and in which a housô» 
frequented by that gayest of robbers, stands, or stood, " A 
highwaymanî a highwayman!" rang ia his ears, in a di»-' 
cordant chorus of many Toices. 

The whole neighbourhood was alarmed by the cries, «ad 
by the tramp of horses ; the men of Hornsey rushed into tha 
road to seize the fugitive ; and women held up their babes. to 
catch a glimpse of the âying cavalcade, which seemed to gaîa 
number and animation as it advanced. Suddenly three bovse^ 
men appear in the road ; they hear the uproar and the din. 
" A hij^wayman ! a highwayman l" cry the Toioea : '^ stof^ 



300 BOOKWOOD. 

him, stop îiim !" But it is no sucîi easy matter. With a pîstol 
in each hand, and his bridle in his teeth, Turpin passed 
boldly on. His fierce looks — his furious steed — ^the impetus 
with. which he pressed forward, bore down ail before him. 
The horsemen gave way, and only served to swell the list of 
his pursuers. 

" We hâve him now ! we hâve him now !" cried Paterson, 
exnltingly. " Shout for your lives. The tumpike-man will 
hear us. Shout again — again ! The fellow has heard it. The 
gâte is shut. We hâve him. Ha! ha !" 

The old Homsey toU-bar was a high gâte, with chevaux-de- 
frize in the upper rail. It may be so still. The gâte was 
swung into its lock, and like a tiger in his lair, the prompt 
custodian of the tumpike trusts, ensconced within his door- 
way, held himself in readiness to spring upon the runaway. 
But Dick kept steadily on. He cooUy calculated the height 
of the gâte ; he looked to the right and to the left ; nothing 
better offered; he spoke a few words of encouragement to 
Bess ; gently patted her neck ; then struck spurs into her 
sides, and cleared the spikes by an inch. Out rushed the 
amazed tumpike-man, thus unmercifully bilked, and was 
nearly trampled to death imder the feet of Patersôn's horse. 

" Open the gâte, fellow, and be expéditions," shouted the 
chief constable. 

"Not I," said the man, sturdily, " unless I get my dues. 
Tve been done once already. But strike me stupid if l'm 
done a second time." 

"Don't y ou perçoive that*s a highwayman? Don't y ou 
know that l'm chief constable of Westminster ?" said Pater- 
son, showing his staff. " How dare you oppose me in the 
discharge of my duty ?" 

" That may be, or it may not be," said the man, doggedly. 
*' But you don't pass, unless I gets the blunt, and that*s the 
long and short on it." 

Amidst a storm of oaths Coates flung down a crown pièce, 
and the gâte was thrown open. 

Turpin took advantage of this delay to breathe his mare ; 
and, striking into a by-lane at Duckett's Green, cantered 
easily along in the direction of Tottenham. Little repose 
was allowed him. Yelling like a pack of hounds in full cry, 
his pursuers were again at his heels. He had now to run the 
gauntlet of the long straggling town of Tottenham, and 
varions were the devices of the populace to entrap him. The 
whole place was up in arms, shouting, screaming, running, 
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dancîng, and hurling every possible description of missile at 
the horse and her rider. Dick merrily responded to their 
clamour as he flew past, and lauglied at the brickbats that 
were showered thick as bail, and quite as barmlessly, aronnd 
him. 

A few more miles' bard riding tired tbe volunteers, and 
before tbe cbase reacbed Edmonton most of tbem were " no- 
wJiere'* Hère fresb relays were gatbered, and a strong field 
was again mustered. Jobn Gilpin bimself could not bave 
excited more • astonisbment amongst tbe good folks of Ed- 
monton, tban did our bigbwayman as be galloped tbrougb 
tbeir town. Unbke tbe men of Tottenbam, tbe mob received 
bim witb acclamations, tbinking, no doubt, tbat, like " tbe 
citizen of famous London Town," be rode for a wager. Pre- 
sently, bowever, borne on tbe wings of tbe blast, came tbe 
cries of " Turpin ! Dick Turpin !" and tbe burrabs were 
cbanged to bootings ; but sucb was tbe rate at wbicb our 
bigbwayman rode, tbat no serions opposition could be offered 
to bim. 

A man in a donkey-cart, unable to get out of tbe way, 
drew bimseK up in tbe middle of tbe road. Turpin treated 
bim as be bad done tbe duh at tbe knapping jigger, and 
cleared tbe driver and bis little wain witb ease. Tbis was a 
capital stroke, and well adapted to please tbe multitude, wbo 
are ever taken witb a brilliant action. " Hark away, Dick !" 
resounded on ail bands ; wbile bisses were as liberally be- 
stowed upon bis pursuers. 



V. 

THE SHOET PIPE. 



THe Peons are capital Horsemen, and several tiines we saw them, at a 
gallop, throw tbo rein on tbe horse's neck, take from one pocket a bag of 
loose tobacco, and, witb a pièce of paper, or a leaf of Indian corn, make a 
cigar, and tben take out a flint and steel and ligbt it. 

Head's Bough Notes, 

Away tbey fly past scattered cottages, swiftly and skîm- 
mingly, like eagles on tbe wing, along tbe Enfield bigbway. 
AU were well mounted, and tbe borses, now tborougbly 
warmed, bad got into tbeir paces, and did tbeir work beauti- 
f uUy. None of Coates's party lost ground ; but tbey main- 
tained it at tbe expense of tbeir steeds, wbicb were stream- 
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ing like water-carts, whilo Black Bess had scarcely tumed a 
hair. 

Turpin, the reader already knows, was a crack rider; he 
was Ihe <Tack rider of England of his time, and, perhaps, of 
any time. Tlie craft and mystery of jockey ship was not làien 
BO ^«11 understood in the eighteenth as it is in the ninetecsnth 
century ; men treated their horses difEerently ; and îew rode 
tiien as well as many ride now, when every youngster takes to 
the field as naturally as if he had been bred a Gnacho. Dick 
Turpin was a glorious exception to the rule, and anticipated 
a later âge. He rode wonderfuUy lightly, yet sat his ^ddle 
to perfection; distributing the weight so exqnisitely, thafc 
his horse scarcely felt his pressnre ; he yielded to every move- 
ment inade by the animal, and becasne, as it were, part and 
parcd of itseif ; he took care Bess shotdd be neither straâxied 
nor wTung. Freely, and as lightly as a f eather, was she borne 
«long ; beantiful was it to see her action ; to watch her vtjle 
and temper of covering the gronnd ; and many a first-iate 
Meltonian might hâve got a wrinkle from Turpin's seat and 
coitdiict. 

We hâve before stated that it was not Dick's object to ride 
away from his pnrsuers ; he conld hâve done that at any 
moment. He liked the f un of the chase, and wonld hâve 
been sorry to put a period to his own excitement. Confident 
in his mare, h^ just kept her at such speed as should put his 
pursuers completely to it, without in the slightest degree in- 
conveniencing himseK. Some judgment of the speed at which 
they went may be formed, when we state that little better 
than an hour had elapsed, and nearly twenty miles had been 
ridden over. "Not bad travelling that," methinks we hear 
the reader exclaim. 

" By the mother that bore me," said Titus, as they went 
along in this slapping style—Titus, by the bye, rode a big, 
Boman-nosed, powerful horse, well adapted to his weight, 
but which required a plentif ul exercise both of leg and arm to 
call f orth ail his action, and keep his rider alongside his com- 
panions — "by the mother that bore me," said he, almost 
thumping the wind out of his flea-bitten Bucephalus with his 
calves, after the Irish fashion, ^' if the fellow isn't lighting 
his pipe ! I saw the sparfes fly on each side of him, and there 
he goes like a smoky chimney on a frosty morning ! See, he 
tums his impudent phiz, with the pipe in his mouth ! Are 
we to stand that, Mr. Ooates ?" 

" Wait awhile, sir ; wait awhile," said Croates : " we'll smoke 
him by-and-by." 
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**P8Bans hâve been sung in honour of flie Peons of the 
Pampas by the Headlong Sir Francis ; but what the gallant 
major extols so loudly in the South American horsemen, viz,, 
the lighting of a cigar when in mid career, was accomplished 
with equal ea,se by our English highwayman a hundrea years 
ago, nor was it esteemed by him any extravagant feat either. 
ïlint, steel, and tinder were bestowed within Dick's ample 
pouch ; the short pipe was at hand ; and within a f ew seconds 
there was a stream 'of vapour exhaHng from his lips, like the 
smoke from a steam-boat shooting down the river, and track- 
îng his still rapid course through the air. 

" m let *em see what I think of 'em !'* said Dick, cooUy, 
as he tumed his head. 

It was now grey twilight. The mists of coming night were 
weaying a thin curtain over the rich surrounding Ltndscape. 
AU the sounds and hum of that delicious hour were heard, 
broken only by the regular clatter of the horses' hoofs. Tired 
of shouting, the chasers now kept on their way in deep silence. 
Sach man held his breath, and plunged his spurs rowel-^eep 
into his horse ; but the animais were already at the top <^ 
their speed, and incapable of greater exertion. Paterson, who 
was a hard rider, and perhaps a thought better mounted, kept 
the lead. The rest f ollowed as they might. 

Had it been undisturbed by the rush of the cavalcade, the 
scène would hâve been still and soothing. Overhead, a cloud 
of rooks were winging their garrulous Si^ht to the ancestral 
avenue of an ancient mansion to the right ; the bat was on 
the wing ; the distant lowing of a herd of kine saluted the 
ear at intervais ; the blithe whistle of the rustic herdsman, 
and the merry chime of waggon bells rang pleasaaitly from 
af ar. But thèse cheerful sounds, which make the still twilight 
hour delightful, were lost in the tramp of the horsemen, now 
three abreast. The hind fled to the hedge for shelter ; and 
the waggoner pricked up his ears, and fancied he heard the 
distant rumblmg of an earthquakc. 

On rush the pack, whipping, spurring, tugging for very life. 
Again they gave voice, in hopes the waggoner might suoceed 
in stopping the fugitive. But Dick was already by his side. 
** Harkee, my tulip," cried he, taking the pipe from his 
mouth as he passed, " tell my friends behind they will hear 
of me at York." 

** What did he say ?" asked Paterson, coming up the next 
Moment. 

*' That you'U find him at York," replied the waggoner. 

" At York !" echoed Coates, iu amaze. 



i 
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Turpin was now out of sight ; and although our trio flogged 
witli might and main, they conld never catcli a glimpse of him 
until, within a short distance of Ware, they beheld him at the 
door of a little public-house, standing with his bridle in his 
hand, cooUy quaS&ng a tankard of aie. No sooner were they 
in sight than Dick vaulted into the saddle, and rode off. 

" Devil seize you, sir ! why didn't you stop him ?" exclaimed 
Paterson, as he rode up. " My horse is dead lame. I cannot 
go any further. Do you know what a prize you hâve missed ? 
Do you know who that was ?" 

" No, sir, I don*t," said the publican. " But I know he 
gave his mare more aie than he took him self, and he has 
given me a guinea instead of a shilling. He's a regular 
good 'un." 

" A good *un !" said Paterson ; " it was Turpin, the noto- 
rious highwayman. We are in pursuit of him. Hâve you 
any horses ? Our cattle are ail blown." 

" Tou'll find the post-house in the town, gentlemen. l'm 
sorry I can't accommodate you. But I keeps no stabling. I 
wish you a very good evening, sir." Saying which the pub- 
lican retreated to his domicile. 

" That's a flash crib, l'il be bound," said Paterson. l'il 
chalk you down, my f riend, you may rely upon it. Thus far 
we're done, Mr. Coates. But curse me if I give in. TU 
follow him to the world's end first." 

" Eight, sir ; right," said the attomey. " A very proper 
spirit, Mr. Constable. You would be guilty^^of neglecting 
your duty were you to act otherwise, You must recoUect my 
father, Mr. Paterson ; Christopher, or Kit Coates ; a name 
as well known at the Old Bailey as Jonathan Wild's. You 
recollect him — eh ?" 

" Perfectly weU, sir," replied the chief constable. 

" The greatest thief-taker, though I say it," continued 
Coates, " on record. I inherit ail his zeal — ail his ardour. 
Come along, sir. We shall hâve a fine moon in an hour — 
bright as day. To the post-house ! to the post-house !" 

Accordingly, to the post-house they went ; and, with as 
little delay as circumstances admitted, f resh hacks being pro- 
cured, accompanied by a postilion, the party again pursued 
their onward course, encouraged to believe they were still in 
the right scent. 

Night had now spread her mantle over the earth ; still it 
was not wholly dark. A few stars were twinkling in the deep, 
cloudless heavens, and a pearly radiance in the eastern hori- 
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' zon heralded the rising of the orb of night. A gentle breeze 
was stirring ; the dews of evening h ad already fallen ; and 
the air felt bland and dry. It was just the night one would 
hâve chosen for a ride, if one ever rode by choice at such an 
hour ; and to Turpin, whose chief excursions were conducted 
by night, it àppeared little less than heavenly. 

Full of ardour and excitement, determined to exécute what 
he had mentally undertaken, Turpin held on his solitary. 
course. Everything was favourable to his project ; the roads- 
were in admirable condition, his mare was in like order ; she 
was inured to hard work, had rested sufficiently in town to 
recover from the fatigue of her récent journey, and had never 
been in more perfect training. *' She has now got her wind 
in her," said Dick ; " l'U see what she can do — hark away, 
lass — hark away ! I wish they could see her now/' added he, 
as he felt her almost fly away with him. 

Encouraged by her master's voice and hand, Black Bess 
started forward at a pace which few horses could hâve 
equalled, and scarcely any hâve sustained so long. Even 
Dick, accustomed as he was to her magnificent action, felt 
electrified at the speed with which he was borne along. 
" Bravo ! bravo !" shouted he ; " hark away, Bess !" 

The deep and solemn woods through which they were rush- 
ing, rang with his shouts, and the sharp rattle of Bess's 
hoofs ; and thus he held his way, while, in the words of the 
ballad : 

Fled past, on riglit and left, how fast. 

Each foreat, grove, and bower ; 
On right and left, fled past, how fast, 

Each city, town, and tower. 



VI. 

blace: bess. 

Dauphin. I will not change my horse with anjr that treads bnt on fonr 
pasterns. Ca, ha ! He boands from the earth as if his entrails were hairs ; 
le cheval volant j the Pegasus qui a les narines de feu! When I bestride 
him I soar. I am a hawk ; the earth singa when he touches it ; the basest 
horn of his hoof is more mnsical than the pipe of Hermès. 

Shakspbabb.— Henry F., Act IIL 

Black Bess being undoubtedly the heroine of the Fourth 
Book of this Eomance, we may, perhaps, be pardoned for 
hère expatiating a little in this pkbce upon her birth, parentage, 
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breeding, appearance, and attractions. And fîrst as to her 
pedigree ; for in the horse, unlike tlie human species, nature 
has strongly impressed the noble or ignoble caste. He is the 
real aristocrat, and the pure blood tbat flows in the veins of 
the gallant steed will inf allibly be transmitted, if his mate be 
suitable, throughout ail his line. Bess was no cock-taiL She 
was thorough-bred ; she boasted blood in every brigbt and 
brauching yein : 

• 

If blood can gîve nobility 

A noble steed was she ; 
Her sire was blood, and blood her dam, 

And ail her pedigree. 

As to her pedigree. Her sire was a désert Arab, renowne^ 
in his day, and brought to this country by a wealthy tra- 
veller ; her dam was an English racer, coal-black as her child, 
Bess united ail the fire and gentleness, the, strength and 
hardihood, the abstinence and endurance of fatigue of the 
one, with the spirit and extraordinary fleetness of the other, 
How Turpin became possessed of her is of little consé- 
quence. We never heard that he paid a heavy price for her ; 
though we doubt if any sum would hâve induced him to part 
with her. In colour, she was perfectly black, with a skin 
smooth on the surface as polished jet ; not a single white hair 
could be detected in her satin coat. In make, she was mag- 
nificent. Evëry point was perfect, beautiful, compact ; mo- 
delled, in little, for strength and speed. Arched was her 
neck, as that of the swan ; clean and fine were her lower 
limbs, as those of the gazelle ; round and sound as a drum 
was her carcase, and as broad as a cloth-yard shaft her width 
of chest. Hers were the " pulchrœ dunes, brève caput, ardua- 
que cervix,^* of the Eoman bard. There was no redundancy 
of flesh, *tis true ; her flanks might, to please some tastes, 
hâve been rounder, and her shoulder fuller ; but look at the 
nerve and sinew, palpable through the veined limbs ! She 
was built more for strength than beauty, and y et she was 
beautiful. Look at that élégant little head; those thin 
tapering ears, closely placed together ; that broad snorting 
nostril, which seems to snuff the gale with disdain ; that eye, 
glowing and large as the dian^ond of Qiamschid ! Is she not 
beautiful ? Behold her pacea ! how gracefully she moves ! 
She is off ! — no eagle on the wing could skim the air more 
3wiftly. Is she not superb ? As to her temper, the lamb is 
ïiot more gentle. A child might guide her. 

But bark back to Turpin, W^ left him rattling alopg 
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in superb style, and m the highest possible glee. He could 

not, in fact, be otherwiso than exhilarated ; nothing being so 

wildly intoxicating as a mad gallop. We seem to start ont of 

ourselves — to be endued, fov the time, with new énergies. 

Our thouglits take wings rapid as our steed. Wo feel as if 

his fleetness and bonndless impulses wey-e fqy the moment 

our own. We laiigh ; we exult ; we shoiit for verj joy. We 

cry ont with Mephistopheles, but in anjthing but a sn-rdonic 

mood. " What I en joy with spirit, is it the less my own on 

that account ? If I can pay for six horses, are not their 

powers mine ? I dyive along, and am a proper man, as if I 

had four-and-twcnty legs !" Thèse were Turpin*s sentiments 

precisely. Give him four legs and a wide plain, and he needed 

no Mephistopheles to bid him ride to perdition as fast as his 

^ag could carry him. Away, away ! — the road is level, tho 

path is clear. Press on, thou gallant steed, no obstacle is in 

thy way ! — and, \o ! the moon breaks fo^th ! Her silvery 

light is throwa over tho woody landscape. Dark shadows 

are cast athwart the road, and the flying figures oî thy rider 

and thyself are traced, liko giant phantoms in the dust ! 

Away, away ! our breath is gone, in keeping np ^ith this 

tremondous run. Tet Dlck Turpin has not lost his wind, for 

we hear his chcoring cry — hark ! he sings. The reader will 

bear in mind that Oliver means the moon ; to " whiddle" is 

to blab. 

OLIVER WHIDDLES I 

Oliver Whiddl-s -tlje tattler old ! 
TcUing what best bad been Icft nntold. 
Oliver ne*er was a friend of mine ; 
AU glim8 1 hatc that so briglitly shine. 
Give me a night black as hcU, and then 
See what l'il show to you, my merry me^. 

Oliver Whiddles !— who cares— Trbo cares, 
If down upon us be peera and stares ? 
Mind him who will, with his g^cat white face, 
Boldly ru ride by bis glira to tho chose ; 
Give him a Rowknd, and loudly as ever 
bhout, as I show myself, " Stand and deliyer I" 

'* Egad," soliloquized Dick, as he concluded his pong, loolf-. 
ing up at the moon, ** Old NolFs no bad fellow eitheTr î 
WQuld*t be without his white face to-night for a trifle. He's 
as good as a lamp to guide one, and let Bess onjy h old on as 
she goes now, and l'il do it with ease. Softly, we^cbi 3ûftlj i 
dost not see it's a hill we're rising. The deviVs in the maWj^ 
she cares for nothing." And as they ascended the hiU, Pi^lÇl» 
voice once more awoke the echoes of the night. ''j 

x'2 
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WILL DAVIES AND DICK TUEPIN. 

Hodid mihi, cràs tibi.- Saint Augustin. 

One niglit wben moiinted on my mare, 
To Bagshot Heath I did repair, 
And saw Will DaTis hanging there, 
XJpon the gibbet bleak and bare, 

With a rustified, fuatified, mvstified air . 

Witbin bis cbains bold Will looked bine, 
Gone were bis sword and snappers too, 
Wbicb serred tbeir master well and true ; 
Says I, *' Will Davies, bow are you? 

With your rustified, fustijled, mustifled airP* 

Says be, " Dick Tnrpin, bere I be, 

XJpon tbe gibbet, as you see ; 

I take tbe matter easily ; 

Y ou* Il bave yonr turn as well as me, 

With your whiatle'me, pistol-me, cut'my4hroat'air .'" 

Says I, " That*s very true, my lad ; 
Meantime, witb pistol and mtb prad, 
l'm qnite contented as I am, 
And need tbe gibbet not a d— n ! 

With its rustified, fvstijied, mustifled air!" 

" Poor Will Davies !" siglied Dick ; " Bagshot ouglit never 
to forget him,"* 

For never more sball Bagsbot see 
A bigbwayman of sucb degreo, 
Appearance, and gentility, 
As Will, wbo bangs npon tbe tree. 

With his rustified, fustified, mustifi^d air /" 

" Well," mused Turpin, " I suppose one day it will be with 
me like the rest of *ein, and that I shall dance a long lavolta 
to the music of the four whistling winds, as my betters hâve 
done before me ; but I trust, whenever the chanter-culls and 
last-speech scribblers get hold of me, they*ll at least put no 
cursed nonsense into my mouth, but make me speak, as I 
hâve ever f elt, like a man who never either f eared death, or 
tumed his back upon his friend. In the mean time 1*11 give 

* Tbis, we regret to say, is not tbe case. Tbe memory of bold Will Davis, 
the " Oolden Farmer " ^so named from tbe circumstance of his always pay- 
ing his rent in gold), is last declining npon bis peculiar domain, Bagsnot. 
The inn, which once bore his name, still remains to point ont to the traveller 
the dangers his forefathers had to enconnter in crossing this eztensive heath. 
Jnst bevond this hoase the common spreads ont for miles on aU sides in a 
most gallop-inviting style ; and the passenger, as he gazes from the box of 
somë nying coach, as we hâve done, npon the gorse-coveredwaste,may, with- 
ont much stretch of fancy, imagine be beholds Will Davies carecring like the 
wind over its wild and nndnlating expanse. We are sorry to add that the 
'* Qolden Farmer" bas altered its désignation to the " Jolly Farmer/' This 
shonld be amended ; and when next we pass that way, we hope to see th^ 
original edgn restored. We cannot afiford to lose our golden farmers, 
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them something to talk about. This ride of mine sliall 
ring in their ears long after I*m done for — put to bed with a 
mattock, and tucked up witb a spade. 

And when I am gone boTS, eacb hnntsman sball say, 
None rode like Dick Tarpin so far in a day. 

And thon, too, brave Bess ! thy name shall be linked witb 
mine, and we'll go down to posterity together ; and what," 
added he despondingly, " if it should be too much for thee ? 

what if but no matter. Better die now, while I am witb 

tbee, tban fall into tbe knacker's bands. Better die witb ail 
tby bonours upon tby bead, tban drag out tby old âge afc tbe 
sand-cart. Hark f orward, lass — bark forward !" 

By wbat peculiar instinct is it tbat tbis noble animal, tbe 
borse, will at once perceive tbe sligbtest cbange in bis rider's 
pbysical tempérament, and allow bimself so to be influenced 
by it, tbat, according as bis master's spirits fluctuate, will bis 
own énergies rise and fall, wavering 

From walk to trot, f rom canter to fnll speed ? 

How is it, we ask of tbose more intimately acquainted witb 
tbe metapbysics of tbe Huoybnymn tban we prétend to be ? 
Do tbe saddle or tbe rein convey, like metallic tractors, 
vibrations of tbe spirit betwixt tbe two ? We know not ; but 
tbis mucb is certain, tbat no servant partakes so mucb of tbe 
cbaracter of bis master as tbe borse. Tbe steed we are wont 
to ride becomes a portion of ourselves. He tbinks and feels 
witb us. As we are lively, be is sprigbtly ; as we are de- 
pressed, bis courage droops. In proof of tbis, let tbe reader 
see wbat borses some men make — make we say, because in 
sucb bands tbeir cbaracter is wbolly altered. Partaking, 
in a measure, of tbe courage and tbe firmness of tbe band 
tbat guides tbem, and of tbe resolution of tbe frame tbat 
sways tbem — wbat tbeir rider wills tbey do, or strive to do. 
Wben tbat goveming power is relaxed, tbeir énergies are re- 
laxed likewise ; and tbeir fine sensibilities supply tbem witb 
an instant knowledge of tbe disposition and capacity of tbe 
rider. A gift of tbe gods is tbe gallant steed, wbicb, like any 
otber faciilty we posses», to use or to abuse — to command or 
to neglect — rests witb ourselves ; be is tbe best gênerai test 
of our own seK-government. 

Black Bess's action amply verified wbat we hare jost 
asserted ; for during Turpin's momentaiT despoQ&nqr» hm 
pace was perceptibly diminisbed^ and herloroe xettthMt]^/ *' 
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as he revived, sîie rallied instantlj, and, seized apparently 
with a kindred enthusiasm, saorted joyously, as slie recovered 
her speed. Now was it that thé child of the désert stowed 
herself the lindoubted ofEspring of the hardy loins from 
whence she spruug. Full fifty miles had she sped, yet she 
Bhowed no symptom of distress. If possible, she appearèd 
fresher than when she started. She had breathed ; her limbs 
were suppler ; her action was freer, easier, lighter. Her sire, 
who, npon his trackless wilds, could hâve outstripped the 
|)estilent simoom ; and with throat unslacked, aiid hunger un- 
appeased, could thrice hâve seen the scorching sun go down, 
had not greater powers of endurance. Ilis vigour was her 
héritage. Her dam, who upon the velvet sod was of alinost 
unapproachable swiftness, and who had often brought her 
owner golden assurances of her worth, could scarce hâve kept 
pacie with her, and would hâve sunk under a third of her 
fatigue. But Bess was a paragon. We ne'er shall look upon 
her like again, unless we can prevail upon some Bédouin 
chief to présent us with a brood mare, and then the racing 
World shall see what a breed we Will introduce into this 
country. Eclipse, Childers, or Hambletonian, shall be no- 
thing to our coïts, and even the railroad slow travelling com- 
pared with the speed of our new ioags ! 

But to return to Bess, or rather to go along with her, for 
there is no halting now ; we are going at the rate of twenty '* 
knots an hour— sailing before the wind ; and the reader must 
either keep pace with us, or drop astern. Bess is now in her 
speed, and Dick happy. Happy! he is enraptured — ^mad- 
dened — furious — intoxicated as with wine. Pshaw! wine 
could ne ver throw him into such a buming delirium. Its 
choicest juices hâve no inspiration like this. Its fumes are 
slow and heady. This is ethereal, transporting. His blood 
spins through his veins ; winds round his heart ; mounts to 
lus brain. Away ! away ! He is wild with joy. Hall, cot, 
tree, tower, glade, mead, waste, or woodland, are seen, passed, 
left behind,- and vanish as in a dream. Motion is scarcely 
perceptible — it is impetus! volition! The horse and her 
rider are driven forward, as it were, by seK-accelerated 
speed. A hamlet is visible in the moonlight. It is scarcely 
discovered ère the flints sparkle beneath the mare's hoofs. 
A moment's clatter upon the stones, and it is left behind. 
Again, it is the silent, smiling country. Now they are buried 
in the darkness of woods ; now sweeping along on the 
widé plain ; now clearing the unopened toll-bar, now tramp- 
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liHg orer thô hollow-sounding bridge^ tteii* shadows tno- 
mently reÔected in the placid mirror of the stream ; now 
scaling the Idll-side a thought more slowly; now pliitlging, 
as the hotses of Phœbus into the océan, down its précipitons 
sides. 

The limits of two shires are ah'eady past. They are wîthin 
the confines of a third. They hâve entered the merry county 
of Hnntingdon ; they hâve snrmounted the gentle hill that 
slips into Godmanchester. They are by the banks of the 
rapid Ouse. The bridge is past ; and as Turpin rode throtigh 
the deserted streets of Hnntingdon, he heard the eleventh 
hour given from the iron tongue of St. Mary's spire. In f onr 
hours (it was abont seven when hé started), Dick had accom- 
plished f uU sixty miles ! 

A few reeling topers in the streets saw the horseman Ait 
past, and one or two Windows were thrown open ; but Peep- 
ing Tom of Coventry would hâve had small chance of behold- 
ing the unveiled beauties of Queen Godiva had she ridden at 
the rate of Dick Turpin. He was gone, like a meteoi*, alînost 
as soon as he appeared. 

Hnntingdon is left behind, and he is once more suîtounded 
by dew-gemmed hedges and silent slumbering ttees. Êroad 
meadows, or pasture land, with drowsy cattle, or low bleating 
sheep, lie on either side. But what to Turpin, at that mo- 
ment, is nature, animate or inanimate ? He thinks only of 
his mare — ^his future famé. None are by to see him ride ; no 
stimulating plaudits ring in his ears ; no thousand hands are 
clapping ; no thousand voices huzzaing ; no handkerchief s 
are waved ; no necks strained ; no bright eyes rain influence 
upon him; no eagle orbs watch his motions; no bells are 
rung ; no cup awaits his achievement ; no sweepstakes — no 
plate. But his will be renown — everlasting renown ; his will 
be famé which will not die with him — which will keep his 
réputation, albeit a tamished one, still in the mouths of men. 
Hé wants ail thèse adventitious excitements, but he has that 
within which is a greater excitement than ail thèse. He is 
conscious that he is doing a deed to live by. It not riding 
for life, he is idding for immortàlity ; and as the hero may 
perchance feel (for even a highwayman may feel like a hero) 
when he willingly throWs aWay his existence in the hope 
of eàrning a gloriôus name, Turbin cared not What might 
bef ail hitnself , so he could proumy- sigtialiié lliiiHtéldt as the 
first of his land, 

• 

And wUch the world wiHh niûibU 




V 
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What need had he of spectators ? The eye of posterity was 
upon liim ; he f elt the influence of tliat Argus glance which 
bas made many a poor wight spur on his Pegasus with not 
half 80 good a chance of reaching the goal as Dick Turpin. 
Multitudes, yet unbom, he knew would hear and laud his 
deeds. He trembled with excitement, and Bess trembled 
under him. But the émotion was transient— on, on they 
fly ! The torrent leaping f rom the crag — the boit from the 
bow — the air-cleaving eagle — thoughts themselves are scarce 
more winged in their flight ! 



vn. 

THE YORK STAGE. 



\ 



YoBK, FouB Days !— Stagfe Coach hegina on Frida/yy the ISth of April, 
1706. Ail that are désirons to pass from London to York, or from York to 
London, or any other place on that road, let them repair to the Black Swan, 
in Holbom, in London, or the Black Swan, in Coney-street, in York. At 
both which places they maybe received in a Stage Coach, eyery Monday, 
Wednesday, and Friday, which performs the whole joumey in fonr days (if 
God permits!) and sets forth at five in the moming. And retums from 
York to Stamford in two days, and from Stamford, bv Hantingdon in two 
days more. And the like stages in their returu. Allowing each passenger 
foarteen pounds' weight, and ail above, threepence per ponnd. Performed 
by Benjamin Kingman, Henry Harrison, and Walter Baynes. — Placard, i)re' 
served m the coffee-room of the Mlack Swan Inn at York, 

The night had hitherto been balmy and beautiful, with a 
bright array of stars, and a golden harvest moon, which 
seemed to diffuse even warmth with its radiance ; but now 
Turpin was approaching the région of fog and fen, and he 
began to feel the influence of that dank atmosphère. The 
intersecting dykes, yawners, guUies, or whatever they are 
called, began to send forth their steaming vapeurs, and 
chjlled the soft and wholesome air, obscuring the void, 
and in some instances, as it were, choking up the road itself 
with vapour. But fog or fen was the same to Bess; her 
hoof s rattled merrily along the road, and she burst from a 
cloud, like Eous at the break of dawn. 

It chanced, as he issued from a fog of this kind, that 
Turpin burst upon the York stage coach. It was no uncom- 
mon thing for the coach to be stopped ; and so furious was 
the career of our highwayman, that the man involuntarily 
drew up his horses. Turpin had also to draw in the rein, a 
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task of no little difficulty, as charging a hnge lumbering 
coach, with its full complément of passengers, was more than 
even Bess could accomplish. The moon shone brightly on 
Turpin and his mare. He was iinmasked, and his features 
were distinctly visible. An exclamation was uttered hj a 
gentleman on the box, wbo it appeared instantly recognised 
bim. 

"Pull up— draw yoiir borses across tbe road!" cried tbe 
gentleman ; " tbat's Dick Turpin, the highwayman. His 
capture would be worth three himdredpounds to y ou," added 
he, addressing the coachman, " and is of equal importance to 
me. Stand !" shouted he, presenting a cocked pistol. 

This resolution of the gentleman was not apparently agree- 
able, either to the coachman or the majority of the passengers ; 
the name of Turpin acting like magie upon them. One man 
jumped off behind, and was with difficulty afterwards re- 
covered, having tumbled into a deep ditch at the road side. 
An old gentleman with a cotton nightcap, who had popped 
out his head to swear at the coachman, drew it suddenly 
back. A faint scream in a female key issued from within, 
and there was a considérable hubbub on the roof. Amongst 
other ominous sounds, the guard was heard to click his long 
horse-pistols. " Stop the York four-day stage !" said he, 
forcing his smoky voice through a world of throat-embracing 
shawl ; " the fastest coach in the kingdom : vos ever sich 
atrocity heard of ? I say, Joe, keep them ère leaders steady ; 
we shall ail be in the ditch. Don't you see where the hind 
wheels are ? Who — whoop, I say." 

The gentleman on the box now discharged his pistol, and 
the confusion within was redoubled. The white nightcap was 
popped out like a rabbit's head, and as quickly popped back 
on hearing the highwayman' s voice. Owing to the plunging 
of the horses, the gentleman had missed his aim. 

Prepared for such emergencies as the présent, and seldom 
at any time taken aback, Dick received the fire without 
flinching. He then lashed the horses out of his course, and 
rode up, pistol in hand, to the gentleman who had fired 

" Major Mowbray," said he, in a stern tone, " I know you. 
I meant not either to assault you or thèse gentlemen. Yet 
you bave attempted my life, sir, a second time. But you are 
now in my power, and by hell ! if you do not answer the 
questions I put to you, nothing earthly shall save you." 

" If you ask aught I may not answer, fire l" said the major ; 
" I will never ask life from such as you." . .- ; 
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** Hare you Beén aught of Sir Luke Eookwood P*' afited 
Kck. 

" The villain you mean is not yet secured," replied thè 
majot, " but we hâve traces of him. 'Tis with the viéW ùî 
procuring more efficient assistance that î tide td town.'* 

" They hâve not met then since ?'* said Dickj jc}aî*eleBslyi 

" Met ! whom do you mean ?" 

" Tour sister and Sir Luke/' said DicTî. 

" My sister meet him ?" cried the major, angrily ; " think 
you he dare show himself at Eookwood ?" 

" Ho ! ho !" laughed Dick ; " she te at Rookwood, then ? 
A thousand thanks, major. Q-ood night to you, gentlemen;" 

"Take that with you, and remember the guatii," cried the 
fèllow, who, imable to take aim f rom vrhere he sat, had crept 
àlong the coach roof, and discharged thence one of his large 
horse-pistols at what he took to be the highwayman's head, 
but which, luckily for Dick, was his hat, which he had raised 
to sainte the passetigers. 

" Eeinetiaber you," said Dick, cooUy replacinghis perforated 
beaver on his brow ; " you may rely upon it, my fine felloW, 
m not forget you the next time we meet." 

And off he went like the breath of the whirlwind. 



vm. 



A EOADSIDE INK. 
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MooTé Take my horse, anddash a bottle of \vine over him. 'Twas bot wotk, 

ScHiLLE».— TAe Bohhers. 

We will now make inquiries af ter Mr. Coates and his party, 
of whom both we and Dick Turpin hâve for some time loiat 
sight. With unabated ardour the vindictive man of law and 
his myrmidons pressed forward. A tacit compact seeined to 
hâve been entered into between the highwayman and his pur- 
suers, that he was to fly while they were to foUow. Like 
bloodhounds, they kept steadily upon his trail; noir were 
they so far behind as Dick imagined. At each post-house 
they passed they obtained fresh horsesj and, while thèse 
were saddling, a postboy was despatched en courier to oi^der 
relays at the next station. In this manner they proceeded 
after the first stoppage without interruption. Horses were 
in waiting for them, as tiiey^ "bloody with spUrUnj^^ fieiry 
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hot tntîi haste," and their jaded hacks arrived. Turpin had 
been heard or seen in ail quarters. Turnpike-men, waggoners, 
carters, trampers, ail had seen him. Besides, strange as it 
may sound, they placed some faith in his word. York they 
believed would be bis destination, 

At length tbe coacb wbich Dick had encotintered hove in 
sight. There was another stoppage and another hubbub. 
The old gentleman's nightcap was again manifested, and 
suffered a sudden occultation, as upon the former occasion. 
The postboy, who was in advance, had halted, and given up 
his horse to Major Mowbray, who exchanged his seat on the 
box for one on the saddle, deeming it more expédient after 
his interview with Turpin, to retum to Rookwood, rather 
than to proceed to town. The postboy was placed behind 
Coates, as being the lightest weight ; and, thus reinf orced, 
the party pushed forward as rapidly as heretofore. 

Eighty and odd miles had now been traversed — ^the boundary 
of another county, Northampton, passed; yet no rest nor 
respite had Dick Turpin or his unflinching mare enjoyed. 
But hère he deemed it fitting to make a brief hait. 

Bordering the beautiful domains of Burleigh House stood 
a little retired hostelrie of some antiquity, which bore tke 
great Lord Treasurer's arms. With this house Dick was net 
altogether unacquainted. The lad who acted as ostler was 
known to him. It was now midnight, but a bright and 
beaming night. To the door of the stable then did he ride, 
and knociked in a peculiar manner. Reconnoitring Dick 
through a broken pane of glass in the lintel, and apparently 
satisfied with his scrutiny, the lad thrust forth a head of hair 
as ftdl of straw aïs Mad Tom's is represented to be upon the 
stage. A chuckle of welcome followed his sleepy salutation. 
" Glad to see you, Cap tain Turpin," said he ; " can I do any- 
thing for you?" 

" GTet me a couple of bottles of brandy and a beefsteak," 
said Dick. 

"As to the brandy, you can hâve that in a jiffy ; but the 
steak, Lord love ye, the old 'ooman won*t stand it at this 
time ; but there' s a cold round, mayhap a slice of that might 
do ; or a knuckle of hatti ?" 

" D — n your knuckles, Ealph," cried Dick ; " hâve yoù any 
raw méat in the house ?" 

"Eaw méat?" echoed Balph, iû surprise. "Oh, yes, 
there's a rare rump o£ beef. xou can hâve a eut oSt that^ i£ 
youlike." 
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That's the thing I want," said Dick, ungirthing liis mare. 

Give me the scraper. There, I can get a wisp of straw 
from your head. Now run and get the brandy. Better 
bring three bottles. Uncork 'em, and let me hâve half a pail 
of water to mix with the spirit." 

"A pail full of brandy and water to wash down a raw 
steak ! My eyes !" exclaimed Ealph, opening wide his sleepy 
peepers ; addmg, as he went about the exécution of his task, 
" I always thought them Kum-padders, as they callthernselves, 
rum fellows, but now l'm sartin sure on it." 

The most sedulous groom could not hâve bestowed more 
attention upon the horse of his heart than Dick Turpin now 
paid to his mare. He scraped, chaf ed, and dried her, sounded 
each muscle, traced each sinew, pulled her ears, examined the 
state of her feet, and, ascertaining that her " withers were 
unwrung," finally washed her from head to foot in the diluted 
spirit, not, however, before he had conveyed a thimbleful of 
the liquid to his own parched throat, and replenished what 
FalstafE calls a " pocket-pistol," which he had about him. 
While Ealph was engaged in rubbing her dbwn after her 
bath, Dick occupied himself , not in dressing the raw steak in 
the manner the stable-boy had anticipated, but in rolling it 
round the bit of his bridle. 

" She will go as long as there's breath in her body," said 
he, putting the flesh-covered iron within her mouth. 

The saddle being once more replaced, after champing a 
moment or two at the bit, Bess began to snort and paw the 
earth, as if impatient of delay; and, acquainted as he was 
with her indomitable spirit and power, her condition was a 
surprise even to Dick himself. Her vigour seemed inex- 
haustible, her vivacity was not a whit diminished, but, as she 
was led into the open space, her step became as light and free 
as when she started on her ride, and her sensé of sound as 
quick as ever. Suddenly she pricked her ears, and uttered a 
low neigh. A duU tramp was audible. 

" Ha !" exclaimed Dick, springing into his saddle ; " they 
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" Who come, captain P" asked Ralph. 

"The road takes a turn hère, don't it?" asked Dick — 
"sweeps round to the right by the plantations in the 
hoUow ?" 

" Ay, ay, captain," answered Ealph ; " it*s plain you knows 
the ground." 

" What lies beyond yon shed ?" 
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" A stiff fence, captain — a reg'lar rasper. Beyond that a 
hill-side steep as a house ; no oss as was ever shoed can go 
down it." 

"Indeed!" laughed Dick. 

A loud halloo froin Major Mowbray, who seemed advancing 
upon the wings of . the wind, told Dick that he was dis- 
covered. The major was a superb horseman, and took the 
lead of his party. Striking his spurs deeply into his horse, 
and giving him bridle enough, the major seemed to shoot 
forward like a shell through the air. The Burleigh Arms 
retired some hundred yards from the road, the space in front 
being occupied by a neat garden, with low clipped hedges. 
No tall timber intervened between Dick and his pursuers, so 
that the motions of both parties were visible to each other. 
Dick saw in an instant that if he now started he should corne 
into collision with the major exactly at the angle of the road, 
and he was by no means désirons of hazarding such a ren- 
contre. He looked wistfully back at the double fence. 

" Come into the stable. Quick, captain, quick !" exclaimed 
Ralph. 

" The stable ?" echoed Dick, hesitating. 

"Ay, the stable; it's your. only chance. Don't you see 
he's tuming the corner, and they are ail coming. Quick, sir, 
quick ! " 

Dick, lowering his head, rode into the tenement, the door 
of which was most unceremoniously slapped in the major's 
face, and bolted on the other side. 

" Villain !" cried Major Mowbray, thundering at the door, 
" come forth. You are now fairly trapped at last — caught 
like the woodcock, in your own springe. We hâve you. Open 
the door, I say, and save us the trouble of forcing it. You 
cannot escape us. We wiU bum the building down but we 
will hâve you.** 

"What do you want, measter?" cried Balph, from the 
lintel, whence ne reconnoitred the major, and kept the door 
fast. " You*re clean mistaken. There be no one nere.*' 

" We*ll soon see that,** said Paterson, who had now arrived ; 
and leaping from his horse, the chief constable took a short 
run, to give himself impetus, and with his foot burst open 
tbe door. This being accomplished, in dashed the major and 
Paterson, but the stable was vacant. A door was open ail 
the back ; they rushed to it. The sharply sloping (nddt of 
hiU slipped abruptly downwards, within a jord ot tho ' 
Xt was a perilous descent to the horsemaOi yet tiia 




418 ROOKWOQP, 

a horse's heels was visible in the dislodged turf and scatter^d 
soil. 

" Confusion !" cried the major, " he bas escaped us." 

" He is yonder," said Paterson, poipting out Turpin moving 
swifty through the steaming meadow. " See, he makes again 
for the road — he clears the fence. A regular throw he has 
given us, by the Lord!" 

" Nobly done, by Heaven !" cried the major. " With ail 
his faults, I honour the fellow*s courage, and admire his 
prowess. He's already ridden to-night as I believe never 
man rode before. I would not hâve ventured to slide down 
that wall, for it's nothing else, with the enemy at my heels. 
What say you, gentlemen, hâve you had enough ? Shall we 
let him go, or " 

" As far as chase goes, I don't care if we bring the matter 
to a conclusion," said Titus. " I don't think, as it is, that I 
shall hâve a sate to sit on this week to come. Pve lost leather 
most confoundedly." 

"What says Mr. Coates?" asked Paterson. "I look to 
him." 

" Then mount, and off," cried Coates. " Public duty re- 
quires that we should take him.' 

" And private piquc^^ retumed the major. " Nq matter ! 
The end is the same. Justice shall be satisSed. Tq your 
steeds, my merry men ail. Hark, and away.*' 

Once more upon the move, Titus forgot his distress, and 
addressed himself to the attorney, by whose side he rode. 

" What place is that we're coming to ?" asked he, pointing 
to a cluster of moonlit spires belonging to a town they were 
rapidly approaching. 

" Btamford," replied Coates. 

"Stamford!" exclaimed Titus; "by the powers! then 
we*ve ridden a matter of ninety miles. Why, the great deeds 
of Eedmond O'Hanlon were nothing to this ! l'U remember 
it to my dying day, and with reason," added he, uneasily 
shifting his position on the saddle. 



^ 
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EXCITEMEKT. 

How fled what moonsbine f aintly showed ! 

How fled \(-hat darkness bid ! 
How fled the earth beneath theîr feet, 

The heayen abore their head. Williœin omd Ellen, 

"DiCK Tuii^piK, meanwliile, lield bravely on his coursQ, 
Besg was neither strained by lier gliding passage down tlie 
slippeyy hill-side, nor sbaken by larhing the fence in the 
meadow. A» Dick said, " It took a devilish deal to take it 
out of her." On regaining the high road she resumed her 
old pace, and once more they were distancing Tinie*s swift 
chariot in its whirling paaaage o'er the earth. Stamford, and 
the tongue of Lincoln* s fenny shire, upon which it is situated, 
are passed almost in a breath. Eutland is won and passed, 
and lâncolnshire once more entered. The road now verged 
within a bowsbot of that sporting Athens (Corinth, perhaps, 
we should say), Melton Mowbray. Melton was then ttn- 
known to famé, but, as if inspired by that furor venaticus 
which now inspires ail who corne within twenty miles of this 
Charybdis of the chase, Bess hère Jet out in a style with 
which it would hâve puzzled the best Leicestershire squire's 
best prad to hâve kept pace. The spirit she imbibed through 
the pores of her skin, and the juices of the méat she had 
champed, seemed to hâve communicated preternatural excite- 
ment to her. Her pace was absolutely terrifie. Her eye-balls 
were dilated, and glowed like flaming carbuncles ; while 
her widely-distended nostril seemed, in the cold moonshine, 
to snort forth smoke, as from a hidden fire. Fain would 
Turpin hâve controlled her ; but, without bringing into play 
ail his tremendous nerve, no check could be given her head- 
long course, and for once, and the only time in her submissive 
career, Bess resolved to hâve her own way — and she had it. 
Like a sensible fellow, Dick conceded the point. There was 
something even of conjugal philosophy in his self-comiuunion 
upon the occasion. *' E'en îet her take her own way, and be 
hanged to her, for an obstinate, self-willed jade as she is," 
said be : " now her back is up there'll be no stopping her, 
l'm sure ; she rattles away like a womaîx*s tongue, and wjien 
that once begins, we ail know what chance the curb has. Best 
to lat her hâve it out, or rather to lend her a lift. 'Twill be 
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over the sooner. Tantivy, lass ! tantivy ! I know which of 
us will tire first." 

We hâve bef ore said that the véhément excîtement of con- 
tinued swift riding produces a paroxysm in the sensorium 
amoimting to delirium. Dick's blood was again on fire. He 
was first giddy, as after a deep draught of Mndling spirit ; 
this passed off, but the spirit was still in his veins — ^the eatro 
was working in his brain. Ail his ardour, his eagemess, his 
fury, retumed. He rode like one insane, and his courser 
partook of his frenzy. She bounded ; she leaped ; she tore 
up the ground beneath her ; while Dick gave vent to his 
exultation in one wild prolonged halloo. More than half his 
race is run. He has triumphed over every difficulty. He will 
hâve no further occasion to hait. Bess carries her forage 
along with her. The course is straightforward — success 
seems certain — the goal already reached — ^the path of glory 
won. Another wild halloo, to which the echoing woods reply, 
and away ! 

Away ! away ! thou matchless steed ! yet Jbrace fast thy 
sinews — ^hold, hold thy breath, for, alas, the goal is not yet 
attained ! 

But forward î forward, on they go, 

Higli snorts the straiuing steed, 
Thick pants the rider's labouring breath. 

As headloug on thej speed ! 



^ 



X. 

THE GIBBET. 

See there, see there, what yonder swings 

And creaks 'mid whistling rain, 
Gibbet and steel— the accursed wheel— 

A murderer in his chain. William and Ellen. 

As the eddying currents sweep over its plains in howling 
bleak December, the horse and her rider passed over what 
remained of Lincolnshire. Grantham is gone, and they are 
now more slowly looking up the ascent of Gonerby Hill, a 
path well known to Turpin ; where of ten, in bygone nights, 
many a purse had changed its owner. With that feeUng of 
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inâependence aad exhila^ration which everr one feela, we 
believe, on having cUmbed the hiU-side, Turpin tnmed to 
gaze arotind. There waa triumph in his eje. But the 
triumph waa checked aa liis glauce féll upon a gibbet near 
hîm to the right, on the round point of hill whii3i ie a land- 
mark to the wide vale of Belvoir. Pressed ob he was for 
time, Dick immediately struck out of the ro&d, and approached 
the apot where it stood. Two searecrow objects, covered with 
ragB and rusty HnkB of chaine, depended from the tree. A 
night crow screaming around the carcasseB added to the 
hideoua effect of the scène. Tfothing but the living high- 
waTman and hia akeleton brethren weie visible upon the 
sohtarj apot. Around Mm was the loneBome waate of hill, 
o'erlooking the moonlit raliey : beneath bis feet, a patch of 
bare and lightning-bloated sod: above, the wan declining 
moon and akiea, flaked with gbostlj clouds : before him, the 
bleached bodiea of the murderera, for auch they were. 

" Will thia be my lot, I marvel?" said Dick, looking up- 
wards, with an invoïuntary shudder. 

" A^, marry will it," rejoined a crouching figure, suddenly 
springing from beside a tnft of briers that skirted tiie blaated 
gronnd. 

Dick started in bis saddle, vhile Beaa reared and plunged 
at the aight of thia uneipected apparition. 

" What ho ! thou deril's dam, Barbam, ia it thon F" ez- 
claimed Dick, re-asaured upon discoTerii^ it waa the gîpsy 
queen, and no apectre whom he beheld. " Stand still. Béas 
— atand, lasa. Wha.t dost thon hère, mother of darknesa P 
Art gathering mandrakes for thy poieonous meaBes, or pilfer- 
ing âeah from the deadp Meddle not with their bonea, or I 
will drive thee hence. What dost thou hère, I Bay, old dam 
of the gibbet ?" 

" I came to die hère," replied Barbara, in a feeble tone ; 
and, throwing back her hood, ahe diaplayed featnrea well-nîgh 
as ghaatly as thoae of the skeletona abore her. 

"Indeed," replied Dick. " TouVe made choioe of aplea- 
sant spot, it muet be owned. But you'll not die yot." 

"Do you know whoae bodiea thèse areP" ael^ Barbu», 
pointing upwarda. 

" Two of your race," replied Dick ; " right brethren of 
blade." 

" Two of my sons," retnmed Barbaraj " my twin obilt 
I am come to lay my bonea beneath ibtâi bonea : my aepul 
Bhal] be their sepulchre ; my body ahaQ f eed the f owls of 
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air as theîrs lia^e fed them. And if ghoBts can walk, we'U 
gcour this heath together. I tell you what, Dick Turpin," 
said tbe hag, drawing as near to thé highwayman as Bess 
would permit lier ; " dead men waUc and ride — ay, ride I — 
there's a comfort for y ou. IVe seen thèse do it. I hâve 
seen them fling off their chains, and dance — ay, dance with 
me — with their mother. No revels like dead men's reyels, 
Dick. I shall soon join *em." 

" You will not lay violent hands npon yourself, mother P" 
said Dick, with difficulty mastering his terror. 

" No," replied Barbara, in an altered tone. " But I will 
let nature do her task. Would she could do it more quickly. 
Such a life as mine won't go out without a long struggle. 
What hâve I to live for now ? AU are gone — she and her 
childJ But what is this to you ? You hâve no child j and if 
you bad, you could not f eel like a f ather. No matter. I rave. 
Listen to me. I bave crawled hither to die. 'Tis five days 
since I beheld you, and during that time food bas not passed 
thèse lips, nor aught of moisture, save Heaven's dew, cooled 
this parched throat, nor shall they to tbe last. That time 
cannot be far oU ; and now can you not guess how I mean to 
die ? Begone, and leave me, your présence troubles me. I 
would breathe my last breath alone, with none to witness tbe 
parting pang." 

" I will not trouble you longer, mother," said Dick, tuming 
his mare ; " nor will I ask your blessing." 

"My blessing!" scornfully ejaculated Barbara. "You 
shall bave it if you will, but you will find it a curse. Stay ! 
a thought strikes me. Whither are you going ?" 

" To seek Sir Luko Eookwood," replied Dick ; " know you 
aught of him ?" 

" Sir Luke Rookwood ! You seek him, and would find 
him ?" screamed Barbara. 

" I would," said Dick. 

" And you will find him," said Barbara ; " and that ère 
long. I shall ne'er again behold him. Would I could. I 
bave a message for him — one of life and death. Will you 
convey it to him ?" 

" I will," said the highwayman. 

" Swear by those bones to do so," cried Barbara^ pointing 
with her skinny fingers to the gibbet ; " that you will do my 
bidding." 

"I swear," cried Dick. 

" Fail not, or we will haunt thœ to thy life's enâ,*' oriftd 
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Barbara ; adding, as slie handed a eealed package to the high- 
wayman, " Give tliis to Sir Luke — to him alone. I would 
hâve sent it to liiin bj other hands ère this, but my people 
hâve deserted me — ^have pillaged my stores — ^have rifled me 
of ail, save this. Give this, I say, to Sir Luke, with your 
own hands. You hâve swom it, and wiU obey. Give it to 
him', and bid him think of Sibyl as he opens it. But this 
must not be till Eleanor is in his power ; and she must be 
présent when the seal is broken. It relates to both. Dare 
not to tamper with it, or my curse shall pursue you. That 
packet is guarded with a triple spell, which to you were fatal. 
Obey me, and my dying breath shall bless thee." 

" Never fear," said Diçk, taking the packet ; " l'il not dis 
appoint you, mother, dépend upon it.'* 

" Hence !" cried the crone ; and as she watched DicFs 
figure lessening upon the waste, and at length beheld him 
finally disappear down the hill-side, she sank to the ground, 
her frail strength being entirely exhausted. " Body and soûl 
may now part in peace," gasped she. "Ail I live for is 
accomplished." And ère one hour had elapsed, the night 
crow was perched upon her still breathing frame. 

Long pondering upon this singular interview, Dick pur- 
sued his way. At length he thought fit to examine the 
packet with which the old gipsy had intrusted him. 

" It feels like a casket," thought he. " It can't be gold. 
But then it may be jewels, though they don't rattle, and it 
ain't quite heavy enough. What can it be ? I should like 
to know. There is some mystery, that's certain, about it ; 
but I will not break the seal, not I. As to her spell, that I 
don't value a rush ; but IVe swom to give it to Sir Luke, 
and deliver her message, and l'U keep my word if I can. He 
shall hâve it." Saying which he replaced it in his pocket. 
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THE PHANTOM STEED. 

l'U speak to thee, tliongli hell itself should g&pe. 

And bid me hold my peace. Hamlet. 

Time presses. We may not linger in our course. We 
^ust fly on bef ore our flyijig highwayiftan. IHiU f orty miles 
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sliall we pass over in a breath. Two more liotirs hâve elapsed, 
and he still urges his headlong career, with heart resolute as 
ever, and purpose yet nnchanged. Fair Newark and the 
dashing Trent, "most loved of England's streams," are 
gathered to his laurels. Broad Notts, and its heavy paths 
and sweeping glades ; its waste (f orest no more) of Sherwood 
past ; bold Robin Hood and his merry men, his Marian and 
his moonlight rides, recalled, f orgotten, left behind. Hurrah ! 
hurrah ! That wild halloo, that waving arm, that enlivening 
shout — what means it ? He is once more upon Yorkshire 
ground ; his horse's hoof beats once more the soil of that 
noble shire. So transported was Dick, that he could abnost 
hâve flung himself from the saddle to kiss the dust beneath 
his feet. Thrice fifty miles has he run, nor has the morn yet 
dawned upon his labours. Hurrah ! the end draws nigh ; the 
goal is in view. Halloo ! halloo ! on ! 

Bawtrey is past. He takes the lower road by Thome and 
Selby. He is skirting the waters of the deep-channelled 
Don. 

Bess now began to manifest some slight symptoms of dis- 
tress. There was a strain in the carriage of her throat, a 
dulness in her eye, a laxity in her ear, and a slight stagger in 
her gait, which Turpin noticed with appréhension. Still she 
went on, though not at the same gallant pace as heretofore. 
But, as the tired bird still battles with the blast upon the 
océan, as the swimmer still stems the stream, though spent, 
on went she ; nor did Turpin dare to check her, f earing that, 
if she stopped, she might lose her force, or, if she fell, she 
would rise no more. 

It was now that grey and grimly hour ère one flicker of 
orange or rose has gemmed the east, and when unweaiying 
nature herself seems to snatch brief repose. In the roar of 
restless cities, this is the only time when the strife is hushed. 
Midnight is awake — alive ; the streets ring with laughter and 
with rattling wheels. At the third hour, a dead, deep silence 
prevails ; the loud-voiced streets grow dumb. They are de- 
serted of ail, save the few guardians of the night and the 
skulking robber. But even far removed from the haunts of 
men and hum of towns it is the same. "Naturels best nurse*' 
seems to weigh nature down, and stillness reigns throughout. 
Our feelings are, in a great measure, influenced by the hour. 
Exposed to the raw crude atmosphère, which has neither the 
nipping, wholesome shrewdness of morn, nor the profound 
chiÛness of night, the frame vainly struggles against the dull, 



ROOKWOOD. 325 

misérable sensations engendered by the damps, and at once 
communicates them to the spirits. Hope forsakes us. We 
are weary, exhausted. Onr energy is dispirited. Sleep does 
" not weigh our eyelids down." We stare upon the vacancy. 
We conjure up a thousand restless, disheartening images. 
We abandon projects we hâve formed, and which, viewed 
through this médium, appear fantastical, chimerical, absurà. 
We want rest, refreshment, energy. 

We will not say that Turpin had ail thèse misgivings. But 
he had to struggle hard with himself to set sleep and exhaus- 
tion at défiance. 

The moon had set. The stars, 

Pinnacled deep in tbe intense main, 

had ail — save one, the herald of the dawn — withdrawn their 
lustre. A dull mist lay on the stream, and the air became 
piercing cold. Turpin's chilled fingers could scarcely grasp 
the slackening rein, while his eyes irritated by the keen 
atmosphère, hardly enabled him to distinguish surrounding 
objects, or even to guide his steed. It was owing, probably, 
to this latter circumstance, that Bess suddenly floundered and 
f ell, throwing her master over her head. 

Turpin instantly recovered himself. His first thought was 
for his horse. But Bess was instantly upon her legs — covered 
with dust and foam, sides and cheeks — and with her large 
eyes glaring wildly, abnost piteously, upon her master. 

" Art hurt, lass ?" asked Dick, as she shook herself, and 
slightly shivered. And he proceeded to the horseman's scru- 
tiny. " Nothing but a shake ; though that dull jye — those 

quivering flanks " added he, looking earnestly at her. 

" She won't go much further, and I must give it up — ^what ! 
give up the race just when it*s won? !N"o, that can't be. 
Ha ! well thought on. l'yé a bottle of liquid given me by an 
old fellow, who was a knowing cove and famous jockey in his 
day, which he swore would make a horse go as long as he'd 
a leg to carry him, and bade me keep it for some great occa- 
sion, l've never used it : but l'U try it now. It should be 
in this pocket. Ah ! Bess, wench, I fear I*m using thee, after 
ail, as Sir Luke did his mistress, that I thought so like thee. 
No matter ! It will be a glorious end." 

Eaising her head upon his shoulder, Dick poured the con- 
tents of the bottle down the throat of his mare. Nor had 
he to wait long before its invigorating effects were instanta- 
neous. The ^q was kindled in the glassy orb; her crest 
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misérable sensatiouB eagendered by the daiupe, and at once 
communicates tbem to the apirita. Hope forsakes us. We 
are weary, eïhauated. Our enei^y is diepirited. Sleep doea 
" not weigh our eyelida down." We stare upou the ïacancy. 
We conjure up a tkousand restkse, dishcartening images. 
We abandon pro^ecte we ha-ve forined, and which, vîewed 
tbrough this médium, appear fantaatical, chimerical, absurâ. 
We want reat, refreshment, energy. 

We will not say that Turàin had ail thèse miagiTinga. But 
he had to stru^le hard with himaelf to set sleep aad eshaas- 
tion at deâance. 

The moon had set. The stars, 

Flimacled deep în the iaiensa main, 

had aJl — save one, the herald of the dawn — wittdrawn their 
lustre. A dull mist lay on the stream, and the air beoame 
piercing cold. Turpm's chilled fîngers could acarcelj grasp 
the slackening rein, while his eyes irritated by the keen 
atmosphère, hardly enabled hîm to distinguish surrounding 
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to this latter circumstance, that Bess suddenly floundered and 
fell, throwing her raaster over her head. 

Turpin instantly recovered himself . His first thought was 
for his horse. But Besa waa inatantly upon her legs — covered 
with dust and foam, sides and cheeks — and with her large 
eyes glaring wildly, almoat piteously, upon her maater. 

" Art hurt, lass ?" asked Dick, a» she shook herself, and 
slightly ahivcred. Ând he proceeded to the horseman's scm- 
tiny. "Nothiog but a shake ; though that dull jyo — those 

quivering flanka " added he, looking eamestly at her. 

" She won't go much further, a.nd I muât give it up — what 1 
gire up the race jnst when it'a won? No, that can't be. 
Ha ! well thought on. l've a bottle of liquid given me by an 
old fellow, who was a knowing eove and famous jockey in his 
day, which ho swore would make a horse go as long as he'd 
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was once more erected ; lier flank ceased to quiver ; and slie 
neighed loud and jojouslj. 

"Egad, tlie old fellow was right," cried Dick. "The 
drink has worked wonders. What the devû could it hâve 
been? It smells like spirit," added he, examining the bottle.. 
"I wish l'd left a taste for myself. But here's that will 
do as well." And he drained his flask oî the last drop of 
brandy. 

Dick's limbs were now become so excessively stiff, that it 
was with difficulty he could remount his horse* But this 
necessary preliminary being achieved by the help of a stile, 
he found no difficulty in resuming his accustomed position 
upon the saddle, We know not whether there was any like- 
ness between our Turpin and that modem Hercules of the 
sporting world, Mr. Ôsbaldeston. Far be it from us to insti- 
tute any comparison, though we cannot help thinking that, 
in one particular, he resembled that famous "copper-bot- 
tomed" squire. This we will leave to our reader's discrimi- 
nation. 35ick bore his fatigues wonderfully. He sufPered 
somewhat of that martyrdom which, according to Tom 
Moore, occurs " to weavers and M.P.*s from sitting too long j" 
but again on his courser' s back, he cared not for anything. 

Once more, at a gallant pace he traversed the banks of the 
Don, skirting the fields of flax that boimd its sides, and 
hurried far more swiftly than it& current to its confluence 
with the Aire. 

Snaith was past. He was on the road to Selby when dawn 
first began to break. Hère and there a twitter was heard in 
the hedge ; a hare ran across his path, grey looking as the 
moming self ; and the mists began to rise from the earth. 
A bar of gold was drawn against the east, like the roof of a 
gorgeous palace. But the mists were heavy in this world of 
rivers and their tributary streams. The Ouse was before 
him, the Trent and Aire behind ; the Don and Derwent on 
either hand, ail in their way to commingle their currents ère 
they formed the giant Humber. Amid a région so prodigal 
of water, no wonder the dews fell thick as rain. Hère and 
there the ground was clear ; but then again came a voUey of 
vapour, dim and palpable as smoke. 

While involved in one of thèse fogs, Turpin became aware 
of another horseman by his side. It was impossible to dis- 
cern the features of the rider, but his figure in the mist 
seemed gigantic ; neither was the colour of his steed distin- 
^^shable. Nothing was visible except the meagre-looking 
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phantom-like outline of a horse and his rider, and, as the 
unknown rode upon the turf that edged the way, even tHe 
Sound of liis horse' s hoofs was scarce audible. Turpin 
gazed, not without superstitions awe. Once or twice he 
essayed to address the strange horseman, but his tongue 
clove to the roof of his mouth. He fancied he discovered 
in the mist-exaggerated linéaments of the stranger a wild and 
fantastic resemblance to his friend Tom King. " It must be 
Tom," thought Turpin ; " he is corne to warn me of my ap- 
proaching end. I will speak to him." 

But terror o'ermastered his speech. He could riot force 
ont a Word, and thus side by side they rode in silence. 
Quaking with fears he would scarcely acknowledge to him- 
self , Dick watched every motion of his companion. He was 
still, stem, spectre-like, erect; and he looked for ail the 
world like a démon on his phantom steed. His courser 
seemed, in the indistinct outline, to be huge and bony, and, 
as he snorted furiously in the fog, Dick' s heated imagina- 
tion supplied his breath with a due proportion of flame. Not 
a Word was spoken — not a sound heard, save the sullen dead 
beat of his hoof upon the grass. It was intolérable to ride thus 
cheek by jowl with a goblin. Dick could stand it no longer. 
He put spurs to his horse, and endeavoured to escape. But' 
it might not be. The stranger, apparently without effort, 
was still by his side, and Bess's feet, in her master's appré- 
hensions, were nailed to the ground. By-and-by, however, 
the atmosphère became clearer. Bright quivering beams 
burst through the vaporous shroud, and then it was that 
Dick discovered that the apparition of Tom King was no 
other than Luke Rookwood. He was mounted on his old 
horse, Eook, and looked grim and haggard as a ghost vanish- 
ing at the crowing of the cock. 

" Sir Luke Eookwood, by this light !** exclaimed Dick, in 
astonishment. " Why, I took you for " 

" The devil, no doubt ?" retumed Luke, smiling stemly, 
" and were sorry to find yourseK so hard pressed, Don't dis- 
quiet yourself ; I am stiÛ flesh and blood." j 

" Had I taken you for one of mortal mould," said Dick, 
" you should hâve soon seen where l'd hâve put you in the 
race. That confounded fog deceived me, and Bess acted the 
fool as well as myself . Howeyer^ now I know you, Sir Luke, 
you must spur alongside, for the haute |ie^ gl Hïe iring ; and 
though l've much to »b,j, Tys ■ •aJ^ .WÉÉJfcj»- Ime.*' And 
Dick briefly detailed the padTlIedfaMI^HHBymduding 
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with hifl rencontre with Barbara. " Here's the packet," said 
he, "just as I got it. You must keep it tiU the proper 
moment. And hère," added he, fumbling in his pocket for 
another paper, " is the marriage document. You are now 
jour father's lawful son, let who will say you nay. Take it 
and welcome. If you are ever master of Miss Mowbray's 
hand, you will not f orget Dick Turpin.'* 

" I will not," said Luke, eagerly grasping the certificate ; 
" but she never may be mine." 

" You hâve her oath ?" 

" I hâve." 

** What more is needed ?" 

" Her hand." 

" That wiU f oUow." 

"It shall follow," replied Sir Luke, wildly. "You are 
right. She is my affianced bride — affianced bef ore hell, if not 
bef ore heaven. I hâve sealed the contract with blood — with 
SibyFs blood — and it shall be fulfiUed. I hâve her oath — 
her oath — ^ha, ha! Though I perish in the attempt, I will 
wrest her from Eanulph's grasp. She shall never be his. I 
would stab her first. Twice hâve I failed in my endeavours 
to bear her ofE. I am from Kookwood even now. To-mor- 
*row night I shall renew the attack. Will you assist me ?" 

" To-morrow night !" interrupted Dick. 

"Nay, I should say to-night. A new day has already 
dawned," replied Luke. 

" I will : she is at Eookwood ?" 

" She languishes there at présent, attended by her mother 
and her lover. The hall is watched and guarded. Eanulph 
is ever on the alert. But we will storm their garrison. I hâve 
a spy within its walls — a gipsy girl, faithful to my interests. 
From her I hâve learnt that there is a plot to wed Eleanor to 
Ranulph, and that the marriage is to take place privately to- 
morrow. This must be prevented." 

" It must. But why not boldly appear in person at the 
hall and claim her ?" 

" Why not ? I am a proscribed félon. A price is set upon 
my head. I am hunted through the country— driven to con- 
cealment, and dare not show myself for fear of capture. 
What could I do now ? They would load me with f etters, 
bury me in a dungeon, and wed Eleanor to Ranulph. What 
would my rights avail? What would her oath signify to 
them ? No ; she must be mine by force. His she shall never 
be. Again, I ask you, will you aid me ?" 
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" I hâve said — ^I will. Where is Alan Eookwood ?*' 

" Concealed within the hut on Thome Waste. Tou know 
il — it was one of your haunts." 

" I know it well," said Dick, " and Conkey Jem, its keeper, 
into the bargain : he is a knowing file. 1*11 join you at the 
hut at midnight, if ail goes well. We'll bring off the wench, 
in spite of them ail — just the thing I like. But in case of a 
break-down on my pait, suppose you take charge of my purse 
in the mean time." 

Luke would hâve declined this offer. 

" Pshaw !" said Dick. " Who knows what may happen ? 
and it's not ill lined either. You'U find an odd hundred or 
so in that silken bag — it*s not often your highwayman gives 
away a purse. Take it, man — ^we'll settle ail to-night ; and if 
I don't corne, keep it—it will help you to your bride. And 
now ofE with you to the hut, for you are only hindering me. 
Adieu ! My love to old Alan. We*ll do the trick to-night. 
Away with you to the hut. Keep yourself snug there till 
midnight, and we'll ride over to Eookwood." 

" At midnight," replied Sir Luke, wheeling off, " I shall 
expect you." 

" 'Ware hawks !" hallooed Dick. 

But Luke had vanished. In another instant Dick was 
scouring the plain as rapidly as ever. Li the mean time, as 
Dick has casually alluded to the hawks, it may not be amiss 
to inquire how they had flown throughout the night, and 
whether they were still in chase of their quarry. 

With the exception of Titus, who was completely done up 
at Grantham, " having got," as he said, " a complète bellyfm 
of it," they were still on the wing, and resolved sooner or 
later to pounce upon their prey, pursuing the same System 
as heretofore in regard to the post-horses. Major Mowbray 
and Paterson took the lead, but the irascible and invincible 
attomey was not far in their rear, his wrath having been 
by no means allayed by the fatigue he had undergone. At 
Bawtrey they held a council of war for a few minutes, being 
doubtful which course he had taken. Their incertitude was 
relieved by a f oot traveller, who had heard Dick's loud halloo 
on passing the boundary of Nottinghamshire, and had seen 
him take the lower road. They struck, therefore, into the 
path to Thome, at a hazard, and were soon satisfied they 
were right. Furiously did they now spur on. They reached 
Selby, changed horses at the inn in Iront of the vénérable 
cathedral churcb, and leamed from the postboy that a toil- 
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wom horseman, on a jaded steed, had ridden thi*ougli the 
town about five minutes before them, and could not be more 
than a quarter of a mile in advance. " His horse was so dead 
beat," said the lad, " that l'm sure he cannot bave got far ; 
and, if you look sharp, l'il be boimd you'U overtake him before 
he reaches Cawood Ferry." 

Mr. Coates was transported. "We'll lodge him snug in 
York Castle before an hour, Paterson/' cried he, rubbing his 

hands. 

" I hope so, sir," said the chief constable, " but I begin to 

hâve some qualms." 

"Now, gentlemen," shouted the postboy, "corne along. 
l'il soon bring you to him." 



CAWOOD FBBST. 

THe Bight renewed my oonrser's feet, 
A moment, staggering feebly fleet, 
A moment, witn a f aint low neigh, 

He answered, and then fell. 
With gasps and elazing eyes he lay, 
And reeking limbs immorable, — 
His first, and last career was done. 



Mazeppa, 



The son had just o*ertopped the " high eastem hiU," as 
Turpin reached the Ferry of Cawood, and his beams were 
reflected upon the déep and sluggish waters of the Ouse. 
Wearily had he dragged his course thither — ^wearily and 
slow. The powérs of his gallant steed were spent, and he 
could scarcely keep her from sinking. It was now midway 
*twixt the hours of five and six. Nine miles only lay before 
him, and that thought again revived him. He reached the 
water's edge, and hailed the ferry-boat, which was then on 
the other side of the river. At that instant a loud shout 
smote his ear ; it was the halloo of his pursuers. Despair 
was in his look. He shouted to the boatman, and bade bim 
pull f ast. The man obeyed ; but he had to breast a strong 
stream, and had a lazy bark and heavy seuils to contend with. 
He had «carcely leftthe shore, when another shout was raised 
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from the ptirsuers. The tramp of their steeds grew loudei* 
and louder. 

The boat had scarcely reached the middle of the sti'eani. 
His captors were at hand. Quietly did he waik down the 
bank, and as cautiously enter the water. There was a plunge, 
and steed and rider were swimming down the stream. 

Major Mowbray was at the brink of the stream. He hesi- 
tated an instant, and stemmed the tide. Seized, as it were 
by a mania for equestrian distinction, Mr. Coates brayed 
the torrent. Not so Paterson. He very coolly took ont his 
bull-dogs, and, watching Turpin, cast up in his own mind the 
pro8 and cons of shooting him as he was crossing. " I could 
certainly hit him," thought, or said, the constable ; " but 
what of that ? A dead highwayman is worth nothing — alire, 
he îcetghs 300Z. . I won't shoot him, but l'il make apretence." 
And he fired accordingly. 

The shot skimmed over the water, but did not, as it was 
intended, do much mischief . It, however, occasioned a mis- 
hap, which had nearly proved fatal to our aquatic attorney. 
Alarmed at the report of the pistol, in the nervous agitation 
of the moment Coates drew m his rein so tightly that his 
steed instantly sank. A moment or two afterwards he rose, 
shaking his ears, and floundering heavily towards the shore ; 
and such was the chilling effect of this sudden immersion, 
that Mr. Coates now thought much more of saying him self 
than of capturing Turpin. Dick, meanwhile, had reached the 
opposite bank, and, ref reshed by her bath, Bess scrambled up 
the sides of the stream, and speedily regained the road. I 
shall do it, yet," shouted Dick ; " that stream has saved her. 
Hark away, lass ! Hark away !" 

Bess heard the cheering cry, and she answered to the call. 
She roused ail her énergies ; strained every sinew ; and put 
forth ail her remaining strength. Once more, on wings of 
swiftness, she bore him away from his pursuers, and Major 
Mowbray, who had now gained the shore, and made certain 
of securing him, beheld him spring, like a woimded hare, from 
beneath his very hand. 

" It cannot hold ont," said the major ; " it is but an expiring 
flash ; that gallant steed must soon drop." 

" She be regularly booked, that*s certain," said thepostboy. 
" We shall find her on the road." 

Contrary to ail expectation, however, Bess held on, and set 
pursuit at défiance. Her pace was swift as when she started. 
But it was unconscious and mechanical action. It wanted 
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air as theirs hâte fed them. And if gliosts can walk, we'll 
Bcour this heath together. I tell you wliat, Dick Tuipin," 
said tbe hag, drawing as near to the highwaymaii as Bess 
would permit lier ; "dead men walk and ride — ay, ridel — 
there's a comfort for you. IVe seen thèse do it, I haye 
seen them fling off their chains, and dance — ay, dance with 
me — with their mother. No revels like dead men's revels^ 
Dick. I shall soon join 'em." 

" You will not lay violent hands upon yourself, mother P" 
said Dick, with difficulty mastering his terror. 

"No," replied Barbara, in an altered tone. "But I will 
let nature do her task. Would she could do it more quickly. 
Such a life as mine won't go out without a long struggle. 
What havo I to live for now ? AU are gone — she and her 
child I But what is this to you ? You haye no child ; and if 
you had, you could not f eel like a f ather. No matter. I rave. 
Listen to me. I hâve crawled hither to die. 'Tis five days 
since I beheld you, and during that time f ood has not passed 
thèse lips, nor aught of moisture, save Heaven's dew, cooled 
this parched throat, nor shall they to the last. That time 
cannot be far o£^ ; and now can you not guess how I mean to 
die ? Begone, and leave me, your présence troubles me. I 
would breathe my last breath alone, with none to witness the 
parting pang." 

" I will not trouble you longer, mother," said Dick, tuming 
his mare ; " nor will I ask your blessing." 

"My blessing!" scomfully ejaculated Barbara. "You 
shall hâve it if you will, but you will find it a curse. Stay ! 
a thought strikes me. Whither are you going ?" 

" To seek Sir Luko Eookwood," replied Dick ; " know you 
aught of him ?" 

" Sir Luke Eookwood ! You seek him, and would find 
him ?" screamed Barbara. 

" I would," said Dick. 

"And you will find him," said Barbara; "and that ère 
long. I shall ne'er again behold him. Would I could. I 
hâve a message for him — one of life and death. Will you 
convey it to him ?" 

" I will," said the highwayman. 

" Swear by those bones to do so," cried Barbara^ pointing 
with her skinny fingers to the gibbet ; " that you will do my 
bidding." 

"I swear," cried Dick. 

" Fail not, or we will haunt thae to thy life's end," cried 
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Barbara ; adding, as slie handed a sealed package to the high- 
wajman, " Give this to Sir Luke — to him alone. I would 
hâve sent it to him by other hands ère this, but my people 
hâve deserted me — ^have pillaged my stores — hâve rifled me 
of ail, save this. Give this, I say, to Sir Luke, with your 
own hands. You hâve swom it, and will obey. Give it to 
him, and bid him think of Sibyl as he opens it. But this 
must not be till Eleanor is in his power ; and she must be 
présent when the seal is broken. It relates to both. Dare 
not to tamper with it, or my curse shall pursue you. That 
packet is guarded with a triple spell, which to you were fatal. 
Obey me, and my dying breath shall bless thee." 

" Never fear," said Diçk, taking the packet ; " l'U not dis 
appoint you, mother, dépend upon it." 

" Hence !" cried the crone ; and as she watched DicFs 
figure lessening upon the waste, and at length beheld him 
finally disappear down the hill-side, she sank to the ground, 
her frail strength being entirely exhausted. " Body and soûl 
may now part in peace," gasped she. "Ail I live for is 
accomplished." And ère one hour had elapsed, the night 
crow was perched upon her still breathing frame. 

Long pondering upon this singular interview, Dick pur- 
sued his way. At length he thought fit to examine the 
packet with which the old gipsy had intrusted him. 

" It feels like a casket," thought he. " It can*t be gold. 
But then it may be jewels, though they don't rattle, and it 
ain*t quite heavy enough. What can it be ? I should Uke 
to know. There is some mystery, that's certain, about it ; 
but I will not break the seal, not I. As to her spell, that I 
don't value a rush ; but I*ve swom to give it to Sir Luke, 
and deliver her message, and l'il keep my word if I can. He 
shall hâve it." Saying which he replaced it in his pocket. 



Xï. 

THE PHANTOM STEED. 

l'il speak to thee, thongli liell itself slionld gape. 

And bid me hold my peace. Hamlet. 

Time presses. We may not linger in our course. We 
îïiust fly on bef ore our flyi»g highwayuwn. FuU forty miles 
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shall we pass over in a breath. Two more hours hâve elapsed, 
and he still urges his headlong career, with heart resolute sa 
ever, and purpose yet unchanged. Fair Newark and the 
dashing Trent, "most loved of England's streams," are 
gathered to his laurels. Broad Notts, and its heavy paths 
and sweeping glades ; its waste (f orest no more) of Sherwood 
past ; bold Eobin Hood and his merry men, his Marian and 
hismoonlight rides, recalled, forgotten, left behind. Hurrah! 
hurrah I That wild halloo, that waving arm, that enliYening 
shout — what means it ? He is once more upon Yorkshire 
gronnd ; his horse's hoof beats once more tne soil of that 
noble shire. So transported was Dick, that he could almost 
hâve flung himself from the saddle to kiss the dust beneath 
his feet. Thrice fifty miles has he run, nor has the mom yet 
dawned upon his labours. Hurrah ! the end draws nigh ; the 
goal is in view. Halloo ! halloo ! on ! 

Bawtrev is past. He takes the lower road by Thome and 
Selby. He is skirting the waters of the deep-channelled 
Don. 

Bess now began to manifest some slight symptoms of dis- 
tress. There was a strain in the carriage of her throat, a 
dulness in her eye, a laxity in her ear, and a slight stagger in 
her gait, which Turpin noticed with appréhension. Still she 
went on, though not at the same gallant pace as heretofore. 
But, as the tired bird still battles with the blast upon the 
océan, as the swimmer still stems the stream, though spent, 
on went she ; nor did Turpin dare to check her, fearing thàt, 
if she stopped, she might lose her force, or, if she fell, she 
would riso no more. 

It was now that grey and grimly hour ère one flicker of 
orange or rose has gemmed the east, and when unwearying 
nature herself seems to snatch brief repose. In the roar of 
restless cities, this is the only time when the strife is hushed. 
Midnight is awake — alive ; the streets ring with laughter and 
with rattling wheels. At the third hour, a dead, deep silence 
prcvails ; the loud-voiced streets grow dumb. They are de- 
sert(3d of ail, save the few guardians of the night and the 
skulking robber. But even far removed from the haunts of 
men and hum of towns it is the same. "Naturels best nurse" 
seems to weigh nature down, and stillness reigns throughout. 
Our feelings are, in a great measure, influenced by the hour. 
Exposed to the raw crude atmosphère, which has neither the 
nipping, wholesome ahrewdneaa of mom, nor the profound 
cbiÛneBB of night, the irame "vaVnVy ^\.t>ûi^^^% ^•ss^Mi^N5ûfe^ssvll^ 
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misérable sensations engendered bj the damps, and at once 
communicates them to the spirits. Hope forsakes us. We 
are weary, exhausted. Our energy is dispirited. Sleep does 
" not weigh our eyelids down." We stare upon the vacancy. 
We conjure up a thousand restless, disheartening images. 
We abandon projects we hâve formed, and which, viewed 
through this médium, appear fantastical, chimerical, absurà. 
We want rest, refreshment, energy. 

We will not say that Turpin had ail thèse misgivings. But 
he had to struggle hard with himself to set sleep and exhaus- 
tion at défiance. 

The moon had set. The stars, 

Fixinacled deep in the intense maûii 

had ail — save one, the herald of the dawn — withdrawn their 
lustre. A dull mist lay on the stream, and the air became 
piercing cold. Turpin's chilled fingers could scarcely grasp 
the slackening rein, while his eyes irritated by the keen 
atmosphère, hardly enabled him to distinguish surrounding 
objects, or even to guide his steed. It was owing, probably, 
to this latter circumstance, that Bess suddenly floundered and 
f ell, throwing her master over her head. 

Turpin instantly recovered himself. His first thought was 
for his horse. But Bess was instantly upon her legs — covered 
with dust and foam, sides and cheeks — and with her large 
eyes glaring wildly, almost piteously, upon her master. 

" Art hurt, lass ?" asked Dick, as she shook herself, and 
slightly shivered. And he proceeded to the horseman's scru- 
tiny. " Nothing but a shake ; though that dull jye — those 

quivering flanks " added he, looking eamestly at her. 

** She won*t go much further, and I must give it up — what ! 
give up the race just when it's won? No, that can't be. 
Ha ! well thought on. l'vé a bottle of liquid given me by an 
old fellow, who was a knowing cove and famous jockey in his 
day, which he swore would make a horse go as long as he'd 
a leg to carry him, and bade me keep it for some great occa- 
sion. IVe ne ver used it : but Pli try it now. It should be 
in this pocket. Ah ! Bess, wench, I feai* l'm using thee, af ter 
ail, as Sir Luke did his mistress, that I thought so like thee. 
No matter ! It will be a glorious end." 

Raising her head upon his shoulder, Dick poured the con- 
tents of the bottle down the throat of his mare. Nor had 
he to wait long before its invigorating effects were instanta- 
neous. The fîre was kindled iu tbô ^bwa«^ q^\V^ ^^js^ 
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was once more erected ; lier flank ceased to quiver ; and she 
neigbed loud and jojously. 

"Egad, tlie old fellow was rigbt," cried Dick. "The 
drink bas worked wonders. What the de?il could it bave 
been? It smells like spirit," added be, examining tbe bottle.. 
"I wisb I*d left a taste for myself. But bere's tbat will 
do as well." And he drained bis flask of tbe last drop of 
brandy. 

Dict's limbs were now become so excessively stiiï, tbat it 
was witb difficulty be could remount bis borse. But tbis 
neoessary preliminary being acbieved by tbe belp of a stile, 
be found no difficulty in resuming bis accustomed position 
upon tbe saddle, We know not wbetber tbere was any like- 
ness between our Turpin and tbat modem Hercules of tbe 
sporting world, Mr. Osbaldeston. Far be it from us to insti- 
tute any comparison, tbougb we cannot belp tbinking tbat, 
in one particular, be resembled tbat famous "copper-bot- 
tomed" squire. Tbis we will leave to our reader*s discrimi- 
nation. 33ick bore bis fatigues wonderfully. He sulEered 
somewbat of tbat martyrdom wbicb, according to Tom 
Moore, occurs " to weavers and M.P.'s from sitting too long ;'* 
but again on bis courser* s back, be cared not for anytbing. 

Once more, at a gallant pace be traversed tbe banks of tbe 
Don, skirting tbe fields of flax tbat bound its sides, and 
burried far more swiftly tban its current to its confluence 
witb tbe Aire. 

Snaitb was past. He was on tbe road to Selby wben dawn 
first began to break. Hère and tbere a twitter was beard in 
tbe bedge ; a bare ran across bis patb, grey looking as tbe 
moming self ; and tbe mists began to rise from tbe eartb. 
A bar of gold was drawn against tbe east, like tbe roof of a 
gorgeous palace. But tbe mists were beavy in tbis world of 
rivers and tbeir tributary streams. Tbe Ouse was before 
him, tbe Trent and Aire bebind ; tbe Don and Derwent on 
eitber band, ail in tbeir way to commingle tbeir currents ère 
tbey formed tbe giant Humber. Amid a région so prodigal 
of water, no wonder tbe dews fell tbick as rain. Hère and 
tbere tbe ground was clear ; but tben again came a Tolley of 
vapour, dim and palpable as smoke. 

Wbile involved in ono of tbese fogs, Turpin became aware 
of anotber borsemau by bis side. It was impossible to dis- 
ceru tbe foaturos of tbe rider, but bis figure in tbe mist 
seemed gigantic ; neitber was tbe colour of bis steed distin- 
^ruiabable. Notbing waa visible except tbe meagre-looldng 
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phantom-like outline of a horse and his rider, and, as the 
nnknown rode upon the turf that edged the way, even tHe 
Sound of liis horse' s hoofs was scarce audible. Turpin 
gazed, not without superstitions awe. Once or twice lie 
essayed to address the strange horseman, but his tongue 
clove to the roof of his mouth. He fancied he discovered 
in the mist-exaggerated linéaments of the stranger a wild and 
fantastic resemblance to his friend Tom King. " It must be 
Tom," thought Turpin ; " he is corne to wam me of my ap- 
proaching end. I will speak to him." 

But terror o'ermastered his speech. He could not force 
ont a Word, and thus side bj side they rode in silence. 
QuaMng with fears he would scarcely acknowledge to him- 
self, Dick watched every motion of his companion. He was 
still, stem, spectre-like, erect; and he looked for ail the 
world like a démon on his phantom steed. His courser 
seemed, in the indistinct outline, to be huge and bony, and, 
as he snorted furiously in the fog, Dick' s heated imagina- 
tion supplied his breath with a due proportion of flame. Not 
a Word was spoken — not a sound heard, save the suUen dead 
beat of his hoof upon the grass. It was intolérable to ride thus 
cheek by jowl with a goblin. Dick could stand it no longer.^ 
He put spurs to his horse, and endeavoured to escape. But* 
it might not be. The stranger, apparently without effort, 
was still by his side, and Bess's feet, in her master's appré- 
hensions, were nailed to the ground. By-and-by, however, 
the atmosphère became clearer. Bright quivering beams 
burst through the vaporous shroud, and then it was that 
Dick discovered that the apparition of Tom King was no 
other than Luke Eookwood. He was mounted on his old 
horse, Eook, and looked grim and haggard as a ghost vanish- 
ing at the crowing of the cock. 

" Sir Luke Eookwood, by this light !** exclaimed Dick, in 
astonishment. " Why, I took y ou for " 

" The devil, no doubt ?" retumed Luke, smiling sternly, 
" and were sorry to find yourseK so hard pressed, Don't dis- 
quiet yourself ; I am stiU flesh and blood." | 

" Had I taken you for one of mortal mould," said Dick, 
" you should hâve soon seen where l'd hâve put you in the 
race. That confounded fog deceived me, and Bess acted the 
fool as well as myself . However, now I know you. Sir Luke, 
you must spur alongside, for the hawks are on the wing ; and 
though Tve much to say, IVe not a second to lose." And 
Dick briefly detailed the particulars of his ride, concluding 
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with his rencontre with Barbara. " Here's the packet," said 
he, "just as I got it. You must keep it till the proper 
moment. And hère," added he, fumbling in his pocket for 
another paper, " is the marriage document. You are now 
your father's lawful son, let who will say you nay. Take it 
and welcome. If you are erer master of Miss Mowbray's 
hand, you will not forget Dick Turpin." 

" I will not," said Luke, eagerly grasping the certificate ; 
" but she never may be mine." 

" You haye her oath ?" 

"Ihaye." 

** What more is needed ?" 

" Her hand." 

« That wiU follow." 

"It shall follow," replied Sir Luke, wildly. "You are 
right. She is my affîanced bride — ^a£SAnced bef ore hell, if not 
before heaven. I hâve sealed the contract with blood — ^with 
Sibyl's blood — and it shall be fulfilled. I hâve her oath — 
her oath — ^ha, ha ! Though I perish in the attempt, I will 
wrest her from Banulph's grasp. She shall never be his. I 
would stab her first. Twice hâve I failed in my endeavours 
to bear her ofE. I am from Eookwood even now. To-mor- 
*row night I shall renew the attack. Will you assist me ?" 

" To-morrow night !" interrupted Dick. 

"Nay, I should say to-night. A new day has ahready 
dawned," replied Luke. 

" I will : she is at Eookwood ?" 

" She languishes there at présent, attended by her mother 
and her lover. The hall is watched and guarded. Banulph 
is ever on the alert. But we will storm their garrison. I hâve 
a spy within its walls — a gipsy girl, f aithful to my interests. 
From her I hâve learnt that there is a plot to wed Eleanor to 
Eanulph, and that the marriage is to take place privately to- 
morrow. This must be prevented." 

" It must. But why not boldly appear in person at the 
hall and claim her ?" 

" Why not ? I am a proscribed félon. A price is set upon 
my head. I am hunted through the country— driven to con- 
cealment, and dare not show myself for fear of capture. 
What could I do now ? They would load me with f etters, 
bury me in a dungeon, and wed Eleanor to Eanulph. What 
would my rights avail? What would her oath signify to 
them ? No ; she must be mine by force. His she shall never 
be, Again, I ask you, wïïl yow a\^ uckô V^ 
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" I hâve said — ^I will. Where is Alan Eookwood ?*' 

" Concealed within the hut on Thome Waste. Tou know 
il — it was one of your haiints." 

" I know it well," said Dick, " and Conkey Jem, its keeper, 
into the bargain : lie is a knowing file. l'U join you at the 
hut at midnight, if ail goes well. We'll bring off the wench, 
in spite of them ail — just the thing I like. But in case of a 
break-down on my pajrt, suppose you take charge of my purse 
in the mean time." 

Luke would hâve declined this offer. 

" Pshaw !" said Dick. " Who knows what may happen ? 
and it's not ill lined either. You'll find an odd hundred or 
so in that silken bag — it*s not often your highwayman gives 
away a purse. Take it, man — ^we'll settle ail to-night ; and if 
I don't corne, keep it— it will help you to your bride. And 
now ofE with you to the hut, for you are only hindering me. 
Adieu ! My love to old Alan. We*ll do the trick to-night. 
Away with you to the hut. Keep yourself snug there till 
midnight, and we'll ride over to Rookwood." 

" At midnight," rephed Sir Luke, wheeling off, " I shall 
expect you." 

" 'Ware hawks !" hallooed Dick. 

But Luke had vanished. La another instant Dick was 
scouring the plain as rapidly as ever. La the mean time, as 
Dick has casually alluded to the hawks, it may not be amiss 
to inquire how they had flown throughout the night, and 
whether they were still in chase of their quarry. 

With the exception of Titus, who was completely done up 
at Grantham, " having got," as he said, " a complète beUyfuL 
of it," they were still on the wing, and resolved sooner or 
later to pounce upon their prey, pursuing the same System 
as heretofore in regard to the post-horses. Major Mowbray 
and Paterson took the lead, but the irascible and invincible 
attomey was not far in their rear, his wrath having been 
by no means allayed by the fatigue he had undergone. At 
Bawtrey they held a council of war for a few minutes, being 
doubtful which course he had taken. Their incertitude was 
relieved by a f oot traveller, who had heard Dick's loud halloo 
on passing the boundary of Nottinghamshire, and had seen 
him take the lower road. They struck, therefore, into the 
path to Thome, at a hazard, and were soon satisfied they 
were right. Furiously did they now spur on. They reached 
Selby, changed horses at the inn in front of the vénérable 
cathedral church, and leamed from the postboy that a toil« 
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wom horseman, on a jaded steed, had ridden thi*ougli the 
town about five minutes before them, and could not be more 
than a quarter of a mile in advance. " His horse was so dead 
beat," said the lad, " that l'm sure he cannot bave got far ; 
and, if you look sharp, l'il be bound you'U overtake him before 
he reaches Cawood Ferry." 

Mr. Coates was transported. "We'll lodge him snug in 
York Castle before an hour, Paterson/' cried he, rubbing his 

hands. 

" I hope so, sir," said the chief constable, " but I begin to 
hâve Bome qualms." 

"Now, gentlemen," shouted the postboy, "corne along. 
ni soon bring you to him." 



CAWOOD FBBBT. 

THe Bight renewed my conner's feet, 
A moment, staggering feebly fleet, 
A moment, witn a f aint low neigh, 

He answered, and then fell. 
With gasps and glazing eyes he lay. 
And reekmg limbs immorable,— 
His first, and last eareer was done. 



Mazeppa. 




Thb son had just o'ertopped the "high eastem hill," as 
Turpin reached the Ferry of Cawood, and his beams were 
refiected upon the deep and sluggish waters of the Ouse. 
Wearily had he dragged his course thither — ^wearily and 
slow. The powérs of his gallant steed were spent, and he 
could scarcely keep her from sinking. It was now midway 
*twixt the hours of five and six. Nine miles only lay before 
him, and that thought again revived him. He reached the 
water's edge, and hailed the ferry-boat, which was then on 
the other side of the river. At that instant a loud shout 
smote his ear ; it was the halloo of his pursuers. Despair 
was in his look. He shouted to the boatman, and bade bim 
pull f ast. The man obeyed ; but he had to breast a strong 
stream, and had a lazy bark and heavy seuils to contend with. 
He had scarcely left the shore, when another shout was raised 
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from the ptirsuers. The tramp of their steeds grew lotidei* 
and louder. 

The boat had scarcely reached the middle of the sti'eani. 
His cap tors were at hand. Quietly did he waik down thô 
bank, and as cautiouslj enter the water. There was a plunge, 
and steed and rider were swimming down the stream. 

Major Mowbray was at the brink of the stream. He hesi- 
tated an instant, and stemmed the tide. Seized, as it were 
by a mania for equestrian distinction, Mr. Coates brayed 
the torrent. Not so Paterson. He very coolly took ont hiô 
bull-dogs, and, watching Turpin, cast up in his own mind the 
pros and cons of shooting him as he was crossing. " I could 
certainly hit him," thought, or said, the constable ; " but 
what of that ? A dead highwayman is worth nothing — alive, 
he iceighs 300?. . I won't shoot him, but 1*11 make a pretence." 
And he fired accordingly. 

The shot skimmed over the water, but did not, as it was 
intended, do much mischief . It, however, occasioned a mis- 
hap, which had nearly proved fatal to our aquatic attorney. 
Alarmed at the report of the pistol, in the neirous agitation 
of the moment Coates drew m his rein so tightly that his 
steed instantly sank. A moment or two afterwards he rose, 
shaking his ears, and floundering heavily towards the shore ; 
and such was the chiUing effect of this sudden immersion, 
that Mr. Coates now thought much more of saving him self 
than of capturing Turpin. Dick, meanwhile, had reached the 
opposite bank, and, refreshed by her bath, Bess scrambled up 
the sides of the stream, and speedily regained the road. 1 
shall do it, yet," shouted Dick ; " that stream has saved her. 
Hark away, lass ! Hark away !" 

Bess heard the cheering cry, and she answered to the call. 
She roused ail her énergies ; strained every sinew ; and put 
forth ail her remaining strength. Once more, on wings of 
swiftness, she bore him away from his pursuers, and Major 
Mowbray, who had now gained the shore, and made certain 
of securing him, beheld him spring, like a woimded hare, from 
beneath his very hand. 

" It cannot hold out," said the major ; " it is but an expiring 
flash ; that gallant steed must soon drop." 

" She be regularly booked, that's certain," said thepostboy. 
" We shall find her on the road." 

Contrary to ail expectation, however, Bess held on, and set 
pursuit at défiance. Her pace was swift as when she started. 
But it was uneonscious and mechanical action. It wanted 
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the ease, the lightness, the life of her former riding. Slie 
seemed screwed up to a task which she must exécute. There 
was no flogging, no gory heel ; but her heart was throbbing, 
tugging at the sides within. Her spirit spurred her onwards. 
Her eye was glazing ; her chest heaving ; her flank quivering ; 
her crest again fallen. Yet she held on. " She is dying, by 
God !" said Dick. " I feel it " No, she held on. 

Fulford is past. The towers and pinnacles of York burst 
upon him in ail the freshness, the beauty, and the glory of a 
bright, dear, autumnal mom. The ancient city seemed to 
smile a welcome — a greeting. The noble Minster and its 
serene and massive pinnacles, crocketed, lantern-like, and 
beautiful ; Saint Mary' s lofty spire, All-Hallows Tower, the 
massive mouldering walls of the adjacent postem, the grim 
castle, and Clifford's neighbouring keep — ail beamed upon. 
him, " like a bright-eyed face, that laughs out openly." 

" It is done — ^it is won," cried Dick. " Hurrah, hurrah !" 
And the sunny air was cleft with his shouts. 

Bess was not insensible to her master's exultation. She 
neighed feebly in answer to his caU, and reeled forwards. It 
was a piteous sight to see her, — ^to mark her staring, pro- 
truding eyeball, — her shaking flanks ; but, while life and Hmb 
held together, she held on. 
^ Another mile is past. York is near. 

" Hurrah !" shouted Dick ; but his voice was hushed. Bess 
tottered — fell. There was a dreadful gasp — a parting moan 
—a snort; her eye gazed, for an instant, upon her master, 
with a dying glare; then grew glassy, rayless, fixed. A 
shiver ran through her frame. Her heart had burst. 

DicFs eyes were blinded, as if with rain. His triumph, 
though achieved, was f orgotten — his own saf ety was dis- 
regarded. He stood weeping, and swearing, like one beside 
himself. 

" And art thou gone, Bess 1" cried he in a voice of agony, 
lifting up his courseras head, and kissing her lips, covered 
with blood-flecked foam. " Gone, gone ! and I hâve killed 
the best steed that was ever crossed ! And for what ?" added 
Dick, beating his brow with his clenched hand — " for what ? 
for what ?" 

At that moment the deep bell of the Minster clock toUed 
out the hour of six. 

"I am answered," gasped Dick; "it was to hear those 
atrokes /" 

Turpin was roused f rom the state of stupéfaction into which 
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he had fallen bj a smart slap on the sboulder. Eecalled to 
himself by the blow, he started at once to his feet, while his 
hands sought bis pistols ; but he was spared the neeessity of 
using them, by discovering in the intruder the bearded visage 
of the gipsy Balthazar. The patrico was habited in mendicant 
weeds, and sustained a large wallet upon his shoulders. 

" So it*s ail over with the best mare in England, I see," 
said Balthazar ; " I can guess how it has happened — ^you are 
pursued?" 

" I am," said Dick, roughly. 

" Your pursuers are at hand ?" 

" Within a few hundred yards." 

" Then why stay hère ? My while you can." 

" Never — never," cried Turpin ; " 1*11 fight it out hère bv 
Bess's side. Poor lass ! I*ve killed her — but she has done at 
— ha! ha! we hâve won — what!" And his utterance was 
again choked. 

' " Hark ! I hear the tramp o£ horses, and shouts," cried the 
patrico, " Take this wallet. You will find a change of dress 
within it. Dart into that thick copse — save yourself." 

" But Bess — ^I cannot leave her," exclaimed Dick, with an 
agonizing look at his horse. 

" And what did Bess die for, but to save you ?" rejoined 
the patrico. 

" True, true," said Dick ; " but take care of her. Don't let 
those dogs of hell meddle with her carcass." 

" Away," cried the patrico ; " leave Bess to me." 

Possessing himself of the wallet, Dick disappeared in the 
adjoining copse. 

He had not been gone many seconds when Major Mowbray 
rode up. 

" Who is this ?" exclaimed the major, flinging himself from 
his horse, and seizing the patrico : " this is not Turpin." 

"Certainly not," replied Balthazar, coolly. "I am not 
cxactly the figure for a highwayman." 

" Where is he ? what has become of him ?" asked Coates, 
in despair, as he and Paterson joined the major. 

" Escaped, I fear," replied the major. " Hâve you seen any 
one, fellow ?" added he, addressing the patrico. 

" I hâve seen no one," replied Balthazar. " I am only this 
instant arrived. This dead horse lying in the road attracted 
my attention." 

" Ha !" exclaimed Paterson, leaping from his steed ; " this 
may be Turpin after ail. He bas aç many disguises as the 
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deyil hîinself, and maj hâve carried that goat's hair in hÎ8 
pocket." Saying which, he seized the patrico by the beard^ 
and shook it witb as little révérence as the Gaul handled the 
hirsute chin of the Eoman senator. 

" The devil ! hands off !" roared Balthazar. " By Salamon 
I won't stand such usage. Do you think a beard like mine is 
the growth of a few minutes ? Hands off, I say." 

" Eegularly done !" said Paterson, removing his hold of the 
patrico' s chin, and looking as blank as a cartridge. 

" Ay," exclaimed Coates ; "ail owing to this worthless pièce 
of carrion. If it were not that I hope to see him dangling 
from thosewalls" (pointing towards the castle), "I should 
wish her master were by her side now. To the dogs with 
her." And he was about to spurn the breathless carcass of 
poor Bess, when a sudden blow, dealt by the patrico's stafp, 
felled him to the groimd. 

"1*11 teach you to molest me," said Balthazar, about to 
attack Paterson. 

" Come, come," said the discomfited chief constable, " no 
more of this. It's plain we*re in the wrong box. Every 
bone in my body aches sufficiently without the aid of your 
cudgel, old fellow. Come, Mr. Coates, take my arm, and 
let's be moving. WeVe had an infernal long ride for 
nothing." 

" Not so," replied Coates ; " IVe paid pretty dearly for it. 
However, let us see if we can get any breakfast at the 
Bowling- green, yonder ; though IVe already had my moming 
dranght," added the f acetious man of law, looking at his 
dripping apparel. 

"Poor Black Bess !" said Major Mowbray, wistfully re- 
garding the body of the mare, as it lay stretched at his feet. 
" Thou deservedst a better fate and a better master. In thee 
Dick Turpin has lost his best friend. His exploits wiU, 
hencef orth, want the colouring of romance, which thy unf ailing 
énergies threw over them. Light lie the ground over thee, 
thou matchless mare !" 

To the Bowling- green the party proceeded, leaving the 
patrico in undisturbed possession of the lifeless body of Black 
Bess. Major Mowbray ordered a substantial repast to be 
prepared with ail possible expédition. 

A countryman in a smock-frock was busily engaged at his 
moming' s meal. 

** To see that fellow boit down his breg^kfast, one would 
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think he had fasted for a month," said Coates; "see the 
wholesome effects of an honest, industrious life, Paterson. I 
envy him bis appetite — I should fall to with more zest were 
Dick Turpin in his place." 

The countryman looked up. He was an odd-looking fel- 
low, with a terrible squint, and a strange, contorted coun- 
tenance. 

" An ugly dog !" exckimed Paterson; " what a devil of a 
twist he has got !" 

"What*s that you says about Dick Taarpin, measter?" 
asked the countryman, with his mouth half-full of bread. 

" Hâve you seen aught of him ?" asked Coates. 

" Not I," mumbled the rustic ; " but I hears aw the folk 
hereabouts talk on him. They say as how he sets ail the 
lawyers and constables M défiance, and laughs in his sleeve 
at their efforts to cotch him — ^ha, ha ! He gets over more 
ground in a day than they do in a week — ^ho, ho !" 

" That*s ail over now," said Coates, peevishly. " He has 
eut his own throat — ^ridden his famous mare to death." 

The countryman almost choked himself, in the attempt to 
boit a huge mouthful. " Ay — indeed, measter ! How hap- 
pened that ?" asked he, so soon as he recovered speech. 

" The fool rode her from London to York last night," re- 
tumed Coates; "such a feat was never performed before. 
What horse could be expected to live through such work as 
that?" 

" Ah, he were a foo' to attempt that," observed the coun- 
tryman ; " but you foUowed behke ?" 

" We did." 

"And took him arter ail, I reckon?" asked the rustic, 
squinting more horribly than ever. 

"No," returned Coates, "I can't say we did; but we'U 
hâve him yet. l'm pretty sure he can't be far off. We may 
be nearer him than we imagine." 

"May be so, measter," returned the countryman; "but 
might 1 be so bold as to ax how many horses you used i' the 
chase — some haM-dozen, may be ?" 

" Half a dozen !" growled Paterson ; " we had twenty at 
the least." 

" And I ONE !" mentally ejaculated Turpin, for he was the 
countryman. 
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THE OATH. 

It was an ill o&th betier broke than kept — 

Tbe laws of nature, and of nations, do 

Dispense with matters of diyinity 

In Buch a case. Tatehau. 

I. 

THE HUT ON THORNE WASTE. 

Hind. Are ail onr horses and our arms in saf ety P 
Furho. They feed, like Pluto*s palfreys, nnder ground. 
Onr pistols, swords, and other fumiture, 
Are Bafelj locked np at onr rendezvons. 

Frince of Prigs* BeveU. 

The hut on Thome Waste, to which we hâve before inci- 
dentally alluded, and wliitlier we are now about to repair, 
was a low, lone hovel, situate on the banks of the deep and 
oozy Don, at the eastem extremity of that extensive moor. 
Ostensibly its owner f ulfilled the duties of ferryman to that 
part of the river ; but as the road, which skirted his tene- 
ment, was little frequented, his craft was, for the most part, 
allowed to sleep undisturbed in her moorings. 

In reality, however, he was the inland agent of a horde of 
smugglers who infested the neighbouring coast ; his cabin 
was their rendezvous ; and not unfrequently, it was said, the 
depository of their contraband goods. Conkey Jem (so was 
he called by his associâtes, on account of the Slawkenbergian 
promontory which decorated his countenance) had been an 
old hand at the same trade; but having returned from a 
seven years' leave of absence from his own country, procured 
by his lawless lif e, now managed matters with more circum- 
spection and prudence, and had never since been detected in 
his former illicit traffic ; nor, though so marvellously gifted 
in that particular himself, was he ever known to nose upon 
any of his accomplices ; or, in other words, to betray them. 
On the contrary, his hut was a sort of asylum for ail fugitives 
from justice ; and although the sanctity of his walls would, 
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în ail probability, bave been little regarded, bad any one been 
detected within them, yet, strange to say, even if a robber 
bad been tracked (as it often cbanced) to Jem's immédiate 
neigbbourbood, aU traces of bim were sure to be lest at tbe 
ferryman's but ; and furtber searcb was useless. 

Witbin, tbe but presented sucb an appearance as migbt be 
expected, from its owner's pursuits and its own unpromising 
exterior. Consisting of little more tban a couple of rooms, 
tbe rude, wbitewasbed mud walls exbibited, in lieu of prints 
of more pretension, a gallery of cboicely-iÛustrated ballads, 
celebrating tbe exploits of varions bigbwaymen, renowned in 
song, amongst wbicb, our friend Dick Turpin figured con- 
spicuously upon bis sable steed, Bess being represented by a 
buge rampant black patcb, and Dick, witb a pistol consider- 
ably longer tban tbe arm tbat sustained it. Next to tbis 
curions collection was a drimi-net, a fisbing-rod, a landing- 
net, an eel-spear, and otber piscatorial apparatus, witb a 
couple of scuUs and a boat-book, indicative of Jem's ferry- 
man*s of&ce, suspended by vaxious books; tbe wbole blackened 
and begrimed by peat smoke, tbere being no legitimate means 
of exit permitted to tbe vapour generated by tbe turf-covered 
beartbstone. The only window, indeed, in tbe but, was to 
tbe front ; tbe back apartment, wbicb served Jem for dor- 
mitory, bad no aperture wbatever for tbe admission of ligbt, 
except sucb as was afforded througb tbe door of communica- 
tion between tbe rooms. A few broken rush-bottomed cbairs, 
witb a couple of dirty tables, f ormed tbe sum total of tbe 
ferryman's fumiture. 

Notwitbstanding tbe grotesque effect of bis exaggerated 
nasal organ, Jem's aspect was at once savage and répulsive ; 
bis lank black bair bimg aboul bis inflamed visage in wild elf 
locks, tbe animal predominating tbrougbout ; bis eyes were 
small, red, and wolfisb, and glared suspiciously from beneatb 
bis scarred and tufted eyebrows ; wbile certain of bis teetb 
projected, like tbe tusks of a boar, from ont bis coarse-lipped 
sensual moutb. Dwarfisb in stature, and def ormed in person, 
Jem was built for strengtb; and wbat witb bis widtb of 
sboulder and sbortness of neck, bis figure looked as square 
and solid as a cube. His tbroat and birsute cbest, constantly 
exposed to tbe weatber, bad acquired a glowing tan, wbile 
bis arms, imcovered to tbe sboulders, and clotbed witb fur 
like a bear's bide, down, almost, to tbe tips of bis fingers, 
presented a knot of folded muscles, tbe concentrated force of 
wbicb few would bave desired to encounter in action. 
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It was now on thé stroke of midnight ; and Jem, wbo had 
been lying extended upon the floor of his hovel, suddenljr 
aroused by that waming impulse whicli never f ails to awaken 
one of his calling at the exact moment when they require to 
be upon the alert, now set about fanning into flame the ex- 
piring fuel upon his hearth. Having succeeded in igniting 
further portions of turf, Jem proceeded to examine the 
security of his door and window, and satisfied that lock and 
boit were shot, and that the shutter was caref ully closed, he 
kindled a light at his fire, and walked towards his bedroom. 
But it was not to retire for the night that the ferryman 
entered his dormitory. Beside his crazy couch stood a litter 
of empty bottles and a béer cask, crowding the chamber. 
The latter he rolled aside, and pressing his foot upon the 
plank beneath it, the board gave way, and a trap-door open- . 
ing, discovered a ladder, conducting, apparently, into the 
bowels of the earth. Jem leaned over the abyss, and called 
in hoarse accents to some one below. 

An answer was immediately returned, and a light became 
soon afterwards visible at the foot of the ladder. Two 
figures next ascended; the first who set foot within the 
ferryman's chamber was Alan Rookwood ; the other, as the 
reader may perhaps conjecture, was his grandson. 

" Is it the hour ?" asked Luke, as he sprang from out the 
trap-door. 

" Ay," replied Jem, with a coarse laugh ; " or I had not 
disturbed myseK to call y ou. But, may be," added he, 
softening his manner a little ; " y ou' 11 like some refreshment 
bef ore you start ? A stoup of Nantz will put you in eue for 
the job, ha, ha!" 

"Not I," replied Luke, who could iU tolerate his com- 
panion's familiarity. 

" Give me to drink," said Alan, walking feebly towards 
the fire, and extending his sMnny fingers before it. " I am 
chilled by the damps of that swampy cave — the natural heat 
within me is nigh extinguished." 

" Hère is that shall put fresh marrow into your old bones," 
returned Jem, handing him a tumbler of brandy ; " never 
stint it. l'il be swom you'U be the better on't, for you look 
desperate queer, man, about the mazzard." 

Alan was, in sooth, a ghastly spectacle. The events of the 
last few days had wrought a fearful change. His counte- 
iiancA was almost exanimate ; and when, with shaking hand 
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and trembling lips, he had drained the âery potion to tËe 
dregs, a terrible grimace was excited upon bis features, such 
as is produced upon the corpse by the action of the galvanic 
machine. Even Jem regarded him with a sort of appréhen- 
sion. After he had taken breath for a moment, Alan broke 
ont into a fit of wild and immoderate laughter. 

" Why, ay," said he, " this is indeed to grow young again, 
and to feel fresh fire within one's veins. Who would hâve 
thought so much of lif e and energy conld réside in this little 
vessel ? I am myself once more, and not the same soulless, 
pulseless lump of clay I was a moment or two back. The 
damps of that den had destroyed me — and the solitude — ^the 
waking dreams IVe had — the visions ! horrible ! I will not 
think of them. I am better now — ready to exécute my plans 
— your plans I should say, grandson Luke. Are our horses 
in readiness ? Why do we tan*y ? The hour is arrived, and 
I would not that my new-blown courage should evaporate, 
ère the great work, for which I live, be accomplished. That 
done, I ask no further stimulant. Let us away." 

" We tarry but for Turpin," said Luke, " I am as impatient 
as yourself . I fear some mischance must hâve bef allen him, 
or he would hâve been true to his appointment. Do you not 
think so ?" he added, addressing the ferryman. 

" Why,'* replied Jem, reluctantly ; " since you put it home 
to me, and I can*t conceal it no longer, l'il teU you what I 
didn't teU afore, for fear you should be down in the mouth 
about it. Dick Turpin can do nothing for you — ^he*s 
grabb'd." 

" Turpin apprehended !'* ejaculated Luke. 

"Ay," returned Jem. "I leamt from a farmer, who 
crossed the ferry at night-fall, that he were grabb'd this 
moming at York, after having ridden his famous cherry- 
coloured prad to death — ^that's what hurts me more nor ail 
the rest ; though I fear Dick will scarce cheat the nubbing 
cheat this go. His time's up, I calculate." 

" Will you supply his place and accompany us ?" asked 
Luke, of the ferryman. 

"No, no," replied Jem, shaking his head; "there's toc 
much risk, and too little profit, in the business for me-'-it 
won't pay." 

" And what might tempt you to undertake the enterprise ?" 
asked Alan. 

" More than you hâve to olEer,Master Peter," replied Jem, 

z 2 
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wlio liad not been enliglitened upon thé subject of Alan's real 
name or condition. 

"How know you tbat?" demanded Alan. "Name yonr 
demand." 

" Well, then, l'il not say but a hundred pounds, if you bad 
it, migbt bribe me " 

" To part with your soûl to tbe devil, I doubt not," said 
Luke, fiercely stamping the ground. " Let us be gone. We 
need not bis mercenary aid. We will do without Mm." 

" Stay," said Alan, "you shall bave tbe bundred, provided 
you will assure us of your services." 

" Cut no more blaineyfied wbids, Master Sexton," repHed 
Jem, in a gruff tone. " Jî Tm. to go, I must bave tbe cbink 
down, and tbat's more nor eitber of you can do, Fm 
tbinking." 

" Give me your purse," wbispered Alan to bis grandson. 
" Psbaw," continued be, " do you besitate ? Tbis man can 
do mucb for us. Tbink upon Eleanor, and be prudent. You 
cannot accomplisb your task unaided." Taking tbe amount 
from tbe purse, be gave it to tbe ferryman, adding, " if we 
succeed, tbe sum sball be doubled, and now let us set out." 

During Alan's speecb, Jem's sbarp eyes bad been fastened 
upon tbe purse, wbile be mecbanically clutcbed tbe bank 
notes wbicb were given to bim. He could not remove bis 
gaze, but continued staring at tbe treasure before bim, as if 
be would willingly, by force, bave made it ail bis own. 

Alan saw tbe error be bad committed, in exposing tbe con« 
tents of tbe purse to tbe avancions ferryman, and was about 
to restore it to.Luke, wben tbe bag was suddenly snatcbed 
from bis grasp, and bimself levelled by a blow upon tbe floor. 
Conkey Jem found tbe temptation irrésistible. Knowing 
bimself to be a matcb for both bis companions, and imagining 
be was secure from interruption, be conceived tbe idea of 
making away witb tbem, and possessing bimself of tbeir 
wealtb. "No sooner bad be disposed of Alan, tban be assailed 
Luke, wbo met bis cbarge balf way. Witb tbe vigour and 
alacrity of tbe latter tbe reader is already acquainted, but be 
was no matcb for tbe Herculean strengtb of tbe double- 
jointed ferryman, wbo, witb tbe ferocity of tbe boar be so 
mucb resembled, tbus furiously attacked bim. Nevertbeless, 
as may be imagined, be was not disposed to yield up bis life 
tamely. He saw at once tbe villain's murderous intentions, 
«ndy well aware of bis prodigious power, would not bave 
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risked a close stroggle could lie liave avoided it. Snatohing 
the eel-spear from the wall, lie liad hurled it at the head^ 
his adversarj, but without effect. In tlie next instant he was 
locked in a clasp terrible as that of a polar bear. In spite o£ 
ail his struggles, Luke was speedily hurled to the gronnd ; 
and Jem, who had thrown himself upon him, was apparentlj 
searching about for some weapon, to put a bloody termination 
to the conflict, when the trampling of a horse was heard at 
the door, three taps were repeated slowly, one after the other, 
and a call resounded from a whistle. 

"Damnation!" ejaculated Jem, gruffly, " interrupted !" 
And he seemed irresolute^ slightly altering his position on 
Luke*s body. 

The moment was f orttmate for Luke, and, in ail proba- 
bility, saved his life. He extricated himself from the ferry- 
man*s grasp, regaâned his feet, and, what was of moie 
importance, the weapon he had thrown away. 

** Villain !" cried he, about toplunge the spear with ail his 
force into his enemy's side. " "ïou shall— — " 

The whistle was again heard without. 

" Don't you hear that ?" cried Jem ; « 'tis Turpin's call." 

" Turpin !" echoed Luke, dropping the point of his weapon. 
" XJnbar the door, you treacherous rascal, and admit him." 

" Well, say no more about it, Sir Luke," said Jem, fawn* 
ûigly ; " I knows I owes you my life, and I thank you for it. 
Take back the lowre. He shomd not hâve shown it me — ^it 
was that as did aU the mischief." 

"TJnbar the door, and parley not," said Luke, con- 
temptuously. 

Jem complied with pretended alacrity, but real reluctance, 
casting suspicions glances at Luke as he withdrew the bolts. 
The door at length being opened, haggard, exhausted, and 
covered with dust, Dick Turpin staggered into the hut. 

"Well, I am hère," said ne with a hollow laugh. "Tve 
kept my word — ^ha, ha ! l've been danmably put to it ; but 
hère I am, ha, ha !" and he sank upon one of the stools. 

" We heard you were apprehended," said Luke. " I am 
glad to find the information was false," added he, glancing 
angrily at the ferryman. 

" Whoever told you that, told you a He, Sir Luke," repHed 
Dick; "but what are you scowling at, old Charon? — and 
you. Sir Luke ? Why do you glower at each other ? Make 
fast the door — boit it, Cerberus — ^right ! Now give me a 
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glass of brandy, and then l'il talk — a bamper — so— anoihen 
What's tbat I see — a dead man ? Old Peter — ^Alan I mean — 
bas anything happened to bim, tbat be bas taken bis measuro 
there so quietly ?" 

" "Nothmg, I trust," said Lnke, stooping to raise up bis 
grandsîre. " Tbe blow bas stunned bim." 

" Tbe blow ?" repeated Turpin. " Wbat ! tbere has been 
a quarrel tben ? I tbougbt as mucb from jour amiable looks 
at eacb other. Corne, corne, we must bave no difEerences, 
Give tbe old eartbworm a taste of tbis — ^l'U engage it wiU 
bring bim to f ast enougb. Ay, rub bis temples witb it if 
you*d rather ; but it's a better remedy down tbe guUet — ^tbe 
naturel course ; and bark ye, Jem, searcb your crib quickly, 
and see if you bave any grul> witbin it, and any more bub in 
tbe cellar : Tm as bungry as a bunter, and as tbirsty as a 
camel." 



MA.J0B MCWBRAT. 

Mephistopheles» Ont with jour toasting-iron ! Tbrnst away 1 

Faurt. — Hayward*8 Translation, 

CoNKET Jem went in searcb of sucb provisions as bis bovel 
afforded. Turpin, meantime, lent bis assistance towards tbe 
revival of Alan Rookwood ; and it was not long bef ore bis 
efforts, united witb tbose of Luke, were successful, and Alan 
restored to consciousness. He was greatly surprised to find 
tbe bigbwayman bad joined tbem, and expressed an eamest 
désire to quit tbe but as speedily as possible. 

" Tbat sball be done fortbwith, my dear fellow," said Dick. 
" But if you bad fasted as long as I bave done, and gone 
tbrougb a few of my fatigues into tbe bargain, you would 
perœive, witbout^ difficulty, tbe propriety of supping before 
you started. Hère cornes Old Nosey, witb a flitch of bacon 
and a loaf. Egad, I can scarce wait for tbe toasting. Inmv 
présent mood, I could almost devour a grunter in tbe sty. 
Whereupon be applied bimseK to tbe loaf, and to a bottle of 
stout Marcb aie, wbicb Jem placed upon tbe table, quaffing 
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copiouB draughts of the latter, white the ferryman emplojeâ 
himself in toasting certain rashers of the flitch upon the hiss- ' 
ing embers. 

Luke, meanwhile, stalked impatientlj about the room. He 
had laid aside his tridental spear, having first, howeyer, placed 
a pistol within his breast to be readj for instant service, should 
occasion demand it, as he could now put little reliance upon 
the ferryman's fidelity. He glanced with impatience at Tur- 
pin, who pursued his meal with steady roracity, worthy of a 
half-f amished soldier ; but the highwayman retumed no an- 
swer to his looks, except such as was conveyed by the inces- 
sant clatter of his masticating jaws, during the progress of 
his, apparently, interminable repast. 

" Ready for you in a second, Sir Luke," said Dick ; " ail 
right now — capital aie, Charon — strong as Styx — ha, ha ! — 
one other rasher, and IVe done. Sorry to keep you — can't 
conçoive how cleverly I put the winkers upon 'em at York, in 
the dress of a countryman; aU owing to old Balty, the 
patrico, an old pal — ^ha, ha ! My old pals never nose upon 
me — eh, Nosey — always help one out of the water — always 
stanch. Here*s health to you, old crony." 

Jem retumed a sulky response, as he placed the last rasher 
on the table, which was speedily discussed. 

" Poor Bess I" muttered Dick, as he quafEed off the final 
glass of aie. " Poor lass ! we buried her by the roadside, 
beneath the trees — deep — deep. Her remains shaU never be 
disturbed. Alas ! alas ! my bonnie Black Bess ! but no mat- 
ter, her name is yet alive — ^her deeds wiU survive her — the 
trial is over. And now," continued he, rising ûrom his seat, 
" I*m with you. Where are the tits P" 

" In the stable, undergroimd," growled Jem. 

Alan Eookwood, in the mean time, had joined his grand- 
son, and they conversed an instant or two apart. 

" My strength wiU not bear me through the night," said 
he. " That fellow has thoroughly disabled me. You must 
go without me to the haU. Hère is the key of the seoret 
passage. You know the entrance. I will await you in the 
tomb." 

"Thetomb!'' echoed Luke. 

"Ay, our family vault," retumed Alan, with a ghastly 
giin ; " it is the only place of security for me now. Let me 
see her there. Let me know that my vengeance is complète, 
that I triumph in my death over him, the accursed btvfher, 
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through you, mj grandson. Tou hâve a rirai brother — ^a 
successful one ; you know what hatred is." 

" I do," returned Luke, fiercely. 

" But not such a hâte as mine, which, though a life, a long 
life, hath endured, intense as when 'twas first engendered in 
my bosom ; which from one hath spread o'er ail my race — 
o'er ail save you — and which even now, when death stares 
me in the face — ^when the spirit pants to fly from its prison- 
house, bums fiercely as ever. You cannot know what hâte 
like that may be. You must hâve wrongs — such wrongs as 
wine first." 

"My hâte to Eanulph is bitter as your own to Sir 
Beginald." 

"Name him not," shrieked Alan. "But, oh! to think 
upon the bride he robbed me of — ^the young — ^the beautiful ! 
— ^whom I loved to madness; whose memory is a barbed 
shaft, yet rankling keen as ever in my heart. God of Jus- 
tice ! how is it that I hâve thus long survived? But some 
men die by inches. My dying lips shall name him once 
again, and then 'twill be but to blend his name with 
curses." , 

" I speak of him no more," said Luke. " I will meet you 
in the vault." 

" Eemember, to-morrow is her wedding-day with Ranulph." 

" Think you I f orget it ? 

" Bear it constantly in mind. To-morrow's dawn must see 
her yours or his, You hâve her oath. To you or to death 
she is affianced. If she should hesitate in her élection, do 
not you hesitate. Women's will is fickle; her scruples of 
conscience will be readily overcome ; she will not heed her 
vows ; but let her not escape you. Cast off ail your weakness. 
You are young, and not as I am, age-enfeebled. Be firm, 
and," added he, with a look of terrible meaning, " if ail else 
should fail — ^if you are surrounded — ^if you cannot bear her 
off — use this," and he placed a dagger in Luke' s hands. " It 
has avehged me, ère now, on a perjured wife, it will avenge 
you of a foresworn mistress, and remove aU obstacle to 
feokwood." 

Luke took the weapon. 

" Would you hâve me kiU her ?" demanded he. 

" Sooner than she should be Ranulph*s." 

" Ay, aught sooner than that. But I would not murder 
both." 
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" Both !" eclioed Alan. " I understand you not." 

" Sibyl and Eleanor," replied Lnke : " for, surely as I live, 
Sibyrs death will lie at my door." 

"Howso?" askedAlan; "the poison was self -ministered." 

" True," replied Luke, with terrible emphasis, " hnti spoke 
daggers. Hearken to me," said he, hollowly whispering in his 
grandsire*s ears. " Methinks I am not long for this world. 
I hâve seen lier since her death." 

" Tut, tut," replied Alan. " 'Tis not for you (a man) to 
talk thus. A truce to thèse womanish fancies." 

** Womanish or not," returnedLuke ; " either my fancy has 
deceived me, or I beheld her, distinctly as I now behold you, 
within yon cave, while you were sleeping by my side." 

" It is disordered fancy," said Alan Rookwood. ** You will 
live — live to inherit Eookwood — live to see them f ail, crushed 
beneath your feet. For myself , if I but see you master of 
Eleanor's hand, or know that she no longer lives to bless your 
rival, or to mar your prospects, I care not how soon I brave 
my threatened doom." 

" Of one or other you shall be resolved to-night," said Luke, 
placing the dagger within his vest. 

At this moment a trampling of a horse was heard before 
the hovel, and in another instajat a loud knocMng resounded 
from the door. The ferryman instantly extinguished the 
light, motioning his companions to remain silent. 

" What ho !" shouted a voice. " Ferry wanted." 

" Gad zooks !" exclaimed Dick. " As I live, 'tis Major 
Mowbray." 

" Major Mowbray !" echoed Alan, in amazement. " What 
doth he hère ?" 

" He must be on his way from York to Rookwood, I con- 
clude," said Dick. " If he*s hère, l'U engage the others are 
not far off." 

Scarcely were the words out of Dick's mouth, when further 
clatter was heard at the door, and the tones of Coates were 
heard in altissimo key, demanding admittance. 

"Let us retire into the next room," whispered Turpin, 
" and then admit them, by aU means, Conkey. And hark ye, 
manage to detain them a few seconds." 

" m do it," said Jem. " There*s a bit of a hole you can 
peep through." 

Another loud rat-tat was heard at the door, threatening to 
burst it fromits hinges. 
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" Well, I be coming," said Jem, seeing the ooast mw clèar, 
in a drowsj, jawning tone, as if just awakened from sleep. 
" You*ll cross the river none the f aster for makinG: so much 



noise." 



With thèse words he imbarred the door, and Coates and 
Paterson, who, it appeared, were proceeding to Bookwood, 
entered the hovel. Major Mowbray remained on horseback 
at the door. 

" Can you find us a glass of brandy, to keep ont the fog ?" 
said Coates, who knew something of our ferryman's vocations. 
" 1 know you to be a lad of amazing spirit.^' 

" May be I can, master, if I choose. But won*t the other 
gemman walk in doors likewise ?" 

" No, no," said Coates ; " Major Mowbray don't choose to 
dismount." 

" Well, as you please," said Jem. " It '11 take me a minute 
or two to get the punt in order for ail them prads." 

"The brandy in the first place," said Coates. "What'n 
hère ?" added the loquacious attomey, noticing the remuants 
of Turpin's repast. " But that we're hurried, I should like a 
little frizzled bacon myself." 

Jem opened the door of his dormitory with the greatest 
caution, though apparent indifférence, and almost instantly 
retumed with the brandy. Coates filled a glass for Paterson, 
and then another for himself . The ferryman left the house 
apparently to prépare his boat, half closing the door after 
him. 

" By my faith ! this is the right thing, Paterson," said the 
attomey. " We may be sure the strength of this was never 
tested by a gauger's proôf . Take another thimbleful. We've 
twelve miles and a heavy pull to go through ère we reach 
Eookwood. After ail, we made but a poor night*s work of it, 
master constable. Cursed stupid in us to let him escape. I 
only wish we had such another chance. Ah, if we had him 
within reach now, how we would spring upon him — secure 
him in an instant. I should glory in the encounter. I tell 
you what, Paterson, if ever he is taken, I shall make a point 
of attending his exécution, and see whether he dies game. 
Ha ! ha ! You think he is sure to swing, Paterson, eh ?" 

" Why, yes," replied the chief constable. " I wish I was 
as certain of my reward as that Turpin will eventually figure 
at the scragging-post." 

" Your reward !" replied Coates. " Make yourself easy on 



ROOKWOOD. 347 

that score, my boy ; you shall hâve your dues, dépend npon it. 
Nay, for the matter of that, l'U give you the money noir^ if 
you think proper." 

" Nothing like time présent," said Paterson. " We'U make 
ail square at once." 

" Well, then," said Ooates, taking eut a pocket-book, " you 
shall hâve the hundred I promised. You won't get Turpm's 
reward, the three hundred pounds ; but that can't be helped. 
You shall hâve mine — always a man of my word, Paterson," 
continued the attorney, counting out the money. " My father, 
the thief-taker, was a man of his word before me." 

" No doubt," said the chief constable ; " I shall always be 
happy to serve you." 

"And then there*s that other affair," said the attorney, 
mysteriously, still occupied in doling out his bank notes, " that 
Luke Bradley*s case ; the fellow, I mean, who calls himself 
Sir Luke Eookwood — ha, ha ! A rank imposter ! Two fives, 
that makes fifty: you want another fifty, Paterson. As I 
was saying, we may make a good job of that — we must ferret 
him out. I know who will corne down properly for that ; and 
if we could only tuck him up with his brother blade, why it 
would be worth double. He*s ail along been a thorn in my 
Lady Eookwood' s side ; he*s an artful scoundrel." 

" Leave him to me," said Paterson ; " Pli hâve him in less 
than a week. What*s your charge against him ?" 

" Pelony, burglsuy, murder, every description of crime undet 
the heavens," said Coates. "ïïe*s a very devil incarnate. 
Dick Turpin is as mild as milk compared with him. By the 
bye, now I think of it, this Jem, Conkey Jem, as folks call 
him, may know something about him ; he's a keen file, PU 
Sound him. Thirty, forty, fifty — there's the exact amount. 
So much for Dick Turpin." 

"Dick Turpin thanks you for it in person," said Dick, 
suddenly snatching the whole èum from Paterson's hands» 
and felHng the chief constable with a blow of one of his 
pistols. " I wish I was as sure of escaping the gallows as I 
am certain that Paterson has got his reward. You stare, sir. 
You are once more in the hands of the Philistines. See who 
is at your elbow." 

Coates, who was terrified almost out of his sensés at the 
sight of Turpin, scarcely ventured to tum his head ; but 
when he did so, he was perfectly horror-stricken at the 
threatening aspect of Luke, who held a cutlass in 1ns hand> 
which he had picked up in the ferrytnan's bedremu* 
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*' So you would condenm me for crimes I hâve never com- 
mitted," said Luke. "I am tempted, I own, to add the 
destruction of your wortUess existence to their niimber." 

" Mercy, for Qod's sake, mercy !" cried Coates, tlirowing 
himself at Luke's feet. " I meant not what I said." 

** Hence, reptile," said Luke, pusliing him aside ; " I leave 
you to be dealt upon by others." 

At this juncture, the door of the hut was flung open, and 
in rushed Major Mowbray, sword in hand, followed by 
Conkey Jem. 

" There he stands, sir," cried the latter ; " upon him." 

" What ! Conkey Jem tumed snitch upon his pals ?" cried 
Dick ; " I scarce believe my own ears." 

" Make yourself scarce, Dick," growled Jem ; " the jig- 
ger's open, and the boat loose. Leave Luke to his fate. He's 
sold." 

" Never, vile traiter," shouted Dick ; " His thou art sold, 
not he ;" and, almost ère the words were spoken, a bail was 
lodged in the brain of the treacherous ferryman. 

Major Mowbray, meanwhile, had rushed furiously upon 
Luke, who met his assault with determined cabnness. The 
strife was sharp, and threatened a speedy and fatal issue. On 
the major's side it was a desperate attack of eut and thrust, 
which Luke had some difficulty in parrying ; but as yet no 
wounds were inflicted. Soldier as was the major, Luke was 
not a whit inferior to him in his knowledge of the science of 
defence, and in the exercise of the broadsword he was per- 
haps the more skilful of the two : upon the présent occasion 
his coolness stood him in admirable stead. Seeing him hard 
pressed, Turpin would hâve come to his assistance ; but Luke 
shouted to him to stand aside, and ail that Dick could do, 
amid the terrifie clash of steel, was to Mck the tables out of 
the way of the combatants. Luke*s arm was now slightly 
grazed by a eut made by the major, which he had parried. 
The Smart of the wound roused his ire. He attacked his ad- 
versary in his turn, with so much vigour and good-will, that, 
driven backwards by the irrésistible assault, Major Mowbray 
stumbled over the ferryman' s body, which happened to lie in 
his way ; and his sword being struck from his grasp, his life 
became at once at his assailant's disposai. 

Luke sheathed his sword. "Major Mowbray," said he, 
stemly, " your life is in my power. I spare it for the blood 
that is between us — ^for your sister's sake. I would not raise 
jny hand agiiinst her brother/' 
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" I disclaim your kindred with me, villain !" wratlifully ex- 
daimed the major. "I hold you no otherwise tlian as a 
wretched impostor, who bas set up claims he cannot justify ; 

and as to my sister, if you dare to couple her name " and 

the major made an inefEectual attempt to raise himself, and 
to regain his sword, which Turpin, however, removed. 

" Dare !" echoed Luke, scomfully ; " hereafter, you may 
leam to fear my threats, and acknowledge the extent of my 
daring ; and in that coudidence I give you life. Listen to me, 
sir. I am bound for Rookwood. I hâve private access to the 
house — ^to your sister*s chamber — lier chamher — ^marked you 
that ? I shall go armed — attended. This night she shall be 
mine. Prom you — from Eanulph — ^from Lady Rookwood, 
from ail will I bear her off . She shall be mine, and you, bef ore 
the dawn, my brother, or ^" and Luke paused. 

"What further villany remains untold?" inquired the 
major, fiercely. 

" You shaU bewail your sister's memory," replied Luke, 
gloomily. 

"I embrace the latter alternative with rapture," replied 
the major — "God grant her firmness to resist you. But I 
tremble for her j" and the stem soldier groaned aloud in his 
agony. 

" ïïere is a cord to bind him," said Turpin ; " he must 
remain a prisoner hère." 

" Right," said Alan Rookwood, " unless — ^but enough blood 
bas been shed already." 

" Ay, marry bas there," said Dick, " and I had rather not 
hâve given Conkey Jem a taste of blue plumb, had there been 
any other mode of silencing the snitching scoundrel, which 
there was not. As to the major, he's a gallant enemy, and 
shall bave fair play as long as Dick Turpin stands by. Come, 
sir," added he, to the major, as he bound him hand and foot 
with the rope, " l'U do it as gently as I can. Tou had better 
submit with a good grâce. There' s no help for it. And now 
for my friend Paterson, who was so anxious to fumish me 
with a hempen cravat, before my neck was in order, he shall 
hâve an extra twist of the rope himself , to teach him the incon- 
venience of a tight neckcloth, when he recovers." Saying 
which, he bound Paterson in such manner, that any attempt 
at libération on the chief constable's part would infallibly 
strangle him. " As to you, Mr. Coates," said he, addressing 
the trembling man of law, " you shall proceed to Rookwood 
with us. You may yet be useful, and 1*11 accommodate you 
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with a seat behînd my own saddle — a distinction I îievér jet 
conferred npon any of your tribe. Eecollect the conntïyman 
at the Bowling-green at York — ha, ha! Corne along, sir." 
And having kicked eut the turf fire, Dick prepared to 
départ. 

It would be vain to describe the feelings of rage and 
despair which agitated the major's bosom, as he saw the 
party quit the hovel, accompanied by Coates. Aware as he 
was of their destination, after one or two desperate but in- 
effectuai attempts to liberate himself, by which he only 
increased the painful constriction of his bonds without in thç 
slightest degree ameliorating his condition, he resigned him- 
seK, with bitterest forebodings, to his fate. There was no 
one even to sympathise with his sufferings. Beside him lay 
the gory corpse of the ferryman, and, at a little distance, the 
Bcarcely more animate frame of the chief constable. And hère 
we must leave him, to foUow, for a short space, the course of 
Luke and his companions. 

Concerning themselves little about their own steeds, the 
party took those which first ofEered, and embarking man and 
horse in the boat, soon pushed across the waters of the 
lutulent Don. Arrived at the opposite banks of the river, 
they mounted, and, guided by Luke, after half an hour*s sharp 
ridmg, arrived at the skirts of Rookwood Park. Entering 
this beautif ul sylvan domain, they rode for some time silently 
among the trees, till they reached the knoll, whence Luke 
had beheld the hall, on the eventful night of his discovery of 
his mother's wedding-ring. A few days only had elapsed, 
but during that brief space what storms had swept over his 
bosom — ^what ravages had they not made ! He was then ail 
ardour — ail impetuosity — ail independence. The future pre- 
sented a bright unclouded prospect. Wealth, honours, and 
happiness apparently awaited him. It was still the same 
exquisite scène, hushed, holy, tranquil — even solemn, as upon 
that glorious night. The moon was out, silvering wood and 
water, and shining on the white walls of the tranquil man- 
sion. Nature was calm, serene, peaceful as ever. Beneath 
the trees, he saw the bounding deer — upon the water, the 
misty wreaths of vapour — ail, ail was dreamy, delightful, 
soothing, ail save his heart — there was the conflict — there the 
change. Was it a troubled dream, with the dark oppression 
ol which he was struggling, or was it stem, waking, actual 
life ? That moment's review of his wild career was terrible. 
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He saw to what extrêmes his iingovemable passions had hur- 
ried him ; he saw their inévitable conséquences ; he saw also 
his own fate ; but he rushed madly on. 

He swept round the park, keeping under the covert of the 
wood, till he arrived at the avenue leading to the mansion. 
The stems of the aged limes gleamed silvery white in the 
moonshine. Luke drew in the rein beneath one of the largest 
of the trees. 

"A branch has fallen/' said he, as his grandsire joined 
him. 

" Ha !" exclaimed Alan, " a branch from thât tree ?" 

" It bodes ill to Eanulph," whispered Luke, " does it 
not ?" 

" Perchance," muttered Alan. " 'Tis a vast bough !" 

" We meet within an hour," said Luke, abruptly. 

" Within the tomb of our ancestry," replied Alan ; " I will 
await you there." 

And as he rode away, Alan murmured to himself the fol- 
lowing verse from one of his own ballads : 

Bat wbetber gale or calm preyail, or threatening clond hatH fleâ, 
By hand of Fate, predestinate, a limb that tree will Bhed — 
A verdant bongh, untouched, I trow, by axe or tempest's breatb— 
To Bookwood's bead an omen dsead of last-approacbing deatb. 



ni. 

HÀin>ASSÀH. 

I baye beard it rnmonred for tbese many yeaxs, 

None of oor f amily dies hnt tbere is seen 

Tbe sbape of an old woman, wbicb is giyen 

By tradition to ns to baye been mnrtbered 

By ber nepbews for ber ricbes. Sncb a figure 

One nigbt, as tbe prince sat np late at 's book» 

Appeared to bim ; wben, ciying ont for belp, 

Tbe gentleman of bis ebamber fonnd bis Grâce 

Ail in a cold sweat, altered mncb in face 

And laAgnage ; since wbicb apparition 

He batb grown worse and woxse, and mn<di I fear 

He cannot liye. Duchess ofMalfy. 

In one of those large antique rooms belonging to the suite 
of apartments constituting the eaatem viiàg QÎ Sopkw^ 
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Place — ^upon the same night as that in which the events just 
detailed took place, and it might be about the same time, sat 
Eleanor, and her now attendant, the gipsy ïïanda.ssali. The 
eyes of the former were fixed, with a mixture of tendemess 
and pitj, npon the linéaments of another loYely female coiin- 
tenance, bearing a strildng resemblance to her own, though 
evidently, from its attire, and bygone costume, not intended 
for her, depicted upon a tablet, and placed upon a raised 
f rame. It was nigh the witching hour of night. The room 
was sombre and dusky, partially dismantled of its once flow- 
ing arras, and the lights set upon the table feebly illumined 
its dreary extent. Tradition marked it ont as the chamber in 
which many of the hapless dames of Eookwood had expired ; 
and hence Superstition claimed it as her peculiar domain. 
The room was reputed to be haunted, and had for a long 
space shared the fate of haunted rooms — complète désertion. 
It was now tenanted by one too young, too pure, to fear 
aught imearthly. Eleanor seemed, nevertheless, affected by 
the prof ound melancholy of the picture upon which she gazed. 
At length, Handassah observed her start, and avert her eye 
shudderingly from the picture. 

** Take it hence," exclaimed Eleanor ; " I hâve looked at 
that image of my ancestress, till it has seemed endowed with 
life — till its eyes hâve appeared to return my gaze, and weep. 
Remove it, Handassah." 

Handassah silently withdrew the tablet, placing it against 
the wall of the chamber. 

" Not there — not there," cried Eleanor ; " tum it with its 
face to the wall. I cannot bear those eyes. And now corne 
hither, girl— draw nearer — for I know not what of sudden 
dread has crossed me. This was her room, Handassah — the 
chamber of my ancestress — of ail the Ladies Eookwood — 
where they say— ha ! — did you not hear a noise ? — a rustle in 
the tapestry — a f ootstep near the wall ? Why, you look as 
startled as I look, wench ; stay by me — I will not hâve you 
stir from my sidé — 'twas mère fancy." 

" No doubt, lady," said Handassah, with her eyes fixed 
npon the arras. 

" Hist !" exclaimed Eleanor. " There 'tis again." 

" 'Tis nothing," replied Handassah. But her looks belied 
her words. 

" Well, I will command myself ," said Eleanor, endeavour- 
ing to regain her cahnness ; ^' but the thoughts of the Ladj 
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Eleanor — for she was an Eleanor like to me, Handassah — 
and ah ! even more ill-fated and iinhappy — hâve brought a 
whole train of melancholy fancies into my mind. I cannot 
banish them ; nay, though painf ul to me, I recur to thèse 
images of dread, with a species of fascination, as if in their 
fate I contemplated mine own. Not one, who hath wedded a 
Rookwood, but hath rued it." 

" Yet you will wed one," said Handassah. 

" He is not like the rest," said Eleanor. 

" How know you that, lady ?" asked Handassah. " His 
time may not yet be come. See what to-morrow wiU bring 
forth." 

"Tou are averse to my marriage with Eanulph, Han- 
dassah." 

" I was Sybil*s handmaid, ère I was yonrs, lady. I bear in 
mind a solemn compact with the dead, which this marriage 
will violate. Tou are plighted by oath to another, ifhe 
should demand your hand." 

" But he has not demanded it." 

" Would you accept him were he to do so ?" asked Han- 
dassah, suddenly. 

"I meant not that," replied Eleanor. **My oath is an- 
nuUed." 

" Say not so, lady," cried Handassah — " 'twas not for this 
that Sybil spared your life. I love you, but I loved Sybil, 
and I would see her dying behests complied with." 

**It may not be, Handassah," replied Eleanor. "Why, 
from a phantom sensé of honour, am I to sacrifice my whole 
existence to one, who neither can love me, nor whom I myself 
could love ? Am I to wed this man because, in her blind 
idolatry of him, Sybil enforced an oath upon me which I had 
no power to resist, and which was mentally cancelled while 
taken ? Eecall not the horrors of that dreadful cell — ^urge 
not the subject more. 'Tis in the hope that I may be freed 
for ever from this persécution, that I hâve consented thus 
early to wed with Ranulph. This will set Luke*s fancied 
claims at rest for ever." 

Handassah answered not, but bent her head, as if in acqui- 
escence. 

Steps were now heard near the door, and a servant ushered 
in Doctor Small and Mrs. Mowbray. 

" I am come to take leave of you for the night, my de£ir 
young lady," said the doctor ; " but before I start for the 

2 A 
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Vicarage, I hâve a word or two to say, in addition to the ad- 
vice y ou vfere so obliging as to receive from me this moming. 
Suppose you allow your attendant to retire for a few minutes. 
What I bave got to say concerns yourself solely. Your 
mother will bear us company. Tbere," continued tbe doctor, 
as Handassab was dismissed — '' I am glad that dark-faced 
gipsy bas taken ber departure. I can't say I like ber sbarp 
suspicions manner, and tbe first exercise I sbould make of my 
powers, were I to be your busband, sbould be to discbarge 
tbe band-maiden. To tbe point of my visit. We are alone, I 
tbink. Tbis is a queer old bouse, Miss Mowbray ; and tbia 
is tbe queerest part of it. Walls bave ears, tbey say; and 
tbere are so many bolcs and corners in tbis mansion, tbat 
one ougbt never to talk secrets above one*s breatb." 

" I am yet to leam, sir," said Eleanor, " tbat tbere is any 
secret to be communicated." 

" Wby, not much, I own," replied tbe doctor ; " at least, 
virbat bas occurred is not a secret in tbe bouse by ibis time. 
Wbat do you tbink has bappened ?" 

" It is impossible for me to conjecture. Notbing to Ra- 
nulpb, I bope." 

" Notbing of conséquence, I trust, — tbougb be is in. part 
concerned witb it." 

" Wbat is it ?" asked Eleanor. 

"Pray, satisfy ber curiosity, doctor," interposed Mrs. 
Mowbray. 

" Well, tben," said Small, ratber more gravely, " tbe f act 
of tbe matter stands tbus :— Lady Eookwood, wbo, as you 
know, was not tbe meekest wife in tbe world, now tums ont 
by no means tbe gentlest motber, and bas witbin tbis bour 
found out tbat sbe bas some objection to your union witb 
ber son." 

" You alarm me, doctor." 

" Don't alarm yourself at ail. It will be got over witbout 
difficulty, and only requires a little management. Eanulpb 
is witb ber now, and I doubt not will arrange ail to ber satis- 
faction." 

" Wbat was ber objection ?" asked Eleanor ; " was it any 
one founded upon my obligation to Luke — my oatb ?" 

" Tut, tut ! dismiss tbat subject from your mind entirely," 
said tbe doctor. " Tbat oatb is no more binding on your 
conscience tban would bave been tbe ties of marriage bad 
you been wedded by yon récusant Eomisb priest, Fatber 
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Checkley, npon whoae guilty head the Lord be mercifiill 
Bestow not a thought upon it. My anxiety, together with 
that of yoTir mother, is to see you now, as speedily as may be, 
wedded to Banulph, and then that idle question is set at rest 
for ever ; and, therefore, even if such a thing were to occur 
as that Lady Eookwood should not yield her consent to your 
marriage, as that consent is totally nnnecessary, we must go 
through the cérémonial without it." 

" The grounds of Lady Eookwood's objections " said 

Mrs. Mowbray. 

" Ay, the grounds of her ladyship*s objections," interposed 
Small, who, when he had once got the lead, liked nobody to 
talk but himself, *^ are simply thèse, and exactly the sort of 
objections one would expect her to raise. She cannot bear 
the idea of abandoning the control of the house and estâtes 
to other hands. She cannot, and will not relinquish her 
station, as head of the establishment, which Eanulph has 
insisted upon as your right. I thought, when I conversed 
with her on this subject, that she was changed, but 

Katuram expellas fnrcâ, tamen usqne recurret. 

T beg your pardon. She is, and always will be the same." 

" Why did not Banulph concède the point to her ? I wish 
not to dwell hère. I care not for thèse domains — for this 
mansion. They hâve no charms for me. I could be happy 
with Ranulph anywhere — happier anywhere than hère." 

The kind-hearted doctor squeezed her hand in reply, brush- 
ing a tear from his eyes. 

"Why did he not concède it?" said Mrs. Mowbray, 
proudly. " Because the choice remained not with hira. It 
was not his to concède. This house — thèse lands — ail — ail 
are yours ; and it were poor requital indeed, if, after they 
hâve so long been wrongf ully withheld from us, you should 
be a dépendent on Lady Rookwood." 

" Without going quite so far as that, madam," said the doc- 
tor, " it is but justice to your daughter that she should be put 
in full possession of her rights ; nor should I for one instant 
advise, or even aUow herto inhabit the same house with Lady 
Eookwood. Her ladyship's peculiarities of temper are sucn 
as to preclude ail possibility of happiness. At the same time, 
I trust by management — always by management, madam — 
that her ladyship's quiet departure may be insured. I un^ 
derstand that ail Buch légal arrangements in the way of 
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eettlements as could be entered into between your daughter 
and her future husband are completed. I bave only to regret 
the absence of my friend, Mr. Coates, at tbis momentous 
conjuncture. It will be a loss to bim. But be inberits from 
bis fatber a taste for tbief-taking, wbicb be is at présent in- 
dulging, to tbe manifest injury of bis legitimate praetiee. 
Hark ! I bear Eanulpb*s step in tbe gallery. He wiU tell us 
the resuit of bis final interview. I came to give you advice, 
my dear," added tbe doctor in a low tone to Eleanor ; " but I 
find you need it not. * Wboso bumbletb bimself, sball be 
exalted.' I am glad you do not split upon tbe rock wbicb 
bas stranded balf your génération." 

At tbis moment Eanulpb Rookwood entered tbe room, fol- 
lowed by Handassab, wbo took ber station at tbe back of tbe 
room, unperceived by tbe rest of tbe party, wbose attention 
was attracted by Eanulpb' s agitated manner. 

" Wbat bas bappened ?" asked Doctor Small and Mrs. 
Mowbray, in tbe same breatb. 

Eanulpb besitated for a moment in bis answer, during 
wbicb space be regarded Eleanor witb tbe deepest anxiety, 
and seemed revolving witbin bimself, bow be could frame 
bis reply in sucb way as sbould be least painful to ber f eel- 
ings; wbile, witb instinctive apprebension of coming mis- 
fortune, Miss Mowbray eagerly seconded tbe inquiries of ber 
friends. 

" It is witb great pain," said be at lengtb, in a tone of 
despondency, not unmingled witb displeasure, " tbat I am 
obliged to descant uj^on tbe infirmities of a parent, and to 
censure ber conduct as severely as I may do now. I feel tbe 
impropriety of sucb a step, and I would willingly avoid it, 
could I do so in justice to my own feelings — and especially at 
a moment like tbe présent — wben every bope of my life is 
fixed upon uniting myself to you, dear Eleanor, by ties as 
near as my own to tbat parent. But tbe interview wbicTi I 
bave just bad witb Lady Eookwood — bitter and beart-break- 
ing as it bas been — compels me to reprobate ber conduct in 
tbe strongest terms, as barsb, unjust, and disbonourable ; 
and if I could wboUy tbrow off tbe son, as sbe avows sbe bas 
tbrown ofp tbe motber, I sbould unbesitatingly pronounce it 
as little sbort of " 

"Dear Eanulpb," said Eleanor, palpitating witb appré- 
hension, " I never saw you so mucb moved." 

"Nor witb so mucb reason," rejoined Eanulpb. "For 
myself, I could endure anytbing — but for you " 
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"And does your dispute relate to mef*' asked Eleanor. 
" Is it for my sake you hâve braved your mother's displea- 
sure ? Is it because Lady Rookwood is unwilling to resign 
the control of this house and tliese lands to me, that you hâve 
parted in anger with her ? Was this the cause of your 
quarrel ?" 

" It was the origin of it," replied Eanulph. 

" Mother," said Eleanor, firmly, to Mrs. Mowbray, " go 
with me to Lady Rookwood's chamlîer." 

" Wherefore ?" demanded Mrs. Mowbray. 

" Question me not, dear mother, or let me go alone." 

" Daughter, I guess your meaning," said Mrs. Mowbray, 
stemly. "You would relinquish your claims in faveur of 
Lady Rookwood. Is it not so ?" 

" Since you oblige me to answer you, mother," said Eleanor, 
crimsoning, " I must admit that you hâve guessed my mean- 
ing. To Lady Eookwood, as to yourself, I would be a 
daughter, as far as is consistent with my duty," added she, 
blushing still more deeply, "but my first considération 
shall be my husband. And if Lady Rookwood can be con- 
tent — ^but pray question me not further — accompany me to 
her chamber." 

" Eleanor," interposed Ranulph, " dearest Eleanor, the 
sacrifice you would make is unnecessary — uncalled for. You 
do not know my mother. She would not, I grieve to say it, 
appreciate the generosity of your motives. She would not 
give you crédit for your feelings. She would only resent 
your visit, as an intrusion." 

" My daughter comprehends you, sir," said Mrs. Mowbray, 
haughtily. " I will take care that, in her own house, Miss 
Mowbray shall remain free from insuit." 

"Mother, dear mother," said Eleanor, "do not wilfuUy 
misunder stand him." 

" You can be little aware, madam," said Ranulph, calmly, 
y et sadly, " how much I hâve recently endured — how much 
of parental anger — how much of parental malédiction I hâve 
incurred, to save you and your daughter from the indignity 
you apprehend. As I before said, you do not know my 
mother ; nor could it enter into any well-regulated imagina- 
tion to conceive the extremities to which the violence of her 
passion will, when her schemes are thwarted, hurry her. The 
terms upon which you met together will not escape your 
recollection: nor shall I need to recall to your mind her 
haughtiness, her coldness» That coldness has since ripened 
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into distroBt; and the matcli wliicli she was ai first ail 
anxiety to promote, she would now utterly set aside, were it 
in her power to do so. Whence this altération in her views 
has arisen, I hâve no means of ascertaining ; it is not mj 
mother's custom to give a reason for lier actions or her 
wishes : it is all-sufficient to express them. I hâve perceived, 
as the time has drawn nigh for the fulfilment of mj dearest 
hopes, that her unwillingness has increased; until to-day 
what had hitherto been confined to hints has been openly 
expressed, and absolute objections raised. Such, however, is 
the peculiarity of her temper, that I trusted, even at the 
eleventh hour, I should be able to work a change. Alas ! 
our last meeting was décisive. She commanded me to break 
off the match. At once, and peremptorily, I refused. Pardon 
me, madam, pardon me, dearest Eleanor, if I thus enter into 
particnlars ; it is absolutely necessary I should be explicit. 
Enraged at my opposition to her wishes, her fury became 
ungovemable. With appalling imprécations npon the memory 
of my poor father, and npon your f ather, madam, whose chief 
offence in her eyes was, it seems, the disposition of his pro- 
perty to Eleanor, she bade me begone, and take her ourses as 
my wedding portion. Beneath this roof — ^beneath her roof, 
she added — no marriage of mine should e'er take place. I 
might go hence, or might stay, as I thought fitting ; but you 
and your daughter, whom she characterized as intruders, 
should not remain another hour within her house. To this 
wild raving, I answered, with as much composure as I could 
command, that she entirely mistook her own position ; and 
that so far from the odium of intrusion resting with yoi', if 
applicable to any one, the term must necessarily affix itself 
on those who, through ignorance, had for years unjustly 
deprived the rightful owners of this place of their inherit- 
ance. TJpon this, her wrath was boundless. She disowned 
me as her son ; disclaimed ail maternai regard ; and heaped 
upon my head a frightful malédiction, at the recollection of 
which I stiU tremble. I will spare you further détails of this 
dreadful scène. To me it is most distressrag ; for, however 
firmly resolved I may be to pursue a line of conduct which 
every sound principle within me dictâtes as the correct one, 
yet I cannot be insensible to the awful responsibility I shall 
incur in bringing down a mother's curse upon my head, nor 
to the jeopardy in which her own excessive violence may 
place her." 
Mrs. Mowbray listened to Saaulph'g explanation in hau^^y 
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displeasure ; Eleanor with throbbing, tearful interest ; Doctor 
Small with mixed feelings of anger and astonishment. 

"Lady Eookwood's conduct," said tbe doctor, "is, you 
rnust forgive me, my dear Sir Eanulph, for using strong ex- 
pressions, outrageons beyond ail précèdent, and only excus- 
able on the ground of insanity, to which I wish it were 
possible we could attribute it. Tbere is, however, too much 
method in lier madness to allow us to indulge any such 
notion ; she is shrewd, dangerous, and designing ; and, since 
she bas resolved to oppose tbis matcb, she will leave no means 
untried to do so. I scarcely know how to advise you under 
the circumstances — that is, if my advice were asked.*' 

" Which I scarcely think it is likely to be, sir," said Mrs. 
Mowbray, coldly. ** After what bas occurred, / shall think 
it my duty to break off this alliance, which I bave never con- 
sidered to be so désirable that its rupture will occasion me an 
instantes uneasiness." 

" A plague on ail thèse Eookwoods !" muttered Small. 
" One would think ail the pride of the Prince of Darkness 
were centred in their bosoms. But, madam," continued the 
benevolent doctor, " hâve you no considération for the feel- 
ings of your daughter, or for those of one who is no distant 
relation to you — your nephew ? Your son, Major Mowbray, is, 
if I mistake not, most eager for this union to take place be- 
tween bis sister and bis ôiend." 

" My children bave been accustomed to yield implicit obé- 
dience to my wishes," said Mrs. Mowbray; "and Major 
Mowbray, I am sure, will see the propriety of the step I am 
about to take. I am content, at least, to abide by his 
opinion." 

" Snubbed again !" mentally ejaculated the doctor, with a 
shrug of despair. " It is useless attempting to work upon 
such impracticable material." 

Banulph remained mute, in an attitude of profound me- 
lancholy. An éloquent interchange of glances had ;^assed 
between him and Eleanor, communicating to each the anxious 
state of the other's feelings. 

At this crisis the door was suddenly opened, and old 
Agnes, Lady Eookwood*s aged attendant, rushed into the 
room, and sank upon her knees on the âoor, her limbs 
shaking, her teeth chattering, and every feature expressive 
of intense terror. Eanulph went instantly towards her, to 
demand the cause of her alarm. 

" No, let me pray," cried Agnes, as he took her hand in 
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the attempt to raise her ; " let me pray while there is yet 
time ; let the worthy doctor pray beside me. Pray for an 
overladen soûl, sir; pray heartily, as you would hope for 
mercy yourseK ; ah ! Ûttle know the righteous of the terrors 
of those that are beyond the pale of mercy. The Lord pardon 
me my iniquities, and absolve Aer.' 

"Whom do you mean?" asked Ranulph, in agitation. 
" You do not allude to my mother ?" 

" You hâve no longer a mother, young man," said Agnes, 
solemnly. 

"What!" exclaimed Ranulph, terror-stricken ; "ia she 
dead ?" 

" She is gone." 

"Gone! How? Whither?" exclaimed ail, their amaze- 
ment increasing each instant at the terror of the old woman, 
and the apparently terrible occasion of it. 

" Speak !" exclaimed Ranulph ; " but why do I loiter ? 
my mother, perchance, is dying — let me go." 

The old woman maintained her clutching grasp, which was 
strong and convulsive as that of one struggling betwixt life 
and death. " It's of no use, I tell you ; it's aÛ over," said 
she ; " the dead are corne — ^the dead are corne — and she is 
gone." 

" Whither ?— whither ?" 

" To the grave — to the tomb," said Agnes, in a deep and 
hollow tone, and with a look that froze Ranulph's soûl. 
" Listen to me, Ranulph Rookwood, my child, my nursling ; 
listen while I can speak. We were alone, your mother and 
I, afterthat scène between you — after the dark denunciations 
she had heaped upon the dead — when I heard a low and 
gasping kind of sob, and there I saw your mother, staring 
wildly upon the vacancy, as if she saw that of which I dare 
not think." 

" What think you she beheld ?" asked Ranulph, quaking 
with appréhension. 

" That which had been your father," returned Agnes, in a 
hollow tone. " Don't doubt me, sir — you'll find the truth of 
what I say anon. I am sure he was there. There was a 
thrilling, speechless horror in the very sight of her counte- 
nance that froze my old blood to ice — to the ice in which 'tis 
now — ough ! ough ! Well, at length she arose, with her eyes 
still fixed, and passed through the paneled door without a 
Word. She is gone !" 

" What madness is this ?" cried Ranulph, 
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" Let me go, woman — ^*tis that ruffian in disguise — she may 
be murdered." 

" No, no," shrieked Agnes ; " it was no disguise. She is 
gone, I tell you — the room was empty, ail the rooms were 
empty— the passage was void — tlirough the door they went 
together — silently, silently — ghostlike, slow. Ha! that tomb 
— they are there together now — ^he has her in his arms — see, 
they are hère — they glide through the door — do you not see 
them now ? Did I not speak the truth ? She is dead — ha, 
ha !" And with a frantic and bewildering laugh the old 
woman fell upon her face. 

Eanulph raised her from the floor ; but the shock of what 
she had beheld had been too much for her. She was dead l 



IV. 

THB DOWEB OF SYBIL. 

Card, Now thon art corne ? Thon look'st ghastly ; 

There sits in thy face some great détermination, 

Mixed with some f ear. 
Bos, Thus it lightens into action : 

I am corne to kill thee. Duchesi of Malfy, 

Eantjlph Eookwood was for some moments so much 
stunned by the ghastly fate of Agnes, connected, as it ap- 
peared to be, with a supernatural summons similar to that 
which he imagined he had himself received, that he was in- 
capable of stirring from the spot, or removing his gaze from 
the rigid features of the corpse, which, even in death, wore 
the strong impress of horror and despair. Through life he 
knew that Agnes, his own nurse, had been his mother's con- 
stant and f aithf ul attendant ; the unhesitating agent of her 
schemes, and it was to be feared from the remorse she had 
exhibited, the participator of her crimes ; and Eanulph f elt, 
he knew not why, that in having witnessed her terrible end, 
he beheld the ultimate condition of his own parent. Con- 
quering, not without great effort, the horror which had 
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rivetted him to the spot, he tumed to look towards Eleanor. 
Slie had sunk upon a chair, a silent witness of the scène. Mrs. 
Mowbray and Doctor Small having, upon the first alarm 
given by Agnes respecting Lady Rookwood's departnre from 
the house, qnitted the room to ascertain the tmth of her 
statement. Ranvdph immediately flew to Eleanor. 

"Ranulph," said she, though almost overcome by her 
alarm, " stay not an instant hère with me. I am sure from 
that poor woman's dreadf ul death, that something terrible 
has occurred, perhaps to Lady Eookwood. Go to her cham- 
ber. Tarry not, I entreat of y ou." 

" But will you, can you, remain hère alone with that body ?" 
asked Banulph. 

" I shall not be alone. Handassah is within call — nay, she 
is hère. Oh, what an eve of our espousals has this been, dear 
Ranulph ! Our whole life is a troubled volume, of which each 
successive leaf grows darker. Fate is opposed to us. It is 
useless to contend with our destiny. I fear we shall never be 
united." 

"Dismiss me not with words like those, dear Eleanor," 
returned Ranulph. " Fate cannot hâve greater woes in store 
for us than those by which we are now oppressed. Let us 
hope that we are now at that point whence aU must brighten. 
Once possessed of you, assured of thus much happiness, I 
would set even fate at défiance. And you will be mine to- 



morrow." 



" Ranulph, dear Eanulph, your suit at this moment is 
desperate. I dare not, canno't pledge myself . You yourself 
hcîird, even now, my mother's sentiments, and I cannot marry 
without her consent." 

" Your mother, like my own, regards not the f eelings of 
her children. Forgive my boldness, Eleanor ; forgive me if 
T linger now, when duty calls me hence ; but I cannot tear 
myself away. Your mother may retum — my hopes be 
crushed ; for even your love for me seems annihilated in her 
présence." 

" Eanulph, your véhémence terrifies me," rejoined Eleanor. 
" I implore you, by the tender affection which you know I 
bear you, not to urge me f urther at this moment. Becall 
your firmer feelings, and obtain some mastery over yourself. 
I repeat, I am yours only, if I am bride of any one. But when 
o\a union can take place rests not with myself. And now, I 
entreat you, leave me." 
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"You are mine," said Eanulph, with feirour; '^mme 
onlj." 

" Tours only," replied Eleanor. 

" Be this the eamest of my happiness !" exclaimed Ea- 
nulph, imprinting a long and impassioned kiss upon her lips. 

The loyers were startled from their embrace by a prof ound 
sigh ; it proceeded from Handassah, who, unbidden, had 
replaced the picture of the Lady Eleanor upon its frame. 
The augury seemed sinister. Every one who has gazed stead- 
fastly upon a portrait must hâve noticed the peculiar and 
lifelike character which, under certain aspects, the eyes will 
assume. Seen by the imperfect light upon the table, the 
whole character of the countenance of the Lady Eleanor 
seemed changed ; the features appeared to be stamped with 
melancholy, and the eyes to be fixed with pitying tendemess 
upon her descendants. Both gazed at each other and at the 
picture, struck with the same sentiment of undefined awe. 
Beside them stood the dark figure of the gipsy girl, watching, 
with ill-concealed satisfaction, the effeqt of her handiwork. 
Banulph was aroused from his abstraction by hearing a loud 
outcry in Mrs. Mowbray's voice. Hastily committing Eleanor 
to the care of her attendant, he left the room. Handassah 
f ollowed him to the door, closed it after him, and then locked 
it within side. This done, she walked back hastily towards 
Eleanor, exclaiming, in a tone of exultation, "You hare 
parted with him for ever." 

" What mean you, girl ?" cried Eleanor, alarmed at her 
manner. " Why hâve you fastened the door ? Open it, I 
command you." 

" Command me .'" laughed Handassah, scomfully. " What 
if I refuse your mandate ? What if, in my tum, I bid you 
obey me ? I never owned but one mistress. If I hâve bowed 
my neck to you for a time, 'twas to fui fil her dying wishes. 
If I hâve submitted to your control, it was to accomplidbi 
what I hâve now accomplished. Your oath! Bemember 
your oath. The hour is come for its fulfilment." 

With thèse words Handassah clapped her hands. A pancd 
in the wall opened, and Luke stood suddenly before theuu 
Silently and with stem délibération he strode towards 
Eleanor, and seizing one of her hands, drew her forcibly 
toward him. Eleanor resisted not ; she had not the power ; 
neither did she scream, for so paralysing was her terror, that 
for the moment it took away ail power of utteranœ. LoJce 
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neither stirred nor spoke, but, still maintaining his hold, 
gazed searchingly upon her features, while Eleanor, as if 
spell-bound, could not witlidraw her eyes from him. Nothing 
more terribly impressive could be conceived tban Luke's 
whole appearance. Harassed and exhausted by the life he 
had recently led; deprived almost of natural rest; goaded 
by remorse, his frame was abnost wom to the bone, while his 
countenance, once dark and swarthy, was now blanched and 
colourless as marble. This pallid and deathlike hue was, in 
ail probability, owing to the loss of blood he had sustained 
from the wound inflicted by Major Mowbray, with the stains 
of which his apparel was dyed; for, though stanched, tlie 
effusion had been sufficient to cause great faintness. His 
dark eyes blazed with their wonted fire — nay, they looked 
darker and larger from his exceeding paleness, and such 
intense mental and bodily suffering was imprinted upon his 
countenance, that, despite its fierceness and desperation, few 
could hâve regarded him without sympa thy. Real despera- 
tion has so much of agony in its character, that no one can 
witness it unmoved. His garb was not that in which the 
reader first beheld him, but a rich, dark, simple suit of velvet, 
corresponding more with his real rank in life than his former 
peasant^s attire ; but it was disordered by his récent conflict, 
and stained with bloody testimonials of the fray ; while his 
long sable curls, once his pride and ornament, now hung in 
intertangled elf-iocks, like a coil of wreathed water-snakes. 
Even in her terror, as she dwelt upon his noble features, 
Eleanor could not help admitting that she beheld the un- 
doubted descendant and the living likeness of the handsomest 
and most distinguished of her house — the profligate and 
criminal Sir Reginald. As her eye, mechanically following 
this train of thought, wandered for an instant to the haughty 
portraiture of Sir Eeginald, which f ormed part of the famUy 
pictures, and thence to those of his unf ortunate lady, she was 
struck with the fancy that, by some terrible fatality, the 
tragic horrors of bygone days were to be again enacted in 
their persons, and that they were in some way strangely 
identiâed with their unfortunate progenitors. So forcibly 
was this idea impressed upon her features, that Luke, who 
had followed the direction of her glances, became instantly 
aware of it. Drawing her nearer to the portrait of the Lady 
Eleanor, he traced the resemblance in mute wonder ; thence, 
tuming towards that of Sir Eeginald, he proudly exclaimed : 
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"You doubted once my lineage, maiden — can you gaze on 
those features, which would almost seem to be a reflection of 
mine own, and longer hesitate whose descendant I am ? I 
glory in my likeness. There is a wild delight in setting 
hnman émotions at nought, which he was said to feel — which 
I feel now. Within thèse halls I seem to breathe an atmo- 
sphère congenial to me. I visit what I oft hâve visited in 
my dreams ; or as in a state of pre-existence. Methinks, as 
I gaze on you, I could almost deem myself Sir Reginald, and 
you his bride, the Lady Eleanor. Our fates were parallel : 
she was nnited to her lord by ties of hatred — by a vow — a 
bridai vow, So are you to me. And she could ne'er escape 
him — could ne'er throw off her bondage — nor shall you. I 
claim the f ulfilment of y our oath ; you are mine.^' 

" Ne ver, ne ver !" shrieked Eleanor, struggling to disengage 
herself . But Luke laughed at her feeble efforts. Handassaîi 
stood by, a passive spectatress of the scène, with her arms 
folded upon her bosom. 

"You refuse complianceT* said Luke, scomfully. "Hâve 
you no hopes of heaven, no fears of perdition, that you dare 
to violate your vow ? Bethink you of the awf ul nature of 
that obligation; of the life which was laid down to purchase 
it ; of the blood which will cry ont for vengeance 'gainst the 
murdercss, should you hesitate. By that blood-cemented 
sacrament, I claim you as my own. You are mine." And 
he dragged her towards the opening. 

Eleanor uttered a prolongea and terrifie scream. 

"Be silent, on your life," added he, searching for tho 
dagger given to him by Alan Rookwood, when, as his hand 
sought the weapon, Eleanor escaped from his grasp, and fled 
towards the door. But Handassah had anticipated her inten- 
tion. The key was withdrawn from the lock, and the wretched 
maiden vainly tried to open it. 

At this instant Turpin appeared at the sliding panel. 

" Quick, quick !" cried he, impatiently — " despatch, in the 
deviPs name ; the house is alarmed. I hear young Ranulph's 
voice in the gallery." 

" Eanulph !" shrieked Eleanor — " then I am saved." And 
she redoubled her outcries for assistance. 

Luke again seized his victim. Her hands clutched so 
convulsively fast in her despairing energy against the haadle 
of the door that he could not tear her thence. By this time 
Eanulph Eookwood, who had caught her reiteratied screams 
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for help, was at the entrance. He heard her struggles ; he 
heard Luke's threats — his mockery — his derisive lauglitér — 
but vainly, vainly did he attempt to force it open. It was of 
the strongest oak, and the bolts resisted ail bis efEorts. A 
board alone divided him from his mistress. He could hear 
her Bobs and gasps. He saw, from the action of the handle, 
with what tenancity she cliing to it; and, stung to frenzy by 
the sight, he hurled himself against the sturdy plank, but aU 
in Tain. At length the handle was still. There was a heavy 
fall upon the floor — a stitled scream — and a sound as of a 
body being dragged along. The thought was madness^ 

" To the panel ! to the panel !" cried a voice (it was that of 
Turpin) from within. 

" The panel ! — ha !" echoed Ranulph, with a sudden gleam 
of hope. " I may y et save her." Aid he darted along the 
corridor with the swiftness of thought. 

Luke, meanwhile, had for some minutes fruitlessly ex- 
hausted ail his force to drag Eleanor from the door. Despair 
gave her strength ; she clutched at the door ; but ahe f elt her 
strength failing her — her grasp was relaxing. And then the 
maddening thought that she would be shortly his — that he 
would slay her — while the idea that Banulph was so near, 
and yet unable to protect her, added gall even to her bitter- 
nesB. With savage delight Luke exulted in the lover' s tor- 
tures. He heard Eanulph's ineffectuai attempts ; he heard 
his groans ; he heard their mutual cries. Inflamed by jealousy, 
he triumphed in his power of vengeance, and even prolonged 
the torture which accident had given him the means of inflict- 
ing. He stood like the inquisitor who marks his victim's 
anguish on the rack, and calculâtes his powers of further 
endurance. But he could no longer daUy, even with this 
horrible gratification. His companion grew impatient. 
Eleanor's fair long tresses had escaped from their confine- 
ment in the struggle, and fell down her neck in disorder. 
Twining his fingers amidst its folds, Liike dragged her back- 
wards from her hold, and, incapable of further résistance, 
her strength completely exhausted, the wretched girl fell to 
the ground. 

Luke now raised her almost inanimate f orm in his arms, 
and had nigh reached the aperture, when a crash was heard 
in the panel opposite to that by which he was about to 
escape, and communicating with a further apartment. It 
was thxown open^ and Eanulph Eookwood presented himgelf 
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at the narrow partition. An exclamation of joy, that he waa 
yet in time, escaped his lips ; and he was about to clear the 
partition at a bound, and to precipitate himself upon Luke, 
when, as suddenly as his own action, was the person of the 
unfortnnate Mr. Coates wedged into the aperture. 

" Traitor !" cried Ranulph, regarding Coates with concen- 
trated fury, "dare y ou to oppose me? — hence! or, by Heaven, 
I will eut you down !" 

" 'Tis impossible," ejaculated the attorney. " For your 
own sake, Sii* Itanulph — for my sake — ^I entreat — implore of 
you — not to attempt to pass this way. Try the other door." 

Ranulph said no more. He passed his sword through the 
body of the misérable attorney, who, with a deep groan, fell. 
The only obstacle to his passage being thus removed, he at 
once leaped into the room. 

The brothers were now confronted together, but little of 
brotherly love mingled with the glances which they threw 
upon each other. Ranulph's gentle, but withal enthusiastic 
tempérament, had kindled, under his présent excitement, like 
flax at the sudden approach of flame. He was wild with 
fremy. LtJre was caW, but his fury was deadly and inex- 
tinguishable. The meeting was terrible on both sides. 

With one arm Luke enfolded Eleanor, with the other he 
uplifted the dagger. Its point was towards her bosom. 
Scowling grim défiance at Eanulph, he exclaimed, in a deter- 
mined tone, " Advance a footstep, and my dagger descends 
into her heart." 

Eanulph hesitated, uncertain how to act; foaming with 
rage, yet trembling with appréhension. 

" Eâ,nulph," gasped Eleanor, "life -withoutyou were vaVie- 
less. Advance — avenge me !" 

Ranulph still hesitated. He could not, by any act of his 
own, compromise Eleanor's safety. 

Luke saw his advantage, and was not slow to profit by it. 
" You seal her destruction if you stir," said he. 

"Villain," retumed Ranu^^h, between his ground teeth, 
and with difficulty commanding sufficient coolness to speak 
with délibération, "you perceive your power. Injure her, 
and nothing earthly shall protect you. Free her, and take 
your life and liberty ; nay, reward if you will. You cannot 
otherwise escape me." 

" Escape you !" laughed Luke, disdainfully. " Stand aside, 
and let me pass. Beware," added he, stemly, "how you 
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oppose me. I would not hâve a brother's blood upon my 
soûl." 

"Nor I," cried Eanulph; "but you pass not." And he 
placed himself full in Luke's path. 

Luke, however, steadily moved forward, holding Eleanor 
between himself and Itanulph, so as to shield his own person ; 
but, f ancying he saw an opportunity of dealing a biow with- 
out injury to his mistress, the latter was about to hazard 
the thrust, when his arms were seized behind, and he was 
rendered powerless. 

" Lost, lost," groaned he ; " she is lost to me for ever !" 

" I fear that's but too true," replied Turpin, for it was the 
highwayman whose grasp confined Eanulph. 

"Must I see her borne away before my eyes?" cried 
Eanulph. " Eelease me — set me free.'* 

" Quite impossible at présent," retumed Dick. " Mount 
and away. Sir Luke," continued he ; " ne ver mind me. Leave 
me to shift for myself ." 

" Eleanor !" cried Eanulph, as she passed close by his side. 

" Eanulph !" shrieked Eleanor, with a loud scream, recalled 
to consciousness by his voice, " farewell for ever." 

" Ay, for ever," responded Luke, triumphantly. " You 
meet no more on earth." 

He was about to pass through the panel, when Eleanor 
exerted ail her remaining strength in a last futile attempt 
at libération. In the struggle, a packet fell from Luke* s 
bosom. 

Handassah stooped to pick it up. 

" Prom Sybil !" exclaimed she, glancing at the super- 
scription. 

" Eemember my promise to old Barbara," roaredDick, who 
had some curiosity, as the reader knows, to learn what the 
package contained. " The time is arrived. Eleanor is in 
your power — ^in your présence." 

" Give me the packet," said Luke, resigning Eleanor for 
the instant to Handassah's custody ; " take the steel, and 
grasp her firmly." 

Handassah, who, though sHght of figure, was of singular 
Personal strength, twined her arms about Miss Mowbray in 
such a manner as to preclude ail possibility of motion. 

Luke tore open the package. It was a box carefully en- 
closed in several f olds of linen, and lastly within a sheet of 
paper, on which were inscribed thèse words : 

The Doweb op Sybil. 
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Hastilj, and with much curiosity, Luke raised tlie lid of 
the box. It contained one long silken tress of blackest hair, 
curiously braided. It was Sybirs. His first impulse was 
to cast it f rom him : his next, reproachfully to raise it to bis 
lips. He started as if a snake hli stung 4n. 

At tbis moment a loud clamour was beard in tbe gallery. 
In tbe next, tbe door was assailed by violent strokes, evi- 
dently proceeding from some weigbty instrument, impelled 
by tbe united strengtb of several assailants. 

Tbe voice of Turpin rose above tbe deafening din. "A 
bullet for tbe first wbo enters," sbouted be. " Quick, Sir 
Luke, and the prize is safe-away, and " 

But as be seconded bis exhortation witb a glance at Luke, 
he broke ofE tbe balf-uttered sentence, and started with 
horror and amazement. Ere tbe cause of his alarm could be 
expressed, the door was burst open, and a crowd of domes- 
tics, headed by Major Mowbray and Titus Tyrconnel, rusbed 
into the room. 

" Nay, tben, tbe game's up !" exclaimed Dick ; " I bave 
done witb Eookwood." And, springing througb the panel, 
he was seen no more. 

^Wben the new-comers first looked around, tbey could per- 
ceive only two figures besides tbemselves — those of tbe two 
lovers — Eleanor baving sunk pale, exhausted, and almost 
senseless, into tbe arms of Ranulph. Presently, however, a 
gbastly object attracted therr attention. Ail rusbed towards 
it — ail recoiled, as soon as tbey discovered that it was tbe 
Hfeless body of Luke Eookwood. His limbs were stiff, like 
those of a corpse which bas for hours been such ; his eyes 
protruded from tbeir sockets ; his face was livid and blotcbed. 
AU bespoke, with terrible certainty, tbe efficacy of tbe poison, 
and tbe full accomplisb'ment of Barbara's revenge. 

Handassab was gone. Probably she bad escaped ère 
Turpin fled. At ail events, she was beard of no more at 
Eookwood. 

It required little to recall the sensés of Eleanor. Sbortly 
she revived, and as she gazed around, and became conscious 
of her escape, she uttered exclamations of thanksgiving, and 
sank into tbe embraces of her brother. 

Meanwbile Mrs. Mowbray and Doctor Small bad joined 
tbe assemblage. 

Tbe wortby doctor bad been full of alarm ; but bis medi- 
tated coiidolences were now cbanged to congratulations, as 

2 B 
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he heard the particulars of thé terrible scène that hmd oc- 
curred, and of Eleanor's singular and almost proyidential 
deliverance. 

" Aftei what lias befallen, madam," said the doctor to Mrs. 
Mowbray, slightly coughing, "y ou can no longer raise any 
objections to a certain union, eb ?" 

" I will answer for my mother in that particular," said 
Major Mowbray, stepping forward. 

" She will answer for herself, my son," said Mrs. Mow- 
bray. " The match has her full and entire consent. But 
to what am I to attribute the unexpected happiness of your 
retum ?" • 

" To a chain of singular circumstances," replied the major, 
" which I will hereafter détail to y ou. Suffice it to say, that 
but for this gentleman' s fortunate arrivai," added he, looking 
at Titus Tyrconnel, " at the hut on Thome Waste, I might 
hâve been detained a prisoner, without parole, and, what is 
worse, without provision perhaps for days ; and to add to lAj 
distress, fully acquainted with the meditated abduction of my 
sister. It was excessively lucky for me, Mr. Tyrconnel, that you 
happened to pass that way, and for poor Paterson, likewise.'* 

" Arrah, by my sowî, major, and you may say that with 
saf ety ; and it was particularly fortunate that we stumbled 
upon the tits in the cellar, or we'd never hâve been hère just 
in the nick of it. I begin to think weVe lost ail chance of 
taking Dick Turpin this time. He's got clean away." 

" I am not sorry for his escape," said the major. " He's a 
brave f ellow ; and I respect courage wherever I find it, even 
in a highwayman. I should be sorry to appear as a witness 
against him ; and I trust it will never be my fate to do so." 

We shall not pause to describe the affectionate meeting 
which now ensued between the brother and sister — the con- 
gratulations upon Eleanor's escape from péril, intermingled 
with the tenderest embraces, and the warmest thanks offered 
to Eanulph for his gallant service. " She is y ours, my dear 
boy," said the major ; " and though you are a Rookwood, and 
she bears the ill-fated name of Eleanor, I predict that, con- 
trary to the usual custom of our families in such cases, ail your 
misfortunes will hâve occurred hefore marriage." 

" There is only one thing," said Small, with a very peculiar 
expression, which might almost be construed into serio- 
comic, could we suspect the benevolent doctor of any such 
waggery, " that can possibly throw a shade over our présent 
felicity. Lady Eookwood is not to be found." 
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" My poor mother," said Ramilph, starting. 

" Make jourself easy," said the doctor ; " I doubt not we 
shall hear of her to-morrow. My only ap])rehension," added 
he, half aside, " is, that she may be lieard of before/' 

" One other circumstance afflicts me," said Ranulph. " Poor 
Mr. Coates !" 

• *' What's that you say of Mr. Coates, Sir Ranulph f " ex- 
claimed Titus. 

" I fear he is killed in the récent affray," said Eanulph. 
" Let some one search for the body." 

"Kilt!" echoed Titus. "Is it kilt that Mr. Coates is? 
Ah ! ullagonCy and is it over with him entirely ? Is he gone 
to rejoin his father, the thief-taker? Bring me to his 
remains." 

" He will bring them to you himself," said the attorney, 
stepping forward. " Luckily, Sir Ranulph," said the in- 
curable punster, " it was merely the outer coats that your 
sword passed through ; the inner remains uninjured, so that 
you did not act as my conveyancer to eternity. Body o' me ! 
IVe as many lives as a cat — ha, ha !" 

Eanulph welcomed the f acetious man of law with no little 
satisfaction. 

We think it unnecessary to enter into further detaiL 
Another chamber was prepared for Eleanor's réception, to 
which she was almost immediately transported. The re- 
mains of the once fierce and haughty Luke, now stifE and 
stark, but still wearing, even in death, their proud character, 
were placed upon the seK-same bier, and covered with the 
seK-same pall which, but a week ago, had f umished forth his 
father's funeral. And as the domestics crowded round the 
corpse, there was not one of them but commented upon his 
startling resemblance to the grandsire. Sir Eeginald; nor, 
amongst the superstitions, was the falling of the fatal bough 
forgotten, 

Tranquillity was at length restored at the hall. Through- 
out the night, and during the next day, Ranulph made every 
search for his mother, but no tidings could be leamed of her. 
Seriously alarmed, he then caused more strict and gênerai 
inquiry to be instituted, but with like unsuccessful efEect. It 
was not, indeed, till some years afterwards that her fate was 
ascertained. 
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V. 

THE SABCOPHAGUS. 
So now *tifl ended, like an old wife's story. — ^Websteb, 

NoTWiTHSTANDiNG the obscuritj whicli liung over tlie fate 
of Lady 'Rookwood, the célébration of the nuptials of Sir 
Ranulph and Eleanor was not long delayed; the ceremony 
took place at the parish church, and the worthy vicar offi- 
ciated upon the occasion. It was a j oyons sight to ail who 
witnessed it, and not few were they who did so, for the whole 
neighbonrhood was bidden to the festival. The old avenue 
was thronged with bright and beaming faces, rustic maidens 
decked ont in ribands of many-colonred splendeur, and stout 
yonths in their best holiday trim ; nor was the lusty yeoman 
and his buxom spouse — nor yet the patriarch of the village, 
nor prattling child, wanting. Even the ancestral rooks 
seemed to participate in the universal merriment, and re- 
turned f rom their eyries a hoarse greeting, like a lusty chorus 
of laughter, to the frolic train. The churchyard path was 
strewn with flowers— the church itself a complète garland. 
Never was there seen a blither wedding : the sun smiled upon 
the bride — accounted a fortunate omen, as dark lowering skies 
and stormy weather had, within the memory of the oldest of 
the tenantry, inauspiciously ushered in ail former espousals. 
The bride had recovered her bloom and beauty, while the 
melancholy which had seemingly settled for ever upon the 
open brow of the bridegroom, had now given place to a peu- 
sive shade, that only added interest to his expressive features ; 
and, as in simple state, after the conipletion of the sacred rites, 
the youthful pair walked, arm in arm, amongst their throng- 
ing and admiring tenants towards the hall, niany a fervent 
prayer was breathed that the curse of the house of Rookwood 
might be averted from their heads ; and, not to leave a doubt 
upon the subject, we can add that thèse aspirations were not 
in vain, but that the day, which dawned' so brightly, was one 
of serene and unclouded happiness to its close. 

After the cérémonial, the day was devoted to festivity. 
Crowded with company, from the ample hall to the kitchen 
ingle, the old mansion could scarce çontain its numerous 
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guests, while the walls resounded with hearty peals of 
laughter, to which they had been long unaccustomed. The 
tables groaned beneath the lordlj baron of beef , the weighty 
chine, the castled pasty flanked on the one hand with neat's 
tongue, and on the other defended by a mountainous ham, 
an excellent pièce de résistance, and every other substantial 
appliance of ancient hospitality. Barrels of mighty aie were 
broached, and their nut-brown contents widely distribnted, 
and the health of the bride and bridegroom was enthnsiasti- 
cally drunk in a brimming wassail cup of spicy wine with 
floating toast. Titus Tyrconnel acted as master of the céré- 
monies, and was, Mr. Coates declared, " quite in his elemeiiûJ* 
So much was he elated, that he ventured to eut some of his 
old jokes ùpon the vicar, and, strange to say, without incur- 
ring the resentment of Small. 

To retrace the darker course of our narrative, we must 
state that some weeks before this happy event the remains of 
the unfortunate Sir Luke Rookwood had been gathered to 
those of his fathers. The document that attested his legiti- 
macy being found upon his person, the claims denied to him 
in life were conceded in death ; and he was interred with ail 
the pomp and peculiar solenmity proper to one of the h*ouse, 
withïn the tomb of his ancestry. 

It was then that a discovery was made respecting Alan 
Rookwood, in order to explain which we must again revert 
to the night of the meditated enlèvement of Eleanor. 

After quitting his grandson in the avenue, Alan shaped 
his course among the fields in the direction to the cliurch. 
He sought his own humble, but now deserted dwelling. The 
door had been f orced ; some of its meagre fumiture was re- 
moved ; and the dog, his sole companion, had fled. " Poor 
Mole !" said he ; " thon hast found, I trust, a better master." 
And having possessed himself of what he came in search — 
namely, a bunch of keys and his lantern, deposited in an 
out-of-the-way cupboard, that had escaped notice, he quickly 
departed. 

He was once more within the chiu*chyard ; once more upon 
that awful stage whereon he had chosen to enact, for a long 
season, his late fantastical character ; and he gazed upon the 
church tower, glistening in the moonshine, the green and un- 
dulating hUlocks, the " chequered cross-sticks," the clustered 
head-stones, and the black and portentous yew-trees, as upon 
" old familiar faces." He mused, for a few moments, upon 
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thé scène, apparently with deep interest. He then walked 
beneath the shadow of one of the yews, chanting an odd 
stanza or so of one of his wild staves, wrapped the while, it 
would seem, in afEectionate contemplation of tho subject- 
matter of his song : 

THE CHUECHYAED YEW. 

— Metuendaqne succo 
Taztts. 

A noxious tree is tbe churcliyard yew, 
As if from the dead its sap it drew ; 
Dark are its branches, and dismal to see, 
Like plumes at Death's latest solemnity. 
Spectral and j^ged, and black as the win^s 
Which Bome spirit of ill o'er a sepnlcbre flings : 
Oh ! a terrible tree is tbe churchyard yew ; 
Like it is nothing so grimly to view. 

Tet tbis balefnl tree bath a eore eo sonnd, 
Can noTigbt so tougb in tbe grove be fonnd : 
From it wcre fasbioned brave English bows, 
The boast of our islc, and the dread of its foes. 
For our stnrdy sires eut their stontest staves 
From tbe branch tbat hnng o'cr their fathers' graves ; 
And though it be dreary and dismal to view, 
Stanch at the heart is the churchyard yew. 

His ditty concluded, Alan entered the churchyard, taking 
care to leave the door slightly ajar, in order to facilitate his 
grandson's entrance. For an instant he lingered in the 
chancel. The yellow moonlight fell npon the monuments of 
his race ; and, directed by the instinct of hâte, Alan's eye 
rest^d upon the gilded entablature of his perfidious brother, 
Reginald, and muttering curses, " not loud but deep," he 
passed on. Having lighted his lantem in no tranquil mood, 
he descended into the vault, observing a similar caution with 
respect to the portai of the cemetery, which he left partially 
unclosed, with the key in the lock. Hère he resolved to abide 
Luke's coming. The reader knows what probability there 
was of his expectations being realized. 

For a while he paced the tomb, wrapped in gloomy médita- 
tion, and pondering, it might be, upon the resuit of Luke's 
expédition, and the fulfilment of his own dark schemes, 
scowling from time to time beneath his bent eyebrows, count- 
ing the grim array of coffins, and noticing, with something 
like satisfaction, that the shell which contained the remains 
of his daughter had been restored to its former position. He 
then bethought him of Father Checkley's midnight intrusion 
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trpon his conférence with Luke, and their appréhension of a 
supematural Visitation, and his curiosity was stimulated to 
ascertain by what means the priest had gained admission 
to the spot unperceived and unheard. He resolved to sound 
the floor, and see whether any secret entrance existed ; and 
hoUowly and dully did the hard flagging retum the stroke of 
his heel as he pursued his scrutiny. At length the metallic 
ringing of an iron plate, immediately behind the marble 
effigy of Sir Rannlph, resolved the point. There it was that 
the priest had found access to the vault ; but Alan's dis- 
appointment was excessive, when he discovered that this 
plate was fastened on the underside, and ail communication 
thence with the churchyard, or to wherever else it might 
conduct him, eut off ; but the présent was not the season for 
further investigation, and tolerably pleased with the discovery 
he had already made, he retumed to his silent march around 
the sepulchre. 

At length a sound, like the sudden shutting of the church 
door, broke upon the profound stiUness of the holy édifice. 
Xn the hush that succeeded, a footstep was distinctly heard 
threading the aisle. 

" He cornes — ^he comes !'* exclaimed Alan, joyfully ; add- 
ing, an instant after, in an altered voice, "but he comes 
alone." 

The footstep drew near to the mouth of the vault — ^it was 
upon the stairs. Alan stepped forward to greet, as he sup- 
posed, his grandson, but started back in astonishment and 
dismay as he encountered in his stead Lady Kookwood. Alan 
retreated, while the lady advanced, swinging the iron door 
after her, which closed with a tremendous clang. Approach- 
ing the statue of the first Sir Ranulph, she paused, and Alan 
then remarked the singular and terrible expression of her 
eyes, which appeared to be fixed upon the statue, or upon 
«ome invisible object near it. There was something in her 
whole attitude and manner calculated to impress the deepest 
terror on the beholder. And Alan gazed upon her with an 
awe which momently increased. Lady Rookwood's bearing 
was as proud and erect as we hâve f ormerly described it to 
hâve been — her brow was as haughtily bent — her chiselled lip 
as disdainfully curled ; but the staring, changeless eye, and 
the deep-heaved sob which occasionally escaped her, betrayed 
how mnch she was under the influence of mortal terror. 
Alan watched her in amazement» He knew not how the 
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Bcene was likely to tenninate, nor what could hâve induced 
her to visit this ghostly spot at such an hour, and alone ; but 
he resolved to abide the issue in silence — ^profound as her 
own. After a time, however, his impatience got the better of 
his fears and scruples, and he spoke. 

" What doth Lady Eookwood in the abode of the dead ?" 
asked he, at length. 

She started at the sound of his voice, but still kept her eye 
fixed upon the vacancy. 

" Hast thou not beckoned me hither, and am I not corne ?" 
returned she, in a hollow tone. "And now thou askest 
wherefore I am hère. I am hère because, as in thy life I 
feared thee not, neither in death do l'fear thee. I am hère 
because " 

" What seest thou ?" interrupted Alan, with ill-suppressed 
terror. 

" What see I — ha — ^ha !** shouted Lady Eookwood, amidst 
discordant laughter ; " that which might appal a heart less 
stout than mine — a figure anguish-writhen, with veins that 
glow as with a subtle and consuming flame. A substance, yet 
a shadow, in thy living likeness. Ha — ^frown if thou wilt ; I 
can retum thy glances." 

" Where dost thou see this vision ?" demanded Alan. 

" Where !" echoed Lady Eookwood, becoming for the first 
time sensible of the présence of a stranger. " Ha — who are 
you that question me ? — what are you ? — speak !" 

" No matter who or what I am," returned Alan ; " I ask 
you what you behold." 

" Can you see nothing ?" 

" Nothing," replied Alan. 

" You knew Sir Piers Eookwood ?" 

" Is it he ?" asked Alan, drawing near her. 

" It is," replied Lady Eookwood ; " I hâve followed him 
hither, and I will foUow him whithersoever he leads me, 
were it to " 

" What doth he now ?" asked Alan ; " do you see him 
stiU ?" 

" The figure points to that sarcophagus," returned Lady 
Eookwood — " can you raise up the lid ?" 

" No," replied Alan ; " my strength wiU not avail to 
lift it." 

" Yet let the trial be made," said Lady Eookwood ; " the 
figure points there still — my own arm shall aid you." 
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Alan watched her in dumb wonder. She advanced towards 
the marble monument, and beckoned him to foUow. He re- 
luctantly complied. Without any expectation of beinpf ablo 
to move the pondérons lid of the sarcophagus, at Lady Book- 
wood's renewed request he applied himself to the task. What 
was his surprise, when, beneath their united efforts, he found 
the pondérons slab slowly revolve upon its vast hinges, and, 
with little further difficulty, it was completely elevated; 
though it still required the exertion of ail Alan's strength to 
prop it open, and prevent its falling back. 

" What does it contain ?" asked Lady Eookwood. 

" A warrior's ashes," returned Alan. 

" There is a rusty dagger upon a fold of faded linen," cried 
Lady Rookwood, holding down the light. 

" It is the weapon with which the first dame of the house 
of Rookwood was stabbed," said Alan, with a grim smile : 

" Which whoso findeth in the tomb 
Shall clutch until the hour of doom ; 
And when 'tis grasped by hand of olay, 
The corse of blood shall pass away. 

So saith the rhyme. Hâve y ou seen enough ?" 

" No," said Lady Rookwood, precipitating herself into the 
marble coffin. " That weapon shall be mine." 

" Come forth — corne forth," cried Alan. " My arm trembles 
— I cannot support the lid." 

" I will hâve it, though I grasp it to etemity," shrieked 
Lady Rookwood, vainly endeavouring to wrest away the 
dagger, which was fastened, together with the linen upon 
which it lay, by some adhesive substance to the bottom of the 
shell. 

At this moment Alan Rookwood happened to cast his eye 
upward, and he then beheld what fiUed him with new terror. 
The axe of the sable statue was poised above its head, as in 
the act to strike him. Some secret machinery, it was évident, 
existed between the sarcophagus lid and this mysterious 
image. But in the first impulse of his alarm Alan abandoned 
his hold of the slab, and it sunk slowly downwards. He 
uttered a loud cry as it moved. Lady Rookwood heard this 
cry. She raised herself at the same moment — the dagger 
was in her hand — she pressed it against the lid, but its down- 
ward force was too great to be withstood. The light was 
within the sarcophaguS; and Alan conld discem her features. 
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The expression was terrible. She uttered one shriek, and the 
lid closed for ever. 

Alan was in total darkness. The light had been indosed 
with Lady Rookwood. There was something so horrible in 
her probable fate, that even he shuddered as he thonght upon 
it. Exerting ail his remaining strength, he essayed to rai»B 
the lid, but now it was more firmlj closed than eyer. It 
defied ail his power. Once, for an instant, he f ancied that it 
jielded to his straining sinews, but it was onlj his hand that 
slided upon the surfïuîe of the marble. It was fixed — ^im- 
movable. The sides and lid rang with the strokes which 
the unfortunate lady bestowed upon them with the dagger's 
point ; but thèse sounds were not long heard. PresenÛy ail 
was still ; the marble ceased to yibrate with her blows. Alan 
struck the lid with his knuckles, but no response was retumed. 
AU was silent. 

He now tumed his attention to his own situation, which 
had become sufficiently alarming. An hour must hâve elapsed, 
yet Luke had not arrived. The door of the vault was closed 
—the key was in the lock, and on the outside. He was him- 
seK a prisoner within the tomb. What if Luke should not 
return ? What if he were slain, as it might chance, in the 
enterprise ? That thought flashed across his brain like an 
electric shock. None knew of his retreat but his grandson. 
He might perish of famine within this desolate vault. 

He checked this notion as soon as it was formed— it was 
too dreadful to be indulged in. A thousand circumstances 
might conspire to detain Luke. He was sure to corne. Yet 
the solitude — the darkness was awful, almost intolérable. 
The dying and the dead were around him. He dared not 
stir. 

Another hour — an âge it séemed to him — had passed. Still 
Luke came not. Horrible forebodings crossed him ; but he 
would not surrender himself to them. He rose, and crawled 
in the direction, as he supposed, of the door — fearful even of 
the stealthy sound of his own footsteps. He reached it, and 
his heart once more throbbed with hope. He bent his ear to 
the key; he drew in his breath ; he listened for some sound, 
but nothing was to be heard. A groan would hâve been 
almost music in his ears. 

Another hour was gone ! He was now a prey to the most 
frightful appréhensions, agitated in tums by the wildest émo- 
tions of rage and terror. He at one moment imagined that 
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Luke had abandoned him, and heaped curses upon his head ; 
at tlie next, convinced that he had fallen, he bewailed with 
equal bittemess his grandson's fate and his own. He paced 
the tomb like one distracted ; he stamped upon the iron plate ; 
he smote with his hands upon the door ; he shouted, and the 
vault hollowly echoed his lamentations. But Time' s sand 
ran on, and Luke arrived not. 

Alan now abandoned himself whoUy to despair. He could 
no longer anticipate his grandson*s coming — no longer hope 
for deliverance. His fate was sealed. Death awaited him. 
He must anticipate his slow but inévitable stroke, enduring 
ail the grinding horrors of starvation. The contemplation of 
such an end was madness, but he was f orced to contemplate 
it now ; and so appalling did it appear to his imagination, 
that he half resolved to dash ont his brains against the walls 
of the sepulchre, and put an end at once to his tortures ; 
and nothing, except a doubt whether he might not, by im- 
perfectly accomplishing his purpose, increase his own suffer- 
ing, prevented him from putting this dreadful idea into 
exécution. His dagger was gone, and he had no other 
weapon. Terrors of a new kind now assailed him. The dead, 
he fancied, were bursting from their coffins, and he peopled 
the darkness with grisly phantoms. They were around about 
him on each side, whirHng and rustling, gibbering, groaning, 
shrieking, laughing, and lamenting. He was stunned, stifled. 
The air seemed to grow suffocating, pestilential ; the wild 
laughter was redoubled ; the horrible troop assailed him ; 
they dragged him along the tomb, and amid their howls he 
fell, and became insensible. 

When he retumed to himself, it was some time before he 
could collect his scattered f aculties ; and when the agonising 
consciousness of his terrible situation f orced itself upon his 
mind, he had nigh relapsed into oblivion. He arose. He 
rushed towards the door; he knocked against it with his 
knnckles tiU the blood streamed from them; he scratched 
against it with his nails till they were tom off by the roots. 
With insane fury he hurled himself against the iron frame ; 
it was in vain. Again he had recourse to the trap-door. He 
•earched. for it; he found it. He laid himself upon the 
ground. There was no interval of space in which he could 
insert a finger's point. He beat it with his clenched hand ; 
he tore it with his teeth ; he jumped upon it ; he smote it 
witb fais het?l. The iron retumed a sullen sound. 
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He again essayed the lid of the sarcophagos. Despaîr 
nerred his strength. He raised the slab a few inches. He 
sliouted, screamed, but no answer was retumed ; and again 
the M f eU. 

" She is dead !'* eried Alan. " Why hâve I not shared her 
fate ? But mine is to corne. And such a death ! — oh, oh !" 
And, frenzied at the thought, he again hurried to the door, 
and renewed his fruitless attempts to escape, till nature gave 
waj, and he sank upon the âoor, groaning and exhausted. 

Physical suffering now began to take the place of his mental 
tortures. Parched and consumed with a fierce internai fever, 
he was tormented by unappeasable thirst — of aU human ills 
the most unendurable. His tongue was dry and dusty, his 
throat inflamed ; his lips had lost aU moisture. He licked 
the humid floor ; he sought to imbibe the nitrous drops from 
the walls ; but, instead of allaying his thirst, they increased 
it. He would hâve given the world, had he possessed it, for 
a draught of cold spring-water. Oh, to hâve died with his 
lips upon some bubbling f ountain's marge ! But to perish 
thus ! 

Nor were the pangs of hunger wanting. He had to endure 
ail the horrors of famine, as well as the agonies of quenchless 
thirst. 

In this dreadf ul state three days and nights passed over 
Alan*s fated head. Nor night nor day had he. Time, with 
him, was only measured by its duration, and that seemed 
inteiminable. Each hour added to his suffering, and brought 
with it no relief. During this period of prolonged misery 
reason often tottered on her throne. Sometimes he was 
under the influence of the wildest passions. He dragged 
coffins from their recesses, hurled them upon the groimd, 
striving to break them open and drag f orth their loathsome 
contents. Upon other occasions he would weep bitterly and 
wildly ; and once — once only — did he attempt to pray ; but 
he started from his knees with an écho of infernal laughter, 
as he deemed, ringing in his ears. Then, again, woidd he 
call down imprécations upon himself and his whole line, 
trampling upon the pile of coffins he had reared ; and, lastly, 
more subdued, would creep to the boards that contained the 
body of his child, kissing them with a frantic outbreak of 
affection. 

At length he became sensible of his approaching dissolu- 
tion. To him the thought of death might well be terrible; 
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but he quailed not before it, or rather seemed, in bis latest 
moments, to résume ail bis wonted firmness of cbaracter. 
Gatbering togetber bis remaining strengtb, be dragged bim- 
self towards tbe nicbe wberein bis brotber, Sir Reginald 
Rookwood, was deposited, and placing bis band upon tbe 
coffin, solemnlj exclaimed, " My ourse — my dying curse — be 
upon tbee evermore !" 

FaUing witb bis face upon tbe coffin, Alan instantly ex- 
pired. In tbis attitude bis remains were discovered. 
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OuB taie is told. Yet, perliaps, we may be allowed to add 
a few words respecting two of the subordinate characters of 
our drama (melo-drama we ouglit to say), namely, Jerry 
Juniper and the knight of Malta. What became of the 
Caper Merchant's son aftcr Lis flight from Kilburn Wells we 
hâve nevcr been able distinctly to ascertain. Juniper, how- 
ever, would seem to be a sort of Wandering Jew ; for certain 
it is that somebody very like Idm is extant still, and to be met 
with at Jerry' s old haunts ; indeed, we hâve no doubt of 
encountering him at the ensuing meetings of Ascot and 
Hampton. 

As regards the knight of Malta — (Knight of Hoads 
" Ehodes" as he should hâve been) — ^we are sorry to state 
that the career of the Euffler terminated in a madhouse, and 
the poor knight became in reality a Hospitalier ! According to 
the custom observed in those establishments, the knight was 
deprived of his luxuriant locks, and the loss of his beard 
rendered his case incurable; but, in tho mean time, the 
barber of the place made his fortune by retailing the mate- 
rials of ail the black wigs he could coUect to the impostor's 
dupes. 

Such is the latest pièce of intelligence that has reached us 
of the Arch'hoaxer of Canterbury ! 

Turpin (why disguise it ?) was hanged at York in 1739. 
His firmness deserted him not at the last. When he mounted 
the fatal tree his lef t leg trembled ; he stamped it impatiently 
down, and, after a brief chat with the haugman, threw him- 
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self suddenly and resolutely from the ladder. His sufferings 
would appear to hâve been slight : as he himself sang : 

He dîed, not as other men, by degrees, 

But at once, withoat wincing, and qaite at his ease ! 

We may, in some other place, lay before the reader the 
particulars (and thcy are not incurious) of the " night before 
Larry was stretched." 

The remains of the vagrant highwayman found a final 
resting-place in the desecrated churchyard of Saint George, 
without the Fishergate postern, a green and grassy cemetery;. 
but withal a melancholy one. A few récent tombs mark ont 
the spot where some of the victims of the pestilence of 
1832-33 hâve been interred ; but we hâve made vain search 
for Turpin*s grave — unless (as is more than probable) the 
plain stone with the simple initiais E. T. belongs to him. 

The gyves by which he was fettered are still shown at York 
Castle, and are of prodigious weight and strength ; and though 
the herculean robber is said to hâve moved in them with ease, 
the présent turnkey was scarcely able to lift the pondérons 
irons. An old woman of the same city has a lock of hair, 
said to hâve been Turpin*s, which she avouches her grand- 
father eut off from the body after the exécution, and which 
the believers look upon with great révérence. O rare Dick 
Turpin! 

We shall, perhaps, be accused of dilating too much upon 
the character of the highwayman, and we plead guilty to the 
charge. But we found it impossible to avoid running a little 
into extrêmes. Our earliest associations are connected with 
sunny scènes in Cheshire, said to havo been haunted by 
Turpin ; and with one very dear to us (from whose lips, now, 
alas ! silent, we hâve listened to many stories of his exploits) 
he was a sort of hero. We hâve had a singular delight in 
recounting his feats and hair-breadth escapes; and if the 
reader dérives only half as much pleasure from the perusal 
of his adventures as we havo had in. narrating them, our 
satisfaction will be complète. Perhaps, we may hâve placed 
him în too favourable a point of view ; and yet we know not. 
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ÂB upon those of more important personages, manj donbts 
reat upon his history. Snch as we conçoive him to hâve been, 
wo havo drawn him — hoping that the bonevolent reader, upon 
finishing our Taie, will arrive at the same conclusion ; and, in 
the words of the quaint old Prologue to the Prince of Prigs' 
Revels, 



Tlank tliat mon, 



Can TQake each thiof a complète Boscian I 



THE END. 
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